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CHAPTER I. 

Stanburt Hill, remote but two hours' wajfe from a regloii 
blasted with mine and factory and furnace, shelters with ita 
western slope a fair green valley, a land of meadows and orchard, 
untouched by poisonous breath. At its foot lies tJie village of 
Wanley. The opposite side of the hollow is clad with native 
wood, skirting for loore than a mile the bank of a shallow stre*im, 
a tributary of the Severn, Wanley consists in the main of one 
long street; the houses arestone-built, withmuliionedwindowsi 
here and there showing a picturesque gable or a quaint old 
chimney. The oldest buildings are four cottages which stand 
at the end of the street; once upon a time they formed the 
country residence of the abbots of Belwick, The abbey of that 
name stiU chums for its ruined self a poi-tion of earth's surface ; 
bat, as it had the misfortune to be erected above the thickest 
coal-seam in England, its walls are blackened with the fume of 
collieries and shaken by the strain of mighty engines. Climb 
Stanbury Hill at nightfall, and, looking eastward, you behold 
iax off a dusky ruddiness in the sky, like the last of an angry 
Sunset ; with a glass you can catch glimpses of little tongues of 
flame, leaping and quivering on the horizon. That ia Belwick, 
The good abbots, who were wont to come out in the summer 
time to Wanley, would be at a loss to recognise their conse- 
orated home in those sooty I'elics. Belwick, with its hundred 
and fifty fire-vomiting blast-fumaces, would to their eyes more 
nearly resemble a certain igneous realm of which they thori^'hb 
much in their sojourn upon earth, and which, we may assure 
ourselves, they dmiin not of in the quietness of their last long 
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A large hoiiSG, H-liich stands aloof from the vJlIago an J a 
little above it, is Wanley Manor. The county history tells ua 
that Wanley was given in the fifteenth century to that same 
religious foundation, and that at the dissolution of monasteriea 
the Manor passed into the hands of Queen Catherine. The 
house is half-timbered ; from the height above it looks old and 
peaceful amid its immemorial ti'ees. Towards the end of the 
eighteenth century it became the home of a family named Eldon, 
the estate including the greater part of the valley below. But 
an Eldon who came into possession when WiiUam lY, was 
King brought the fortunes of his house to a low ebb, and his 
son, seeking to impi-ove matters by abandoning his prejudices 
and entering upon commercial speculation, in the end left a 
widow and two boys with little more to live upon than the in- 
come which arose from Mrs. Eldon's settlements. The Manor 
was shortly after this purchased hy a Mr. Mntimer, a Eelwicfe 
ironmaster; but Mi-s. Eldon and her boys still inhabited the 
house, in consequence of certain events which will shortly be 
narrated. Wanley would have mourned their departure; they 
were the aristocracy of the neighbourhood, and to have them 
ousted by a name which no one knew, a name connected only 
with blast-fumaoes, would have made a distinct fall in the tone 
of Wanley society, Eortunately no changes were made in the 
structure by its new owner. Mot far from it yon see the church 
and the vicarage, these also unmolested in their quiet age. 
'Wanley, it is to be feared, lags far behind the times— painfully 
so, when one knows for a certainty that the valley upon which 
it looks conceals treasures of coal, of ironstone— blackband, to 
be technical — and of fireclay. Some ten years ago it seemed as 
if better things were in store ; there was a chance that the vale 
might for ever cast off its foolish greenery, and b^in vomiting 
smoke and flames in humble imitation of its metropolis beyoaq 
the hills. There are men in Belwick who have an angry feeling 
whenever Wanley is mentioned to them. 

After the inhabitants of the Manor, the most respected of 
those who dwelt in Wanley were the WaJthams. At the time 
of which I speak, this family consisted of a middle-aged lady ; 
her son, of one-and twenty ; and her daughter, just eighteen.' 
They haxl resided here for little, more than two years, but a 
gentility which mM-ked their speech and demeanour, and the 
feet that they were well acquainted with the EMons, from the 
fii'st caused them to he looked up to. It was conjectured, ah^ 
soon confirmed by Mrs. ■VValtbam's own admissions, thattiey 
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' liad known ft larger way of living tliau tliafc to which they 
adapted themselves in the little house on the side of Stanbury 
Hill, whence they looked lyvcr the village streat. Mr. Walthain 
had, in fact, been a junior partner in a Belwick flrm, whicb 
came to grief. He saved enough out of the wreck to make a 
modest competency for bis family, and would doiihtlesa in time 
have retrieved bis fortune, but death was beforehand with him. 
His wife, in the second year of her widowhood, came with her 
daaghter Adela to Wanley ; her son Ali'red had gone to com- 
mercial work in Belwick. Mre. Waltham was a prudent 
woman, and tenacious of ideas which recommended themselves 
to hei- practical instincts ; such an Idea had much to do with 
her settlement in the remote village, which she would not have 
chosen for her abode out of love of its old-world quietness. 
But at the Manor was Hubert Eidon. Hubert was four years 
rolder than Adela. He had no fortune of his own, but it was 
tolerably certaiu that some day he would be enormously rich, 
and there was small likelihood that he would mariy tillthat 
expected change in his position came about. 

On the afternoon of a certiun Good Friday, Mrs; Waleham 
sat at her open window, enjoying the air and busy with many 
thoughts, among other things wondering who was likely to 
drop in for a cup of tea. It was a late Easter, and warm spring 
weather had already clothed the valley with greenness ; to-day 
-tiiesun was almost hot, and the west wind brought many a 
sweet odour from gardens near and far. From her sitting- 
room Mrs. Waltham had the best view to be obtained from any 
house in Wanley ; she looked, as I have said, right over the 
village street, and on cither hand the valley spread before her a 
■ cTiarming prospect. Opposite was the wooded slope, freshening 
now with exquisite shades of new-born leafage ; looking north, 
she saw fruit-gardens, making tender harmonies; southwards 
spread verdure and tillage. Yet something there was which 
disturbed the otherwise perfect unity of the scene, an unae- 
cuetomed trouble to the eye. In the very midst of the vale, 
perhaps a quarter of a mile to the south of the village, one saw 
what looked like the beginning of some engineering enterprise 
— a great throwiog-np of earth, and the commencement of a 
roadway on which metal rails were laid. What was being 
done! Tbe work seemed too extensive for a mere scheme of 
dmnage. Whatever tbe undertaking migiit be, it was now at 
■A standstill, seeing that old Mr. Mutimer, the owner of the land, 
had been in his gi-aye just three days, and no one as jet could 
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Bay whether his heir Would or would toot putsue this nbvSl 
project, Mi-a. Waltham hei'self felt that the view was siwilt, 
though.her appreqiation of nature was not of the keeiiest, nnd 
she woald never have thought of objecting to a. scheme which 
would produce money at the cost of the merely beautifnl. 

' I scarcely think Hubert will continue it,' she waa musing 
to herself. ' He has enough without that, and his tastos don't 
lie in that direction.' 

She had on her lap a local paper, at which she glanced evei-y 
now and then j but her state of mind was evidently restless. 
The road on either side of which stood the houses of the village 
led on to the Manor, and in that direction Mrs. Waltham gazed 
frequently. The church clock chimed half-past four, and shortly 
after a rosy-cheeked young girl came at a quick stop up the 
gravelled pathway which made the approach to the 'Walthaais' 
cottage. She saw Mrs. Waltham at the window, and, when 
she was near, spoke. 

' Is Adela at home J ' 

' No, Letty ; she's gone for a w.ilk with her brother.' 

' I'm BO sorry I ' said the girl, whose voice was as sweet as 
her face was pretty. ' We wanted her to come for croquet. 
Tet I was half afraid to come and ask her whilst Mr. Alfred 
was at home.' 

She laughed, and at the same time blushed a little. 
Why should you be afraid of Alfred 1' asked Mrs. Wal. 
tham giacionsly. 

' Oh, I don't know.' 

She turned it off and spoke quick!y of another subject 

' How did you like Mr. Wyvern this morning % ' 

It was a new vicar, who had been in "Wanley hut a couple 
of days, and had this morning officiated for the first time at the 
church. 

'What a voice he has I ' was the lady's reply. 

' Hasn't he? And such a hairy man I They say he's very 
learned; but his sermon was very simple — didn't you think 

BO)' 

'Yes, I liked it. Only he pronounces certain words strangely.' 

'Oh, has Mr. Eldon come yet 1 ' was the young lady's nest 
question. i 

' He hadn't arrived this morniiig. Isn't it' eitraonUnaiyf 
He must he out of England.' 

' But surely Mrs. Efdon knows hi« address, and he can't he 
lo very far away.' 
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As she spoke slio looked down the pathway by which she 
\ bad come, and of a sudden her face exhibited alarm. 

' Oh, Mrs. Waltham ! ' she whispered hurriedly. ' If Mr. 
Wypem isn't coming to see you ! I'm afraid to meet him. Do 
let me pop in and hide till I can get away without being seen.' 

Iho front door stood ajar, and the girl at ouce ran into the 
house. Mrs. Waltham came into the passage laughing. 

' May I go to the top of the stairs t ' asked the other 
nervously, ' You know how absurdly shy I am. No, I'll run 
out into the garden behind ; then I can steal round as soon as 
he comes in.' 

She escaped, and in a minute or two the new vicar pre- 
sented himself at the door. A littlo maid might well have 
some apprehension in facing him, for Mr. Wy vern was of vast 
proportions and leonine in aspect. With the exception of one 
unloved hand and the scant proportions of his la«e which were 
not hidden by hair, he was wholly black in hue ; an enormoua 
beard, the colour of jet, concealed the linen about his throat, 
and a veritable mane, dark as night, fell upon his shoulders. 
Hia features were not ill-matched with this sable garniture; 
their expression was a fixed severity j his eye I'egarded you with 
stem scrutiny, and passed from the examination to a melancholy 
reflectiveness. Yet his appearance was suggestive of anything 
but ill-nature ; contradictory though it may seem, the face was 
a pleasant one, inviting to confidence, to respect; if he could 
only have smiled, the tender humanity which lurked in the 
lines of hia countenance would have berome evident. His age 
was probably a little short of Hfty, 

A servant replied to his knock, and, after falling back in a 
momentary alarm, introduced bim to the sitting-room. He 
took Mrs. Waltham's hand silently, fixed upon her the full orbs 
of his dark eyes, and tiien, whilst still retaining her fingers, 
looked thoughtfully about the room. It was a pleasant little 
parlour, with many an evidence of refinement in those who 
occupied it. Mr. Wyvem showed something like a look of 
satisfaction. He seated himself, and the chair creaked omin- 
oiwly beneath him. Then he again scrutinised Mr.f. Waltham, 

She was a lady of fair complexion, with a double chin. Her 
dress suggested elegant tastes, and her hand was as smooth and' 
delicate as a lady's should be. A long gold chain descended 
from her neck to the watch-pocket at her waist, and her fingera 
exhibited several ringa. She bora the reverend gentleman's 
scrutiny with modest gi^e, -tlwost iw if it flattered her. Aod 
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indeed thci-a waa nothing whatever of ill-bi«ediii'g in fflEr. Wy- 
veiii's mode of ioBtitutmg acquaintance with hia parishioner; 
one felt that he was a man of pronounced originality, and that 
he might he trusted in hia variance from thj wonted modes. 

The View from the windows gave him a subject for his first 
remarks. "Mies. Waltham had heen in some fear of a question 
whicli would go to the roots of her soal's history; it would have^ 
been in keeping with his visage. But, with native acuteness, 
she soon discovered that Mr. WjTern's gaw had veiy little ta 
do with tlie immediate subject of his- thought, or, what was 
much the same thing, that lie seldom gave the whole of his- 
attention to- the- mattei' outwardly calling for 'it. He was a 
man of profound mental absences ; he could make replies, even- 
put queries, and all the while he brooding intensely upon a 
wholly different subjeet. Mrs. Waltham did not altogether, 
relish it ; she was in the habit of being heard with deference ; 
hut, to be sure, a clergyman only talked of worldly things by 
way of concession. It certainly seemed so in this clergyman's 

' Your prospect,' Mr. Wy vem remarked presently, ' will not 
be improved by the works below.' 

His voice was very deep, and all his words were weighed- 
m the uttorance. This deliberation at times led to peculiarities 
of emphasis ia. single words. Probably he was a man of philo- 
logical crotchets ; he said, for instance, ' pro-speet.' 

' I scarcely think Mr. Bldon will go on with the mining,' 
tepiieij Mrs. Waltham. 

' Ah I you think not J ' 

*I aid quite' sure to said that unconsciously,' the lady re- 
marked to herself. ' He's thinking of some quite different afiaii-.' 

' Mr. Eldon,' the clergyman resumed, fixing upon her an 
absent eye, ' is Mr. M-utimer's son-in-law, I understand 1 ' 

* His brother, Mr. Godfrey Eldon, was,' Mi-s. Waltham cor 
rected. 
' 'Ahl the one that died 1' 

He said it queationingly ; then added — 

' I have a difficulty in mastering details of this kind. Tou 
would do me a great kindness in explaining to ma taieiiy of 
^hom the family at the Manor at present consist* ? ' 

Mrs. Waltham was delighted to talk on such a snbjeet. 
.. ' Only of Mrs. Eldon and her son, Mr. Hubert Eldon. The 
ellfer SOD, Godfrey, was lost in -ft ghipwreck, on a, voyage to 
New Zealand,' 



,y Google 



DEM03 7 

*Ho WRsaeailofV 

' Oh, no ! ' said tlie lady, with a smile. ' He was in business 
ftt Belwiok- It was shortly after hia marriage with Miss Mn- 
timer that he took the voyage — partly for his healtb, partly to 
examine some pro'perty his father had had an interest in. Old 
Mr. Eldon engaged in speculations — I believe it was flax-grow- 
The results, unfortunately, wei* anything but satisfactory. 
it was that which led to his son entering business— quite a new 
thing in their family. Wasn't it very sad ? Poor Godfrey and 
his young wife both drowned ! The marriage was, as you may 
imagine,' not altogether a welcome one to Mrs, Eldon; Mr, 
Matimer was quite a self-made man, quite. 1 understand ha 
has relations in London of the very poorest class — labouring 
people.' 

' They probably benefit by his will t ' 

' I can't say. In any case, to a very small extent. It haa 
for a long time been understood that Hubert Eldon inherits.' 

' Singular ! ' ihurmared the clergyman, still in the same 
absent way, 

' Is it not J He took so to the young fellows ; no doubt he 
was flattered to be allied to them. Aud then ha was passionately 
devoted to his daughter ; if only for her sake, he would have 
done his utmost for the family.' 

' I understand that Mr. Mutimer purchased the Manor 
from them f ' 

' That was before the marriage. Gkidfrey Eldon sold it ; he 
had his father's taste for speculation, I fency, and wanted capital. 
Then Mr. Mutihier beggied them to remain in the house. He 
certainly was a wonderfully kind old— old gentleman ; his be. 
haviour to Mrs. Eldon was always the perfection of courtesy. 
A stranger would And it difficult to understand how she could 
jret on BO well with him, but their sorrows brought them to- 
gether, and Mr. Mutimer's generosity was really noble. If I 
had not known his origin, I should certainly have taken him 
for a county gentleman.' ' 

'Yet he proposed to mine in the valley,' observed Mr, Wy- 
verfi, half to himself, casting a glance at the window*. 

Mrs. "Waltham did not at first see the connection between 
this and what she had been saying. Then it occurred to her 
that Ml', Wyvern was aristocratic in his views. 

' To be sure/ she said, ' one expects to And a little of the 
original — of the money-making spidt. Of course such a thing 
would Hsver have euggested itself to the Eldoijs. And in fact 
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very little of the Iiuids remained to tbrin. Mr. Mutimer bougtit 

»■ great deal from other people.' 

As Mr. Wyvern sat brooding, Mrs. Waltham ashed— ' ■ 

' You have seen Mrs. Eldon 1 ' 

' Kot yet. She is too unwell to receive visits,' 

' Yea, poor thing, she is a, great invalid. I thoughf, perhaps, 

you . But I know she likes to be very quiet. What a 

strange thing about Mr. Eldon, is it not ? You know that he 
has never come yet ; not even to the funeral.' 

' Singular I ' 

. ' An inexplicable thing ! There has never been a shadow of 
disagreement between them.' 

' Mr. BIdoQ is abroad, I believe 1 ' said the clergyman 
musingly. 

' Abroad ! Oh dear, no I At least, I— — . Is there news 
of his being abrr'id T 

Mr. Wyvern merely shook his head. 

'As far as we know,' Mrs. Walthara continued, rather dis- 
turbed by the suggestion, 'he is at Oxford.' 

'A student 1' 

'Yes. He is quite ayouth — only two-aud-twenty." 

There was a knock at the door, and a maid-servant entered 
to ask if she should lay the table for tea. Mrs, Waltbam as- 
sented; then, to ber visitor — 

' You will do us the pleasure of drinking a cup of tea, Mr, 
Wyvern t we make a meal of it, in the country way. My boy 
and girl are sure to be in directly.' 

' I should like to make their acquaintance,' was the grave 



'Alfred, my son,' the lady proceeded, 'is with us for his 
Easter holiday. Belwick is so short a distance away, and yet 
too far to aliow of bis living here, unfortunately.' 

' His age ! ' 

' Just one-and-twenty.' 

' The same age as njy own boy.' 

' Oh, you have a son 1 ' 

' A youngster, studying music in Germany. I have just 
been spending a fortnight with him,' 

' How delightful I If only poor Alfred could have pursued 
some more— more liberal occupation I Unhappily, we had smaJl 
choice. Friends were good enough to ofier him exceptional ad- 
vantages not long after bis father's death, and I was only toe 
glad to accept the opening, I believe he is » clever boy^ only 
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tuch s dreadful Ha^ical.' She laughed, with a deprecatory 
motion of the bauds. 'Poor Adela and. he are at daggers 
drawn; no doubt it is some terrible argument that detains 
them uow on the road. I can't think how he got his views; 
certainly his fether never inculcated them.' 

' The air, Mrs. Waltham, the' air,' murmured the clergyman. 

The lady was not quite sure that she understood the remark, 
but the necessity of reply was obviated by the entrance of the 
young man in question. Alfred was somewhat undergrown, 
but of solid build. He walked in a sturdy and rather aggres- 
sive way, and his plump face seemed to indicate an intelligence, 
bright, indeed, but of the less refined order. His head was held 
stiffly, and his whole bearing betrayed a. desire to make the 
most of his defective stature. His shake of the hand was an 
abrupt downward Jerk, like a pull at a bull-rope. In the 
smile with which he met Mr. Wyvern a supereilious frame of 
mind was not altogether concealed ; he seemed anxious to have 
it understood that in him the clerical attire inspired nothing 
whatever of superstitious reverence. Kevei-ence, in truth, was 
not Mr. Waltham's failing. 

Mr. Wyvern, as his habit was at introductions, spoke no 
words, but held the youth's hand for a fow moments and looked 
him in the eyes. Alfred turned his head aside uneoaiiy, and 
was a trifle ruddy in the cheeks when at length he regained his 
liberty. 

' iy*the-by,' he i-omavked to his mother when he had seated 
himself, with crossed logx, ' Eldon has turned up at last. He 
passed us in a cab, or so Adela said, 1 didn't catch a glimpse 
of the individual.' 

' Keally ! ' exclaimed Mrs. Waltham. ' He was coming 
from Agworth station t ' 

' I suppose so. There was a trunk on the four-wheeler. 
Adela says he looked ill, though I don't see how she discovered 

' I have no doubt she is right. He must have been ill.' 
Mr. Wyvern, in contrast with his habit, was paying marked 
attention ; he leaned forward, with a hand on each knee. In 
the meanwhile the preparations lor tea had progressed, and as 
Mrs. Waltham rose at the sight of the teapot being brought in, 
her daughter entered the room. Adela was taller by half a 
head than her brother ; she was slim and graceful. The air had 
made her face bloom, and the smile whioh was added as she 
drew near to the vicar enhanced the charm of a countenance at 
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all times otarmitig. She was not less. than bwJylike in aelf-pfwn 
sesBion, but Mr. Wyvern's toweling sableness dearly awed her 
a little. Foe an instant her ej-es drooped, but at once she 
raieed thein and met tbe severe gaze with unilinohing orbs. 
Keleasing her h.%nd, Mr. Wyvern performed a singular little 
GCremoDy'; he laid his right palm very gently on hsr nutlirowu 
hair, and hia lips moved. At the same time he alt but sniiled. 

Alfred's face was a deSigbtfiil study the while ; it said sd 
clearly, ' Confound the parson's impudence I ' Mrs. Waltham, 
on the other hand, looked pleased as she rustled to her place at 
the tea-tray, 

'So Mr. Eldon has comoT slie said, glancing at Adela 
' Alfred says he loois ill.' 

' Mother,' interposed the young man, * pray be a«curata. I 
distinctly stated thafi did not even see him, and should not 
have known that it was he at all. Adek. is responsible for that 



' 1 just saw his fees,' the girl said naturally. ' I thought he 
looked ill.' 

Mr. Wyvern addressed to her a question about her walk, 
and for a few minutes they conversed together. There was a 
fresh simplicity in Adela'a way of speaking which harmonised 
well with her appearance and with the scene in which she 
moved. A gentle English girl, this dainty home, set in so fair 
and peaeefnl a corner of the world, was just the abode one 
would have chosen for her. Hor beaaty seemed 4 part of the 
burgeoning springtime. She was not lavish of her smiles; ,a' 
timid seriousneBS marked her manner to the clergyman, and 
sho replied to his deliberately- posed questions with a gravity 
respectful alike of herself and of him. 

In ivoat of Mr, "Wyvern stood a large cake, of which a por- 
tion wag already sliced. The vicar, at Adela'e invitation, ac- 
cepted a piece of the cake ; having eaten this, he accepted 
another; then yet another. His absence had come back upon 
him, and as he talked he continued to eat portions of the cake, 
till but a small fraction of the original structure remained on 
the dish. Alfred, keenly observant of what was going on, 
puraed his lips from time to time and looked at his mother with 
exaggerated gravity, leading her eyes to the vanishing cake. 
Even Adela could not but remark the reverend gentleinan'a 
abnormal appetite, but she steadily disoouraged her brother's 
attempts to draw her into the joke. At length it came to pass 
that Mr. Wyvem himself, etretcJiing bis haud mechanically to 
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tile dish, becarae awai'athat he had exhibited his appi^ciabion 
of the sweet food in. a degree not altogether sanctioued by usage.' 
He fixed hia eyes on the tablecloth, aad was silent for a while. . 

As sooa as the vicar had taken hia departure Alfred threw 
bimself into a chair, thrust out his legs, and exploded in 
hiughter. 

' By Jove I ' he shouted, ' If that, man doesn't experience 
symptoms of disordei' ! Why, I should bo prostrate for a week 
if I consumed a quarter of what he has put out of sight.' 
■:. 'Alfred, you ar6 shockingly rude>' improved hb mother, 
though herself laughing. 'Mr. Wyvemis absorbed in thought.' 
Well, he has taken the best meaiis, I should say, to i-emind 
himself of actualities,' rejoined the youth. ' But what a man he 
I How did he behave in church this morning?' 

' You should have come to see,' said Mrs. Waltham, mikliy 
censuriAg her Son's disregard of the means of grace. 

' I like Mr. Wyvern,' observed Adela, who was standing at 
the window looking out upon the dusking valley, 

■ Oh, you would like any man in parsonical livery," scoffed 
her brother, 

Alfred shortly betook himself to the gfuden, where, in spite 
ol a dedded freshness in the atmosphere, he walked for half-an- 
hour smoking a pipe. When he entj^red tlie house again, he 
met Adeia at the foot of the stairs. 

' Mrs. Mewling has just come in,' she whispered. 

' All right, I'll come up with you,' was the reply. ' Heaven 
defend me from her small talk I * 

They ascended to a very little I'oom, which made a kind of 
boudoir for Adela. Alfred struck a match and lit a. lamp, dis- 
closing a nest of wonderful purity and neatness. "On. the table 
a drawing-board was slanted; it showed a Vixt of Scripture in 
process of ' illumination.' 

' Still at that kind of thing ! ' exclaimed Alfred. ' My good 
child, if you want to paint, why don't you paint in earnests 
Keally, Adela, I must enter a protest 1 Eeinember that you 
(ire eighteen years of age.' 

' I don't forget it, Alfred.' 

' At eight- and-twonty, at eight-and-tliirty, yoti propose still 
to be at the game stage of development ! ' 

'I don't think we'll talk of it,' said the girlquietly. 'We 
don't understand each other.' 

'Of course not, but we might, if only jovi'd read actistble 
boolta that I could give yo«;' 
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Adela shook lier head. The philosophical youth sank into 
his fevourite attitude — legs extended, hands in poolcete, nose 
in air. 

' So, I suppose,' ho said presently, ' that fellow really has 
been ill t ' 

Adela was sitting in thought ; she looksd np with a shadow 
of annoyance on her face. 

'That fellow r 

' Eldon, you know.' 

' I want to ask you a question,' said his sistor, interlockinf; 
her fingers and pressing them against her throat. ' Why do 
you always speak in. a contemptuous way of Mr. Eldont' 

'You know I don't like the individual.' 

' "What cause has " the individual " given you 1 ' 

' He's a snob.' 

' I'm not sure that I know what that means,' replied Adela, 
dfter thinking for a moment with downcast eyes. 

' Because you never read anything. He's a fellow who 
raises a great ediKee of pretence on rotten foundations.' 

' What can you mean 1 Mr. Eidon is a gentleman. What 
pretence is he guilty of!' 

' Gentleman 1 ' uttered her brother with much seom. ' Upon 
■jpy word, that w the vulgarest of denominations! Who 
doesn't call himself so nowadays ! A man's a man, I take it, 
and what need is there to lengthen the name) Thank the 
powers, we don't live in feudal ages. Besides, he doesn't seem 
to me to be what you imply.' 

Adela had taken a book; in turning over the pagesj she 

' Ko doubt you mean, Alfred, that, for some reason, you are 
determined to view him with prejudice.' 

' The reason is obvious enough. The fellow's behaviour ia 
detestable ; he looks at you from head to foot as if you were 
applying for a place in his stable. Whenever I want an exam 
pie of a contemptible aristocrat, there's Eldon ready-made- 
Contemptible, because he's such a sham ; as if everybody didn't 
know his history and his circumstances I ' 

'Everybody doesn't regard them as you do. There is no- 
thing whatever dishonourable in his position.' 

' Not in sponging on a rich old plebeian, a man he despises, 
Rnd living in idleness at his expense ) ' 

*l don't believe Mr. Eldon does anything of the )s.mi, 



,y Google 



Kbmos - 1 3 

Sitice hiB brother's deatH he has had a Bufficieat income of his 
own, so mother says.' 

' Sufficient income of his own 1 Bah ! Five or six hundi'ed 
a year ; likely he lives on that ! Besides, haven't they soaped 
old Mutlmep into leaving them all his property ? The whole 
affair is the best iUustmtion one could possibly have of what 
ariatoorats are brought to in a democratic age. First of all, 
Godfrey Eldon marries Mutimer's daughter ; you are at liberty 
to believe, if you like, that he would have married her just the 
same if she hadn't had a penny. The old fellow is fettered. 
They see the hold, they have, and stick to him like leeches. 
All for want of money, of course. Our aristocrats begin to 
see that they can't get on without money nowadays; they 
can't live on family records, and they tind that people won't 
toady to them in the old way just on account of their name. 
Why, it began with Eldon's father — didn't he put his pride in 
his pocket, and try to make cash by speculation 1 Now I can 
respect Aim : he at all events faced the facts of the case 
honestly. The despicable thing in this Hubert Eldon is that, 
having got money once more, and in the dirtiest way, he puts 
on the top-sawyer just as if there was nothing to be ashamed 
of. If he and his mother were living in a small way on their 
few hundreds a year, he might haw-haw as much as he liked, 
and I should only laugh at him ; he'd be a fool, but an honest 
one. But catch them doing that! Family jiride's too insub- 
stantial a thing, you see. Well, as I said, they illustrate the 
natural course of things, the transition from the old age to the 
new. If Eldon has sons, they'll go in for commerce, and make 
themselves, if they can, millionaires ; but by that time they'll 
dispense with airs and insolence — see if they don't.' 

Adela kept her eyes oa the pages before her, but she was 
listening intently. A sort of verisimilitude in the picture 
drawn by her Kadical -minded brother could not escape her; 
her thought was troubled. When she spoke it was without re- 
Beotment, but gravely. 

'I don't like this spirit injudging of people. Yon know 
tfuite well, Alfred, how easy it is to see the whole story in quit* 
another way. You begin by a harsh and worldly judgment, 
and it leads you to misrepresent all that follows. I refuse to 
believe that Godfrey Eldon martied Mrs. Mutimei''s daughter 
for her money.' 

Alfred laughed aloud. 
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•Of course you do, sister Adelal Womcai won't adn 
euch tbings; that's their anstocratic feeling 1 ' 

'And that 19, too, woHhless «nd a sliam? \Vi!i that, toe 
l>e done away with in the now age f ' 

' Oh, depend upon it I When women are educated, the 
will take the world as it is, and decline to live on illusions.' 

'Then how glad I am to have been left without edncationl 

In the meantime a conversation of a very lively iind was 
progreus between Mrs. "Waltham and her visitor, Mrs. Mewling 
The latter was a lady whose position much resembled Mrs 
■WaStbam's : she inhabited a small house in tho village street 
and spent most of her time in going about to hear or to tel 
sajme new thing. She came in this evening with a look pre 
Bagefol of news indeed, 

' I've been to Beiwick to- day,' she began, sitting very clos< 
to Mrs. Waltham, whose lap she kept touciiing as she Bpok< 
with excited fluency. ' I've seen Mi^. Yottle. My dear, what 
do yon tbink she hns told me J ' . 

Mrs. Yottle was the wife of n legal gentleman who had beer 
in Mr. Mutimer's confidence, Mrs. Wftltham at once divinec 
intelligence affecting the Eldons, 

' What 1 ' she asked eagerly; 

* You'd never dream snch a thing ! what viiU come to pass 
An xmthought-of po^bility 1 ' She went on crescendo. ' My 
.dear Mrs. Waltham, Mr. Mutimer has left no will ! ' 

It was as if an electric shock had passed from the tips of her 
fingers into her hearer's frame. Mrs. Waltham paled. 

' That cannot be true I ' she whispered, incapable of utter- 
ance above breath. 

'Oh, hilt there's not a dotibt of it!' Knowing thatthfe 
news would be particularly unpalatable to Mrs. Walttiam, she 
proceeded to dwell upon it with dancing eyes. * Search has! 
been going on since the day of the death : not a comer that' 
hasn't been rummaged, not a drawer that hasn't been turned 
out, not a book in the library that hasn't been shaken, not a 
wall that hasn't been examined for secret doors I Mr. Mutimer 
lias died intestate I ' 

The other lady was mute, 

■ 'And shall I tell you how it came about! Tv^o days before 
his death, he had hie will from Mr, Yottle, saying ]je wanted to 
make changes — probably to execute a new will altogether. My 
dear, he destroyed it, and death aiitprised him before he coUid 
make another.' 
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He wished to make changes 1 ' 

Ah ! ' Mrs. Mnwling drew out the exclamation, shaking her 
■aised finger, pursing her lips. ' And of that, too, I can tell you 
^he reason. Mr, Mxitimer was anything but pleased with young 
[Sldon. That young man, let me tell you, has been conducting 
limself— oh, shockingly ! Now you wouldn't dream of repeat- 
ug this ! ' 

' Certainly not.' 

* It seems that news came not so very long ago of a cer- 
t^n actress, singer, — something of the kind, you understand t 
Friends thought it their duty — rightly, of course,— to inform 
Jtfr. Mutimer. I can't Bay exactly who did it j but we know 
that Hubert Eldon is not regarded affectionately by a good 
many people. My dear, ho has been out of England for more 
than a mouth, living — oh, such extravagance ! And the moral 
question, too ! You know — those women I Someone, they say, 
of European reputation; of course no names are breathed. 
For my part, I can't say I am surjirised. Young men, you 
know ; and particularly young men of that kind I Well, it has 
cost him a pretty penny; he'll remember it as long as he lives.' 

'Then the property will go ' 

'Yes, to the working people in London; the roughest of 

le rough, they say I What vfiU happen T It will be iropos- 

ble for us to live here if they come and settle at the Manor, 

The neighbourhood will be intolerable. Think of the rag-tag-" 

and-bobtail they will bring with them I ' 

' But Hubert I ' ejaculated Mrs. Waltham, whom this vision 
of barbaric onset affected little in the crashing together of a great 
airy castle, 

'Well, my dear, after all he still lias more to depend upon 
than many we could instance. Probably he will take to the 
— that is, if ho ever returns to Englajid.' 
He is at the Manor,' said Mrs. Waltham, with none of the 
plenaure it would ordinaiily have given her to be first with an 
item of news. ' He came this afternoon.' 
He did ] Who has seen him t ' 

Alfred and Adela passed him on the road. He wnsinacab.' 
I feel for Lis poor mother. What a meeting it will be I 
But then we must remember that they had no actual claim on 
the inheritance. Of course it will be a most grievous disappoint- 
ment, but what is life made of 1 I'm afraid some people will be 
anything but grieved. We must confess that Hubert has not 
boea exactly populai!; auc[ I rather wonder at it ; I'm suro he 
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might have been if he had likod. Just a little too — too sel: 
conseioua, don't yon think 1 Of eonrse it waa quite k tuistak* 
but people had an idea that he presumed oa wealth which wa 
not hia own. Well, well, we quiet folk look on, don't we ! It' 
rather like a play,' 

Presently Mrs. Mewling leaned forward yet more confi 



'My dear, you won't be offended! You don't mind a quea 
tion ! There wa.'m't anything definite 1 — Adela, I mean.' 

'Nothing, nothing whatever!' Mrs. Waltham asserted with 
vigour. 

' Ha I ' Mrs. Mewling sighed deeply. ' How relieved I a 
I did so fear ! ' 

' Nothing whatever,' the other lady repeated. 

' Thank goodness ! Then there is no need to breathe a w< 
of those shocking matters. But they do get abroad so ! ' 

A reflection Mrs. Mewling was justified in making. 



CHAPTER II. 



The call which had passed Adela and her brother at ft short 
distance from Wanley brought faces to the windows or door of 
almost every house as it rolled through the village street. The 
direction in which it was going, the trunk on the roof, the 
certainty that it had come from Agworth station, auggested to 
everyone that young Eldon sat within. The occupant had, 
however, put up both windows just before entering the village, 
and sight of him was not obtained. Wanley had ahund^t 
matter for gossip that evening. Hubert's return, giving a 
keener edge to the mystery of his so long delay, would alone 
have sufficed to wagging tongues ; but, in addition, Mrs. Mew- 
ling was oo the warpath, and the inteUigence she spread was of 
tk kind to rnn like wildfire. 

The approach to the Manor was a earriage-roftd, obliquely 
ascending the hill from a point some quarter of a mile beyond 
the cottages which once housed Belwick's abbots. Of the house 
scarcely a glimpse could be caught till you were well within the 
gates, so thickly was it embosomed in trees. This afternoon it 
wore a cheerless face ; most of the blinds were still down, and 
the dweliir.g might have been unoccupied, for any sign of human 
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activity that the eye could catch. There waa no porch at the 
main entrance, and the heavy nai! studded door greeted a visitor 
BOdiewhftt sonibi-ely. On the front of a gable stood the words 
'Nisi Dominus,' 

The vehicle drew up, and there descended a young man of 
pale countenance, his attire indicating long and hasty travel. 
He pulled vigorously at the end of a hanging. bell-chain, and 
the door was immediately opened by a man-servant in black. 
Hubert, for he it was, pointed to his trunk, and, whilst it was 
being carried into the house, took some loose coin from his 

" et. He handed the driver a sovereign, 
I have no change, sir,' said the man, after examining the 

But Hubert had already turned away; he merely waved his 
hand, and entered the house. For a drive of two miles, the 
cabman held himself tolerably paid. 

The hall was dusky, and seemed in need of fresh air. 
Hubert threw off hia hat, gloves, and overcoat ; then for the 
first time spoke to the servant, who stood in an attitude of 
expectancy. 

' Mrs. Eldon is at home J ' 

At home, sir, but very unwell. She desires me to say that 
she fears she may not be able to see you this evening,' 
' Is there a fire anywhere ) ' 

Only in the library, sir.' 

I will dine there. And let a fire be lit in my bedi'oom.' 

Yes, sir. Will you dine at once, sir t ' 

In an hour. Something light ; I don't care what it is.' 

Shall the fire be lit in your bedroom at once, sir ! ' 

At once, and a hot bath prepared. Come to the library 
and tell me when it is ready.' 

The servant silently departed. Hubert walked across the 
hall, giving a glance here and there, and entered the library. 
Nothing had been altered here since his father's, nay, since his 
grandfather's, time. That grandfather— his name Hubert — had 
combined strong intellectual tendencies with the extravagant 
tastes which gave his already tottering house the decisive push. 
The large collection of auperbly-bound books which this room 
contained were nearly all of his purcbasiog, for prior to hia 
time the Eldons had not been wont to concern themselves with 
things of the mind. Hubert, after walking to the window and 
looking out for a moment on the side lawn, pushed a small 
couch near to the fireplace, and threw himself down at full 
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length, his hands beneatli bis head. In o, moiuont his position 
seemed to have become uneasy ; he tumod upon his side, utter- 
ing an exclamation as if of pain. A minute or two and again 
he moved, this time with more evident impatience. The next 
thing he did was to rise, step to the hell, and ring it violently. 

The same servant appeared. 

'Isn't the bath ready 1 ' Hubert asked. Hia former mode 
of speaking had, been brief and decided ; he was now almost 
imperious. 

' I believe it will bft in a moment, sir,' was the reply, 
marked, perhaps, by just a little failure in the complete subser- 
vience expected. 

Hubert looked at the man for an instant with contracted 
l)rows, but merely said — 'Tell them to be quick.' 

The man returned in less than three mimites with a satisfac- 
tory announcement, and Eldon went upstairs to refresh himself. 

Two hours later he had dined, with obvious lack of appe- 
tite, and was deriving but slight satisfaction from a cigar, when 
the servant entered with a message from Mrs. Eldon ; she 
desired to see her son. 

Hubert threw his cigar aside, and made a gesture expressing 
his wish to be led to his mother's room- The man conducted 
him to the landing at the head of the first Bight of stairs ; there 
a female servant was waiting, who, after a respectful move- 
ment, led the way to a door at a few yards' distance. She 
opened it and dtew back. Hubert passed into the room. 

It was furnished in a very old-fashioned style — heavily, 
richly, and with ornaments seemingly procured rather as evi- 
dences of wealth than of taste; successive Mrs. Eldons had 
nsed it ae a boudoir. Tlie present lady of that name sat in a 
great chair near the fii*. Though not yet fifty, she looked at 
least ten yeara older; her hair had streaks of white, and her. 
thin deliostte features weie much lined and wasted. It would 
not he enough to say that she had evidently once been beauti- 
ful, for in truth she was ho still, with a spiritual beauty of a 
\ery mre type. Just now her face was set in a sternness 
which did not seem an espiession natural to it; the fing lips 
were much more akin to smiling sweetness, and the broiwS 
accepted with lepiignance anything but the stamp of thotight- 
ful charity. 

After the first glance at Hubert she diopped her eyes. He, 
stepping quickly across the floor, put his lips to her cheek; she 
did not move her head, nor raise her hand to take his. 
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■Will you sit tliere, Hubert) ' she said, pointing fo a chair 
which was placed opposite hers. The resemblance between 
her present mode of indicating a wish and her son'a way of 
speaking to the servant below was veiy striking ; even the 
quftlity of their voices had much in common, for Hubert's was 
rather high-pitched. In face, however, the young man did not 
strongly evidence their relation to each other ; lie was not 
hwidsome, and had straight low brows, which made hia aspect 
at first forbidding. 

' Why have you not come to me before thial ' Mrs. Eldon 
asked when her son had seated himself, with his eyes turned 
upon the fire. 

' I was unable to, mother. I Lave been ill.' 

She cast a glance at him. There was no doubting the 
truth of what he said; at this moment he looked feeble and 

' Where did your illness come upon yon 1 ' she asked, het 
tone vmsoftened. 

'In Germany. I started only a few hours after receiving 
the letter in which you told me of the death.' 

' My other letters you paid no heed to * ' 

' I could not reply to them,' 

He spoke after hesitation, but firmly, as one docs who has 
something to brave out. 

' It would have been better for you if you had been able, 
Hubert. Your refusal has cost you dear.' 

He looked up inquiringly. 

'Mr. Mutimer,' his mother continued, a tremor in her 
voice, ' destroyed his will a day or two befoie he died.' 

Hubert said nothing. His fingers, locked together before 
him, twitched a little ; his face gave no sign. 

'Had you come to me at once,' Mrs. Eldon pursued, ' had 
you listened to my entreaties, to my commands' — her voice 
rang right queenly— ' this would noc have happened, Mr. 
Mutimer behaved as generously as he always has. As soon as 
there came to him certain news of you, he told me everything. 
I refused to believe what people were saying, and he too wished 
to do so. He would not write to you. himself; there was one 
all-sufficient t^t, he held, and that was a summons from your 
mother. It was a test of your honour, Hubert— and you failed 
under it.' 

He made no answer. 

' You received my letters t ' she went on to ask. ' I hoard 
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you had gone from "England, and could only hope your letters 
would be forwarded. Did you get them? ' 

'With the delay of only a day or two.* 

' And dehberat«ly you put me aside J ' 

' I did." 

She looked at him now for several moments. Her eyes 
grew moist. Then she resumed, in a lower voice — • 

' I said nothing of what was at stake, though I knew. Mr. 
Mutimer was perfectly open with me. " I have trusted him 
implicitly," he said, " because I believe him &a staunch and 
true as his brother. I make no allowances for what are called 
young man's follies ; he muat be above anything of that kind. 
If he is not — well, I have been mistaken in him, and I can't 
deal with him as I wish to do." You know what he was, 
Hubert, and you can ima^ne him speaking those words. "We 
waited. The bad news was confirmed, and from you there 
came nothing, I would not hint at the loss you were in- 
curring; of my own purpose I should have refrained from 
doing so, and Mi*. Mutimer forbade me to appeal to anything 
but your better self If you would not come to me because I 
wished it, I could not involve you and myself in shame by see- 
ing you yield to sordid motives.' 

Hubert raised his head, A choking voice kept him silent 
for a moment only. 

' Mother, the loss is nothing to you ; you are above regrets 
of that kind ; and for myself, I am almost glad to have lost it.' 

' In very truth,' answered the mother, ' I care little about 
the wealth you might have possessed, "What I do care for ia 
the loss of all the hopes I had built upon you. I thought you 
honour itself; I thought you high-minded. Young as you are, 
I let you go from me without a fear. Hubei't, I would have 
staked my life that no shadow of disgrace would ever fall 
upon your head 1 You have taken from me the last comfort 
of my age.' 

He uttered words she could not catch. 

' The purity of your soul was precious to me,' she continued, 
her accents struggling against weakness; 'J thought I had 
seen in you a love of that chastity without which a man is no- 
thing ; and I ever did my best to keep your eyes upon a noble 
ideal of womanhood. You have fallen. The simpler duty, the 
point of every-day honour, I could not suppose that you would 
fail in. From the day when you came of age, when Mr. Mu- 
timer spoke to you^ ^ying that in every respect you would ba 
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as bis son, ftnd you, for your parb, accepted v/h&b he offered, 
you owed it to him to r&tpect the lightest of his reasonable 
wishes. The wish which was supreme in him you have utterly 
disregarded. Is it that you failed to understand him! I have 
thought of late of a way you had now and then when you spoke 
to me about him ; it has occurred to me that perhaps you did 
him less than justice. Eegard his position and mine, and tell 
mo whether you think he could have become so much to as if 
he had not been a gentleman in the highest sense of the word. 
When Godfrey first of all brought me that proposal from him 
that we should still remain in this house, it seemed to me the 
most imposiuble thing. You know what it was that induced 
me to assent, and what led to his becoming so intimate with 
ua. Since then it has been hard for me to remember that he 
was not one of our family. His weak points it was not diffi- 
cult to discover ; but I fear yon did not understand what was 
noblest in his character. Uprightness, clean-heartedness, good , 
faith — ^theae things he prized before everything. In you, in 
one of your birth, be looked to find them in perfection. Hubert, 
I stood shamed before him,' 

The young man breathed hard, aa if in physical pain. His 
eyes were fixed in a wide absent gaze. Mi's. Eldon had lost all 
the severity of her face; the profound sorrow of a pure and 
noble nature was alone to be read there now. 

' What,' she continued — ' what is this class distinction upon 
which we piide ourselves! What does it mean, if not that 
our opportunities lead us to see truths to which the eyes of the 
poor and ignorant are blind 1 Is there nothing in it, after all 
— in our pride of birth and station ) That is what people are 
saying nowadays: you yourself have jested to me about our 
privil^ea. You almost make me dread that you were right. 
Look back at that man, whom I came to honour as my own 
father. He began life as a toiler with his hands. Only a 
fortnight ago be was telling me stories of his boyhood, of 
seventy yeain since. He was without education; his ideas of 
truth and goodness he had to find within bis own heart. 
Could anything exceed the noble simplicity of his respect for 
me, for you boys. We were poor, but it seemed to him that 
we had from nature what no money could buy. He was 
wrong ; his faith misled him. No, not wrong with regard to 
all of ns; my boy Godfrey was indeed all that he believed. 
But think of himself; what advantage have we over him I I 
know uo longer what to believe. Oh, Hubert 1 ' 
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11(1 left his ciiaiv and walked to a more distant part of tha 
room, where he was beyond the range of lamp and firelight. 
Standing here, be pressed hia hand aga,inst hie side, still breath- 
ing hard, and with difficulty suppressing a groan. 

He came a step or two nearer. 

' Mother,' he said, hurriedly, ' I am still far from well. 
Let me leave joa . apeak to me again to-morrow.' 

Mrs. EldoQ made an effort to rise, looking anxiously into 
the gloom where he stood. She was all but standing upright— 
a thing she had not done for along time — when Hubert sprajig 
towards her, seizing her hands, then supporting her in hia 
arms. Her self-command gave way at length, and she wept. 

Hubfirt placed her gently in the chair and knelt beside hoi. 
He could find no words, but once or twice laiaed hie face and 
kissed her. 

'What caused your illness?' she asked, speaking as one 
wearied with suffering. She lay back, and her eyes were 
closed, 

' I cannot say,' he answered. ' Do not speak of me. la 
your last letter there was no account of how he died.' 

' It was in church, at the morning service. The pew- 
oponer found him sitting there dead, when all had gone away.' 

'But the vicar could see into the pew from the pulpit) 
The death must have been very peaceful.' 

' No, he could not see; the front curtains were drawn.' 

' Why was that, I wonder ) ' 

Mrs. Eldon shook her head, 

'Are you in pain)' she aslted suddenly. 'Why do you 
breathe so strangely ) ' 

' A little pain. Oh, nothing ; I will see Manns to-mori'ow.' 

His mother gazed long and steadily into bis eyes, and this 
time he bore her look. 

' Mother, you have not kissed me,' he whispered. 

' And cannot, dear. There is too much between us.' 

His head fell upon her lap, 

'Hubert!' 

He pressed her hand. 

'How shall I live when j-ou have gone from me again ) 
When you say good-bye, it will be as if I parted from you for 

Hubert was silent, 

' Unless,' she continued—' unless T have your promise tliat 
you will no longer dishonour yourself.' 
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He rose fiom her side and stood in front of tbc fire ; liia 
mother looked and saw tiiat he trembled. 

No promise, Habeit,' ebe said, 'that you cannot keep. 
Esther than that, we will accept our fate, and be nothing to 
each other.' 

You know very well, mother, that that is imposinble. I 
cannot speak to you of what drove me to disregard your letters, 
re and honour yoii, and shall have to change my nature 
before I cease to do so.' 

To me, Hubert, you seem already to have changed. 1 
scarcely fenow yon.' 

' I can't defend myself to you,' he said sadly. ' We think 
I so differently on subjects which allow of no compromise, that, 
I even if I could speak openly, you would only condemn me the 
more.' 

His mother turned upon him a grief-stricken and wondering 

' Since when have we differed so 1 ' she asked. * What has 
made us strangers to each other's thoughts ? Surely, surely you 
are at one with me in condemning all that has led to this? If 
your character has been too weak to resist temptation, yon 
cannot have learnt to make evil your good i ' 

He kept silence. 

' You refuse me that last hope 1 ' 

Hulierb moved impatiently. 

' Mother, I can't see beyond to-day ! I know nothing of 
what is before me. It is the idlest trifling with words to say 
one will do this or that, when action in no way depends on 
one'a own calmer thought. In this moment I could promise 
anything you ask ; if I had my choice, I would be a child again 
and have no desire but to do your will, to be worthy in your 
(ijes. I liftte my life and the years that have parted me from 
you. Let us talk no more of it.' 

Neither spoke again for some moments ; then Hubert asked 
coldly — 

' What has been done ! ' 

•Nothing,' replied Mra. Eldon, in the same tone. 'Mr. 
Yottle has waited for your return before communicating with 
the relatives in London.' 

' I wUl go to Belwick in the morning,' he said. Then, after 
I'cflection, ' Mr. Mutimer told you that he had destroyed his 
wiiir 

' No. He hfid it from Mr. Yottle two days tefore his death, 
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and on tlie day affer— the Monday — Mr. Tottle was to have 
come to i-eceive instrnctiona for a new one. It is nowhere to 
be found : of course it was destroyed.' 

' I suppose there is no doubt of that i ' Hubert asked, with a 
show of indifference. 

' There can be none, MrJ Yottle tells me that a will which 
existed befoi-e Godfi-ej's marriage was destroyed in. the same 
way.' 

' "Who ia the heir)' 

' A great-nephew bearing the same name. Tbe will con' 
tained provision for him and certain of his family. Wanley is 
his; the personal property will be divided among several,' 

' The people have not come forward 1 ' 

'"We presume they do not even know of Mr. Mutimer's 
death. There has been no direct communication between him 
and them for many years.' 

Hubert's next question was, 'What shall you do, mother t' 

' Does it 'Interest you, Hubert? I am too feeble to move 
Teryfar. I must find a home either here in the village or at 
Agworth.' 

Ho looked at her with compassion, with remorse. 

' And you , my boy 1 ' asked his mother, raisdhg her eyes gently. 

'II Oh, the sel&h never come to harm, be sure I Only ' 
the gentle and helpless have to suffer ; that is the plan of the 
world's ruling.' _, 

' Tbe world is not ruled by one who thinks our thoughts, 
Hubert.' 

He had it on his lips to make a rejoinder, but checked the 
impuls9. 

' Say good-night to me,' his mother continued. ' To« must 
go and rest. If you still feel unwel! in the morning, a messenger 
shall go to Belwick. You are very, very piJe.' 

Hubert held his hand to her and bent his head, Mrs. Eldon 
offered her cheek ; he kissed it and went from the room. 

At seven o'clock on the following morning a bell sum monedl 
A servant to Hubert's bedroom. Though it was daylight, a 
lamp burned near the bed; Hubert lay against pillows heaped 
high. 

' Let someone go at once for Dr. Manns,' he said, appearing 
to speak with difficulty, ' I wish to see him as soon as possible. 
Mrs. Eldon is to know nothingof his visit— you underst^d me!' 

Tbe servant withdrew. In rather less than an hour the 
docto'r made his appearance, with every sign of having been 
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interrupted in hia repose. He was a Bpare man, full bearded 
and spectacled. 

' Something wrong 1 ' was his greeting as he looked keenly at 
his summoner. ' I didn't know you were here.' 

'Yes,' Hubert replied, 'something is confoundedly wrong. 
I have been playing strange tricks in the night, I fency.' 

' Fever r 

'As a consequence of something else. I shall have to tell 
you what must be repeated to no one, as of coui'se you will see. 
Let me see, when was it J — Saturday today ^ Ten days ago, I 
had a pistol-bullet just here,' — he touched his right side. ' It 
was extracted, and I seemed to be not much the worse. I have 
just come from Germany.' 

Dr. Manns screwed his face into an expression of sceptical 
amazement. 

I ' At present,' Hubert continued, trying to laugh, ' I feel 
iconsiderably the worse. I don't think I could move if I tried, 
lln a few minutes, ten to one, I shall begin talking foolery. 
You must keep people away ; get what help is needed. I may 

end upon you^' 

The doctor nodded, and, whistling low, began an examination. 



CHAPTER. III. 



On the dun borderland of Islington and Hoxton, in a comer 
made by the intersection of the New North Eoad and the 
Regent's Canal, is discoverable an irregular triangle of small 
dwelling-houses, bearing the name of Wilton Square. In the 
midst stands an amorphous structure, which on examin^-tion 
proves to be a very ugly house and a etiii uglier Baptist chapel 
built back to hack. The pair are enclosed within iron railings, 
and, more strangely, a circle of trees, which in due season do 
veritably put forth green leaves. One side of the square shows 
second place of worship, the resort, as an inscription declares, 
of ' Welsh Calvinistic Methodists.' The houaes are of one storey, 
with kitchen windows looking upon small areas; the front door 
is reached by an ascent of five steps. 

The canal — inaladettaesvmiturata fossa — stagnating tn utter 
foulness between coal-wharfs and builders' yards, at this point 
divides two neighbourhoods of different aspects. On the south 
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is Hoxton, a region of malodoroiia market streets, of factories, 
timber yards, grimy warehouses, of alleys swarming with small 
trades and crafts, ot filthy courts and passages leading into 
pestilential gloom ; everywhere toil in its most degrading forma ; 
the thoroughfares thundering with bigh-laden waggons, the 
pavementa trodden by wortiiig folk of the coarsest type, the 
corners and lurking-holes showing destitution at its ugliest. 
Walking northwards, the explorer finds himself in freer air, 
amid broader ways, in a district of dwelling-houses only; thei 
roads seem abandoned to ni)kmen, eat'a-nieat vendors, and! 
costermougers. Here will Le found streets in which every 
window has its card advertising lodgings ; others claim a higher 
respectabOity, the houses retreating behind patches of garden- 
ground, and occafiionally showing plastered pillars and a Kilcony, 
ihe change ia from undisguised struggle for subsistence to 
mean and spirit-broken leisiire ; hither retreat the better-paid 
of the great slave-army when they are fre9 to eat and sleep. 
To walk about a neighbourhood such as this is the dreariest 
exercise to which man can betake himself ; the heart is crushed 
by uniformity of decent squalor; one remembers that each of 
these dead-faced houses, often each separate blind window, 
represents a ' home,' and the associations of the word whisper 
blank despair. 

Wilton Square is ori the noi-th side of the foss, on the edge 
of the quieter district, and in one of its houses dwelt at the 
time of which I writ« the family on whose behalf Fate was at 
work in a valley of mid-England. Joseph Mutimer, nephew 
to the old man who had just died at Wanley Manor, had him- 
self been at rest for some five years ; his widow and three 
children still lived together in the home they had long occupied. 
Joseph came of a family of mechanics ; his existence was that 
of the harmless neoessai-y artisan. He earned a living by dint 
of incessant labour, brought op his family in an orderly way, 
and departed with a certain sense of satisfaction at having ful- 
filled obvious duties — the only result of life for wMch he could 
reasonably look. With his children we shall have to makt 
closer acquaintance ; but before doing so, in order to understanc 
their position and follow with intelligence their several stories, 
ifc will be necessary to enter a little upon the subject of ancestry, 

Joseph Mutimer'a father, Heniy by name, was a somewhat 
remarkable personage. He grew to manhood in the first decadt 
of our century, and wrought as a craftsman in a Midland town 
He had a hiothi^, Eichard, some ten yeai's his junior, and th< 
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iiwo were of such diffei'ent typeaofchai'aGter, each so pronounced 
' 's kind, that, after vain attempts to get along together, they 
parted for good, heedless of each other henceforth, puraning 
their sundered destinies. Henry was by nature a political en- 
thusiast, of insufficient ballast, careless of the main chance, of 
hot and ready tongue ; the Ctortiet movement gave him oppor- 
tunities of action which he used to the utmost, and he became a 
member of the so-called National Convention, established in 
BLriBingham in 1839. Already he had achieved prominence by 
being imprisoned as the leader of a torch-light procession, and 
this taste of martyrdom naturally sharpened his zaal. He had 
married young, but only visited his family from time to time. 
His wife for the most part earned her own living, and ulti- 
mately betook herself to London with her son Joseph, the single 
survivor of seven children. Henry pursued his career of popular 
agitation, supporting himself in miscellaneous ways, writing his 
wife an affectionate letter once in six months, and making 
himself widely known as an uncompromising Radical of ibrmid- 
ftble powers. Newspapers of that time mention his name fre- 
quently ; he was always in hot water, and once or twice narrowly 
escaped transportation. In 1842 he took active part in the riote 
oE the Midland Connties, and at length was unfortunate enough 
to get his head broken. He died in hospital before any relative 
could reach him. 

Richard Mulamer regarded with detestation the principles to 
which Henry had sacrificed his life. From childhood he was 
staid, earnest, and iron-willed; to whatsoever he put hia hand, 
he did it thoroughly, and it was his pride to receive aidfrom no 
Intensely pi-actieal, he early discerned the truth that a 
s first object must be to secure himself a competency, 
g that to one who lacks money the world is but a great 
debtors' prison. To make money, therefore, was his aim, and 
lything that interfered with the interests of commerce and in- 
dustry from the capitalist's point of view he deemed unmitigated 
evil. When his brother Henry was leading processions and 
preaching the People's Charter, Eichard enrolled himself as a 
special constable, cursing the tumults which drew him from 
business, but determined, if he got the opportunity, to strike a 
good, hard blow in defence of law and order. Already he was 
welion the .way to possess a solid stake in the country, and the 
native. eqnsepvatism of his temperament grew stronger as cir- 
cumstances bent themselves to his ivill ; a proletarian conquering 
wealth and influence naturally prizes these things in proportion 
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to the effort their aecjulsition has cost him. When he heard o 
his brothei-'a death, he could in conscience eay nothing mor* 
than ' Sei-ve him right ! ' For aJl that, he paid the funera 
expenses of the Chartist — angrily declining an offer fron 
Henry's co-zealots, who would have buried the martyr at thei 
common charges — and proceeded to inquire after the widow ant 
son. Joseph Mutimer, already one- or two-and-twenty, was ii 
no need of help; heand hia mother, naturally prejudicedagftiuB 
the thriving uncle, declared themselves satisfied with their loi 
and desired no further connection with a relative who wa 
practically a stranger to them. 

So Richard went on his way and heaped up riches. Whei 
already middle-aged he took to himself a wife, his choice bein; 
marked with characteristic prudence. The woman he wedde< 
was turned thirty, had no money, and few personal charms, bu 
was a lady. Richard was fully able to appreciateeducation an< 
refinement ; to judge from the course of his later life, one wouh 
have said that he had sought money only as a means, the em 
he really aimed at being the satisfaction of instincta which conic 
only have full play in a higher sodal sphere. No doubt thi 
truth was that success sweetened his character, and developed 
es is BO often the case, those possibilities of his better natun 
which a fruitless struggle would have kept in the germ or alto 
gather crushed. His excellent wife influenced him profoundly 
at her death the work waa continued by the daughter she lefi 
him. The defects of his early education could not of course b< 
repaired, but it is never too late for a man to go to school tt 
the virtues which civilise. Remaining the sturdiest of Conser 
vatives, he bowed in sincere humility to those very claims whicl 
the Badical most angrily disallows : birth, hereditary station 
recognised gentility — these things made the strongest deman< 
upon hia reverence. Such an attitude was a testimony to hi* 
own capacity for culture, since he knew not the meaning o 
vulvar adulation, and did in truth perceive the beauty of thosf 
qualities to which the uneducated Iconoclast is wholly blind 
It was a joyous day for him when he saw his daughter the wifi 
of Godfrey Eldon. The loss which so soon followed was corre 
spondinglyhardtobear.audbutforMrB.EIdon'sgentlosympath) 
he would scarcely have survived the blow. We know alread} 
how his character had impressed that lady; such respeet wa 
not lightly to be won, and he came to regard it as the mos 
pi-eeioua thing that life had left him. 

But the man was not perfect, and his latest praclical under 
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taJctng curiously enough illustrated the fiwliiig which he seemed 
most completelj to have outgrown. It was of course a deplor- 
able error to think of mininf^ in the heautiful valley which had 
oiice been the Eldona' estate. Eichard Mutimer could not 
perceive that. He was a very old man, and possibly the 
instincts of his youth revived as bis mind grew feebler; he 
imagined it the greatest kindness to Mra. Eldon and her son to 
hicrease as much as possible the value of the property he would 
leave at his death. They,ofcourse, could not even hint to him the 
pain with which they viewed so hai'harous a scheme ; he did not 
m much as suspect a possible objection. Intensaiy bappy in his 
discovery and the activity to which it led, he would have gone to 
his grave rich in all manner of content but for that fatal news 
which reached him from London, where Hubert Eldon was sup- 
posed to be engaged in sober study in an interval of University 
work. Doubtless it was this disappointment that caused his sud- 
den death, and so brought about a state of things which, could he 
have foreseen it, would have occasioned him the bitterest grief. 

He had never lost sight of his relatives in London, and had 
made for them such modest provision as suited hia view of the 
fitness of things. To leave wealth to young men of the working 
class would have seemed to him the most inexcusable of follies; 
if such were to rise at all, it must be by their own efTorts sind 
in consequence of their native merits ; otherwise, let them toil 
Du and support themselves honestly. From secret sources h© 
received information of the capabilities and prospects of Joseph 
Mntimer'a children, and the items of his will were I'egulatod 
accordingly. 

So we return to the family in "Wilton Square, Let ua, 
before proceeding with the story, enumerate the younger Muti- 
mers. The first-born, now aged five-and-twenty, had his great- 
nncle's name ; Joseph Mutimer, married, and no better off in 
worldly possessions than when he had only himself to support, 
came to regret the coldness with which he had received the 
advances of his uncle the capitalist, and christened his son 
^chard, with half a hope that some day the name might stand 
the boy in stead. Eichard was a mechanical engineer, employed 
in certain ironworks where hydi-aulic machinery was made. The 
Becond child was a girl, upon whom had been bestowed the 
names Alice Maud, after one of the Queen's daughters; on 
which account, and partly with reference to certain personal 
characteristics, she was often called ' the Princess,' Her age 
waa nineteen, and she had now for two years fc 
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the show -rooms of a Oiby warehonae. Last comes Henry, a lat 
of seyenteen ; be Lad been sufiered to aim at higher things thai 
the vest of the family. In the industrial code of precedence th( 
rank of clerk is a step above that of mechanic, and Henry- 
known to relatives and fiiends as 'Any— occupied the proa( 
position of clerk in a draia-pipe manufactory. 



CHAPTER, lY. 



At ten o'clock on the evening of Easter Sunday, Mrs. Mutimei 
■was busy preparing supper. She had laid the table for six, ha< 
placed at one end of it a large joint of cold meat, at the othei 
a vast rice-puddiag, already diminished by attack, and she wa» 
now slicing a conglomerate mass of cold potatoes and cabhag< 
prior to heating it in the frying-pan, which hissed with meltet 
dripping just on the edge of the fire. The kitchen was small 
and eveiywhere reflected from some bright surface either th( 
glow of the open grate or the yellow lustre of the gas-jet ; i-et 
curtains drawn aci'oss the window added warmth and homelj 
comfort to the room. It was not the kitchen of pinched ot 
slovenly working folk; the air had a scent of cleanliness, «: 
freshly scrubbed boards and polished metal, and the furniture 
was super-abundant. On the capacious diesser stood or hun{ 
utensils innumerable ; cupboards and chairs had a strugg' 
■wall space; every smallest object was in the place assigned to r 
by use and wont. 

The housewife was an active- woman of something less thai 
sixty; stout, fresh-featured, with a email keen eye, a firm mouth 
and the look of one who, conscious of responsibilities, yet feeli 
equal to them ; on the whole a kindly and contented face, i 
lacking the suggestiveness which comes of thought. At pre 
sent she seemed on the verge of impatience ; it was supper time 
but her children lingered. 

' There they are, and there they must wait, I s'pose,' shi 
murmured lo herself as she finished slicing the vegetables a 
went to remove the pan a little from the fire. 

A knock at the house door called her upstairs. She cami 

down again, followed by a young girl of pleasant countenance 

though pale and anxious-looking. The visitor's dress was verj 

. plain, and indicated poverty ; she wore a Iod£ black jacket, wi 
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rimmed, a boa of cheap fur, tied at the throat with black 
ibbon, a hat of grey felt, black cotton gloves, 

'No one here)' she asked, seeing the empty kitchen. 

' Goodness knows where they al! are. I s'pose Dick's at )iis 
neeting ; biat Alice and 'Any had ought to be back by now, 
at you down to the table, and I'll put on the vegetables ; 
ihere's no call to wait for them. Only I ain't got the beer,' 

' Oh, bnt I didn't mean to come for supper,' said the girl, 
whose name was Emma Vine. ' I only ran in to tell you poor 
Fane's down again with rheumatic fever.' 

Mrs, Mutimer was holding the frying-pan over the fire, 
ruming the contents over and over with a knife. 

' You don't mean that ! ' she exclaimed, looking over her 
ihoulder, ' "Why, it's the fifth time, ain't it 1 ' 

' It is indeed, and worse to get through every time. We 
Udn't expect Bhe'd ever be able to walk again last autumn.' 

' Dear, dear ! what a thing them rheumatics is, to be sure ! 
ind you've heard about Dick, haven't you } ' 

' Heard what ^ ' 

' Ob, I thought maybe it had got to you. He's lost his 
vork, that's all,' 

' Lost his work 1 ' the girl repeated, with dismay. ' Why ! ' 

•Why? What else had he to expect 1 'Tain't likely they'll 
ceep a man as goes about making all his mates discontented 
md calling his employers names at every street comer. I've 
leen looking for it every week. Yesterday one of the govnora 
lalls him up and tells him — ^just in a few civil words — as per: 
lajK it'ad be better for all parties if he'd find a place wheie he 
vas more satisfied. " Well an' good," says Dick — you know his 
vay — and there he is.' 

The girl bad seated herself, and listened to this etoiy with 
lowncast eyes. Coui'age seemed to fail her; she drew a long, 
|uiet sigh. Her face was of the kind that expresses mudi 
weetness in irregular features. Her look was very honest and 
jentle, with pathetic meanings for whoso had the eye to catch 
hem ; a peculiar mobility of (he lips somehow made one think 
hat she had often to, exert herself to keep down teai-s. She 
poke in a subdued voice, always briefly, and with a certain 
latural refinement in the use of uncultured language. When 
(Tre. Mutimer ceased, Emma kept silence, and smoothed the 
ront of her jacket with an unconscious movement of the 
land, 

Mrs. Mutimer glanced at ber and showed commiseration. 
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'Well, well, don't you worrit about it, Emma,' she said; 
'you've quite enough on your iiancls. Dick don't care — not lie ; 
he couldn't look more high-flyin' if someone had left him a 
fortune. He says it's the best thing as could happen. Nay, 
I can't explain ; he'll tell you plenty soon aa he gets in. Cut 
yourself some meat, child, do, and don't wait fur 
you. See, I'll turn you out some potatoes ; you don't care for 
the greens, I know,' 

The fry had hissed vigorously whilst this conversation 
on ; the results were brown and unctuous. 

' Kow, if it ain't too bad I ' cried the old woman, losing self 
control. ' That 'Any gets later every Sunday, and he knows 
very well as I hiive to wait for the beer till he comes.' 

' I'll fetch it,' said Emma, rising. 

' You indeed ! I'd like to see Dick if he caught me 
you to the public house.' 

' He won't mind it for once.' 

' You get on with your siipper, do. It's only my fidgeti- 
ness; I can do very well a bit longer. And Alice, where's she 
off to, I wonder t What it is to have a girl that age ! I wish 
they was all like you, Emma, Get on with your supper, I tell 
you, or you'll make me angry. Now, it ain't no use taking it 
to 'eart in that way, I see what you're worritin' over. IMck 
ain't the man to be out o' work long.' 

' Eat won't it be the same at his next place?' Emma 
quired. She was trying to eat, but it was a sad pretence. 

' Nay, there's no telling. It's no good my talldu' to him. 

what you can do, EmmaJ 'Tain't as if he'd 

:i self to tbink about. Don't you think you 

e that i If anyone has a right to speak, it' 

s he'd ought to have a bit more thought. It' 

1 likely to be if things go on like this 



Why don't you si 
no one hut his o' 
could make him s 
you. Tetl him a 
wait, wait, wait, s 



k up and tell him 
' Oh, I couldn't do that ! ' murmured Emma. ' Dick knowi 

She stopped to listen ; there was a noise above as of peopK 
entering the house. 

' Here they come at last,' said Mrs. Mutimer. ' Hear hin 
laughin'1 Now, don't you he so ready to laugli with him 
Let him see as it ain't such good fun to everybody.' 

Heavy feet tramped down the stone stairs, amid a sound o 
loud laughter and excited talk. The nest moment the kiteher 
door was thrown open, and two ygiuiij men appeared. The oq 
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Is advance was Bicliard Mutimer ; behind him came a friend of 
the family, Dajiiel Dabbs. 

' Well, what do you think of this!' Eichavd exclaiaipd as he 
shook Emma's hands rather carelessly. ' Mother been putting 
you out of spirits, I suppose t Why, it's grand ; the beat thing 
that could have happened ! "What a meeting we've had to-night ! 
What do ^ou say, Dan 1 ' 

Itichapd represented — too favourably to make him anything 
but an exception— the best qualities bis class can show. He 
waa the English artisan as we find him on rare occasions, the 
issue of a good strain which has managed to procure a sufficiency 
of food for two or three generations. His physique was admii'- 
able; little short of six feet in stature, he had shapely shoulders, 
an erect well-formed head, clean strong limbs, and a bearing 
which in natural ease and dignity matched that of the picked 
men of the upper class— those fine creatures whose career, from 
public schtjol to regimental quarters, is one exclusive course of 
bodily training. But the comparison, on the whole, was to 
Richard's advantage. By no possibility could he have assumed 
that aristocratic vacuity of visage which comes of carefully in- 
duced cerebral atrophy. The air of the workshop suffered little 
solourto dwell upon his cheeks; but to features of so pronounced 
■md intelligent a type this pallor added a distinction. He had 
3ark brown hair, thick and long, and a cropped beard of hue 
iomewhat lighter. His eyes were his mother's— keen and 
direct ; but they had small variety of expression ; you could not 
imagine them softening to tenderness, or even to thoughtful 
dreaming. Terribly wide awake, they seemed to be always 
ooking for the weak points of whatever they regarded, and 
ieir brightness was not seldom suggestive of malice. His voice 
was strong and clear; it would ring out well in public places, 
which is equivalent to saying that it hardly invited too in- 
nate conference. You will take for gi'anted that Bichard 
lisplayed, alike in attitude and tone, a distinct consciousness of 
lis pointsof superiority to the men among whom hehved; pro- 
)ably he more than suspected that he could have held his own 
.a spheres to which there seemed small chance of his being 
iummoned. 

Just now he showed at once the best and the weakest of his 
loints. Coming in a state of exaltation from a meeting of 
vhich he had been the eloquent hero, such light as was within 
lim flashed from his faee freely ; all the capacity and the vigour 
irhich impelled him to strain against the strait bonds of his lot 
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Befc hia body quivei'mg and made music of liia utterance. ,' Ai 
the same time, his free movements passed easily into swagger 
and as he talked on, the false notea were not few, A wovkiiif 
man gifted with brains and comeliness must, be sui-e of it, paj 
penalties for his prominence; 

Quite another man waa Daniel Dabba : in him yon saw 
the proletarian pure and simple. He was thickset, square 
flhoulderedj rolling in gait; he walked with head bent forwart 
and eyes glancing uneasily, as if from huik of self-confidence 
His wiry black hair shone with grease, and no accuracy 0: 
ra:(oi>|>lay would make his chin white. A man of iramensi 
strength, but bull-necked and siltogother ungainly — his heavy 
fist, with its black veins and terrific knuckles, suggested primi. 
tive methods of settling dispute ; the stumpy fingeiB, engrimec 
hopelessly, and the filthy broken nails, showed how he wrought 
lor a living. His face, if you examined it without prejudice 
.was not ill to look upon ; there was much good humour about 
the mouth, and the eyes, shrewd enough, could glimmer a 
kindly light. His laughter was roof-shaking — alwaya a good 
sign in a man. 

' And what have you got to say of these fine doings, Mr. 
Pabhs ? ' Mrs. Mutimer asked him. 

' Why,, it's like this 'ere, Mrs. Mutimer,' Daniel began, 
having seated himself, with hands on widely-parted knees, 
* As far as the theory goes, I'm all for Dick ; any man must b( 
as knows hia two times two. But about the Longwoods; ^vell, 
I tell Dick they've a perfect right to get rid of him, finding 
him a dangerous enemy, you see. It was all fair and abovi 
hoard. Young Stephen Longwood upa an' says — leastways not 
' in these words, but them as means the aame — says he, " Look 
'ere, Mutimer," he saya, " we've no fault to find with you as a 
.workman, but from what we hear of you, it seems you don't 
care much for us as employers. Hadn't you better find a shop 
as is run on Socialist principleal" That's all about it, you see: 
it's a case of incompatible temperaments; there's no ill-feelin', 
not as between man and man. And that's what I say, too.' 

. ' Kow, Dick,' said Mi-s, Mutimer, ' before you begin youi 
sermon, who's a^-goin' to fetch my beer J ' 

'Bight, Mrs. Mutimer ! ' cried Daniel, slapping his leg. 
■'That's what I call coming from theoiy to practice. BeeU 
squares all — leastways for the time being — only for the tim« 
being, Dick. Where's the jug! Better give me two jugs; 
we've had a thii'sty night of it.' - -j 
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' We'll mate capital of this ! ' said Richard, walking about 
the room in Daniel's absence. ' The great point gained is, 
they've shown they're afraid of me. We'll write it up ia the 
paper next week, see if we don't.! It'll do us a sight of good.' 

' And Where's your weekly wages to come from J ' inquired 
his mother. 

' Oh, I'll look after that, I only wish they'd refuse me all 
round; the more of that kind of thing the better for us. I'm 
hot afraid but I can earn my living.' 

, Through all this Emma Vine had sat with her thoughtful 
eyes constantly turned on Eichard. It was plain how pride 
struggled with ansiety in her mind. When Eicbard had kept 
silence for a moment, she ventured to speak, having tiied iu 
vain to meet his loolc. 

' Jane's ill again, Hichard,' she said. 

Mutimerbad to summon his thoughts from agreat distance., 
endeavour to look sympathetic was not very successful. 
' Not the fever again t ' 
' Yes, it is,' she replied sadly. 
' Going to work in the wet, I suppose i ' 
He shrugged his shoulders; in his present mood the fact 
was not so much personally interesting lo him as in the light 
if another case against capitalism. Emma's sister had to go a 
ong way to her daily employment, andcoiildnot afford to ride ; 
;he fifth attack of rheumatic fever was the price she paid for 
>eing permitted to earn ten shillings a week. 

Daniel returned with both jugs foaming, his face on a broad 
;rin of anticipation. There was a general move to the table. 
Richard began to carve roast beef like a freeman, not by any 
neans like the serf he had repeatedly declared himself in th,9 
tourse of the evening's oratory. 

'Her Koyal 'Ighness outi' asked Daniel, with constraint 
lot solely due to the fact that his mouth was full. 

' Shes round at Mrs. Took's, I should think,' was Mrs. 
Mutimer's reply. ' Staying supper, per'aps.' 

Richard, after five minutes of surprising trencher-work re- 
Mmmenced conversation. The proceedings of the evening at 
the ball, which was the centre for Socialist gatherings in this 
neighbourhood, were discussed by him and Daniel with much 
liveliness. Dan was disposed to take the meeting on its festive 
ind humorous side; for him, economic f^itation was a mode of 
passing a few hours amid congenial uproar. ' Whenever etamp- 
.ng and shouting were called for, Daniel was your man. Abuse 
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of employpjs, it was true, gave a zest to the occasion, and tc 
applaud the martyrdom of others waa as cheery an occiipatioil 
as could be asked ; Daniel had no idea of sacrificing hia owi| 
weekly wages, and therein resembled most of those who ha<j 
been loud in uncompromising tbetorio. Richard, on the othe^ 
hand, was unmistakably zealous. Hia senaa of humour was 
not strong, and in any case he would have upheld tht 
serious dignity of his own position. One saw from his way o 
speaking, that he believed himwlf about to became a populai 
hero ; already in imagination he stood forth on platforms befon 
vast assemblies, and heard his own voice denouncing capitalisn 
withfoi^ce which nothing could resisli. The first taste ofapplausi 
had given extraordinary impulse to his convictions, and th( 
personal amhition with which they were interwoven, Hii 
grandfather's blood was hot in him to-night. Henry Mutimer 
dying in hospital of his broken skull, would have found eu 
thanasia, could he in vision have seen this worthy descendan 
entering upon a career in companson with which his own was 
nnimportant. 

The high-pitched voices and the clatter of knives and forki 
allowed a new-comer to enter the kitchen without being im 
mediately observed. It was a tall girl of interesting and viva 
cious appearance ; she wore a dress of tartan, a very small hal 
trimmed also with tartan and with a red feather, a tippet o: 
brown fur about her shoulders, and a muff of the same materia 
on one of her hands. Her figure was admirable ; from tht 
crest of her gracefully poised head to the tip of her well-chosen 
boot she was, in line and structure, the type of mature woman 
Her face, if it did not indicate a mind to match her frame, wat 
at the least sweet-featured and provoking; characterless some 
what, but void of danger-signals ; doubtless too good to Ik 
merely played with ; in any case, very capable of sending a my 
in one moment or another, to the shadowy dreaming- place o: 
graver thoughts. Alice Maud Mutimer was nineteen. Poj 
two years she had been thus tall, but the grace of her proper 
tions had only of late fully determined itself. Her work in th( 
City warehouse was unexacting; she had even a faint impresi 
of rose-petal on each cheek, and her eye was excellently clear 
Her lips, unfortunately never quite closed, betrayed faultlesf 
teeth. Her likeness to Eichard was noteworthy; beyoni 
question she understood the charm of her presence, and oni 
felt that the consciousness might, in her rase, constitute rathei 
& saf^uard than otherwise; 



Gx)ogle 



DEMOS 37 

She stood with one hand on the door, surveying the table. 
When the direction of Mrs. Mutimer's eyes at length caused 
Etichard and Daniel to torn then: heads, Alice nodded to each. 

' What noisy people ! I heard yon out in the square.' 

She was moving past the tabJe, but Daniel, suddenly back- 
ing his chair, intercepted her. The girl gave him her band, 
and, by way of being jocose, he squeezed it so vehemently tha6 
she uttered a shrill ' Oh ! ' 

' Leave go, Mr. Dabba ! Leave go, I tell you ! How dare 
you 1 I'll hit you as hard as I can 1 ' 

Daniel laughed obstreperously. 

' Do ! do ! ' he cried. ' What a inighty blow that 'ud be I 
Only the left hand, though. I shall get over it.' 

She wrenched herself away, gave Daniel a smart slap on 
the back, and ran round to the other side of the table, where 
she kissed Emma a6ectionately. 

' How thirsty I am I ' she exclaimed, ' You haven't drunk 
all the beer, I hope.' 

' I'm not so sure of that,' Dan replied. ' Why, there ain't 
more than 'arf a, pint; tbat'a not much use for a Eoyal 'Igh- 

She poured it into a glass. Alice reached across the table, 
raised the glass to her lips, and — emptied it. Thea she threw 
off hat, tippet, and gloves, and seated herself. But in a moment 
she was up and at the cupboard. 

' Now, mother, you don't— you don't say aa there's not a 
pickle ! ' 

Her tone was deeply reproachful, 

' Why, there now,' replied her mother, laughing ; ' 1 knew 
-what it 'ud be ! I meant to a' got them last night. You'll 
have to make shift for once.' 

The Princess took her seat with an air of much dejection. 
Her pretty lips grew mutinous; she pushed her plate away, 

'No supper for me! The idea of cold meat without a 

' What's the time ! ' cried Daniel. ' Not closing time yet. 
I can get a pickle at the " Duke's Arms." Give me a glass, 
Mrs. Mutimer.' 

Alice looked up slily, half smiling, half doubtful. 

' Yon may go,' she said. ' J like to see strong men make 
themselves useful.' 

Dan rose, and was off at once. He returned with the tum- 
bler full of pickled walnuts, Alice emptied half a dozen into 



,y Google 



her plate, and put one of them whole into lier mouth. She 
■would not have been a girl of her class if she hud not relished 
this pungent dainty. Fish of any kind, green vegetables, eggs 
and bacon, with all these a drench of vinegar waa indispen- 
sable to her. And she proceeded to eat a supper scarcely le^ 
substantial than that which had appeased her brother's appe- 
tite. Start not, dear reader ; the Princess is only a subordi- 
nate heroine, and happens, moreover, to be a living creatnre, 

'Won't you take a walnut, Miss Yinel' Daniel asked, 
pushing the tumbler to the quiet gix'l, who had scarcely spoken 
through the meal. 

She declined thB offered dainty, and at the same time 
from the table, saying aside to Mrs. Mutimer that she must be 
going. 

' Yes, I suppose you roust,* was the reply, ' Shall you I 
to sit lip with Jane f * 

' Not all night, I don't expect.' 

Richard likewise left his place, and, when she offered to bid 
him good-night, said that he would walk a Utile way with her. 
In the passage above, which was gas-lighted, he found his hat] 
on a nail, and the two left the house together. , 

' Don't you really mind ! ' Emma asked, looldng up into bisl 
&«e as they took their way out of the square. 

' Not 1 ! I can get a job at Baldwin's any day. But 1 1 
dare say I shan't want one long.' 

' Not want work t ' 

He laughed. 

'Work! Oh, plenty of work"; but perhaps not the samei 
kind. We want men who can give their whole time to 'the I 
etru^le — to go about lecturing and the like. Of course, it'isn't 
everybody can do it.' [ 

The remark indicated his belief that he knew one man not ■ 
incapable of leading functions. ' j 

' And would they pay you I ' Emma inquired, simply, | 

' Expenses of that kind are inevitable,' he replied. 

Issuing into the New North Eoad, where there were still ■ 
many people hastening one way and the other, they turned to 
the left, crossed the canal — black and silent — and were soon ' 
among narrow streets. Every corner brought a whiff of some 
rank odour, which stole from closed shops and wareljonses, and , 
hung heavily on the still air. The public-houses had just ex-, 
tingnished their lights, and in the neighbourhood of eaoh waa | 
B, clostei- of lingering men and women, merry or disputations I 
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Mid-Eis,tei m\3 mviting lepose and feaUvity; to-morrow 
would see (.iilmmation of not, and after that it would only 
depend upon pe uniary lesoirces how long the muddled inter- 
val between holiday and lenened labour should drag itself out. 
The end of then walk was the entrance to a narrow passage, 
which, at a few yards' distance, widened itself and became a 
street of four-storeyed bouses. At present this could not be 
discerned ; the passage was a mere opening into massive dark- 
ness. Eichard had just been making inquiries about Emma's 

' You've had the doctor ! ' 

' Yea, we're obliged ; she does so dread going to the hospital 
again. Each time she's longer in getting well.' 

Eichard's hand was in his pocket ; he drew it out and 
pressed something against the girl's palm. 

' Ob, how can I ? ' she said, dropping her eyes. ' No— don't 
— I'm ashajned.' 

' That's all right,' he urged, not unkindly. ' Yon'l! have to 
get her what the doctor orders, and it isn't likely you and Kate 
can afford it.' 

You're always so kind, Eichard. But I am — I am 



' I say, Emma, why don't you call me Dick ! I've meant 
to ask you that many a time,' 

She turned her face away, moving as if abashed. 

' I don't know. It sounds — perhaps I want to make a 
difinrence from what the others eali you.' 

He laughed with a sound of satisfaction. 

'Well, you mustn't stand here; it's a cold night. Try and 
come Tuesday or Wednesday.' 

' Yes, I will.' 

' Good night ! ' he said, and, as he held her hand, bant to tho 
lips which were ready. 

Emma walked along the passage, and for some distance up 
the middle of the street. Then she stopped and looked tip at 
one of the black houses. There were lights, more or less cur-* 
tain-dimmed, in nearly all the windows. Emma regarded a. 
faint gleam ia the topmost storey. To that she ascended. 

Slutimer walked homewards at a quick step, whistling to 
himself, A latch-key gave him admission. As he went down 
the kitchen stairs, ho heard hia mother's voice raised in angevj 
and on opening the door ho found that Daniel had departed, 
and that the supper tcble was. already cleared. Alice, her feet 
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on th6 fender and lier dress raised a little, was engaged in 
wanning herself before going to bed. Tte object of Mrs. Muti- 
raer's chastisement was the youngest member of the family, 
known aa 'Any ; even Richard, who had learnt to be somewhat 
careful in hts pronunciation, coold not bestow the aspii-ate upon 
his brother's name. Henry, aged seventeen, promised to do 
credit to the Mittimers in physical completeness; already he 
was nearly as tall as hia eldest brother ; and, even in his lant- 
n«sB, showed the beginnings of well-pioportioned vigonr. But 
the fihape of his head, which was covered with hair of the 
lightest hue, did not eneonrage hope of mental or moral quali- 
ties. It was not quite fair to judge his face as seen at present ; 
the vacant grin of half timid, hc^f insoleat, resentment made 
him considerably more simian of vis^e than was the case under 
ordinary circumstances. But the features were unpleasant to 
look upon ; it was Richard's face, distorted and enfeebled with 
impress of sensual instincts. 

•As long as you live in this house, it shan't go on,' his 
mother was saying. ' Sunday or Monday, it's no matter ; youll 
be home before eleven o'clock, and you'll come home sober. 
You're no better than a pig 1 ' 

'Arry was seated in a far corner of the room, where he had 
dropped his body on entering. Hia attire was such as the cheap 
tailors turn out in imitation of extreme fashions : trousers 
closely moulded upon the leg, a buff waistfioat, a short coat with 
pockets eveiywhere. A very high collar kept his head np 
against his wilt ; his necktie was crimson, and passed through a 
brass ring ; he wore a silver watch-chain, or what seemed to be 
such. One hand was gloved, and a cane lay across his knees. 
His attitude was one of relaxed muscles, his legs very far apart, 
his body not quite straight. 

' Whatd' you call sober, I'd like to know!', he replied, with 
looseness of utterance. ' I'm as sober 's anybody in this room. 
If a chap can't go out with 's friends 't Easter an' all ? ' 

'Easter, indeed I It's getting to be a regular thing, Satniday 
and Sunday. Get up and go to bed 1 I'll have my say out witii 
you in the morning, young man.' 

' Go to bed 1 ' repeated the lad with scorn, ' Tell you I ain't 
had no supper.' 

Richard had walked to the neighbourhood of the fireplace, 
and was regarding his brother with anger and contempt. At 
this point of the dialogue he interfered. 

' And you wxin't have any, either, that I'll see to I What's 
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more, youll do as your mother bida yon, or I'll know tie reasoa 
why. Go upstairs at once ! ' 

It waa not a command to be disregordeiJ. 'Arry rose, but 
ia]f-defiantly. 

•What have you. to do with it J You're not my master.' 

' Do you hear what I Bay t ' Richard observed, yet more 
autocratically. ' Take yourself off, and at once ! ' 

The lad gi'owled, hesitated, but approached the door. Hia 
notion was slinking; he could not face Richard's eye. They 
leard him stumble up the stairs. 



CHAPTEE V. 



;)n ordinary daya Richard of necessity rose early; a holiday 
lid not lead him to break the rule, for free hours were pre- 
iioua. He had his body well under control; six hours of sleep 
le found sufficient to keep him in health, and temptations to 
aersonal ease, in whatever form, he resisted as a matter of 
arincipie, 

Easfer Monday found him down-stairs at half past six. 
His mother would to-day a5Jow herself another hour. 'Arry 
would he down just in time for breakfast, not daring to be late. 

The Princess might be looked for some time in the course 

)f the morning ; she was licensed. 

Eiohard, for purposes of study, used the front parlour. In 
Irawing up the blind, he disclosed a room precisely resembling 
essential features hnndi-eds of front parlours in that neigh- 
boui'hood, or, indeed, in any working-class district of London. 
Everything was clean ; most things were bright-hued or 
"listening of surface. There was the gilt-framed mirror over 
the mantelpiece, with a yellow clock— which did not go— and 
§kss oi-nnments in front. There was a small round table before 
the window, supporting wax fruit under a glass ease. There 
was B. hearthrug with a dazzling pattern of imt^inary flowers. 
On the blue cloth of the middle table were four showily- bound 
volumes, arranged symmetrically. On the head of the sofa lay 
t covering worked of blue and yellow Berlin wools. Two arm- 
chairs were draped with long white antimacassars, ready to 
dip off at a touch. As in the kitchen, there waa a smell of 
uleanlinoBB — of furniture polish, hearthstone, and black-lead. 
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I should mention the ornamenta of the wa.lls. ' The picturon 
were : a striking landscape of the Swiss type, an engraved 
portrait of Garibaldi, an unframed view of a certain insurance 
office, a Bntish baby on a large scale from the Christma^ 
number of au illustrated paper. 

The one aingnlar feature of the room was a small, glass- 
doored bookcase, full of volumes. They wei'O all of Eicoard'a 
purchasing ; to survey them was to understand the man, at al 
events on his intellectual side. Without exception they be^ 
longed to tbat order of literature which, if studied excluaivelj 
and for its own sate,— aa here it was, — brands a man indelibly, 
declaring at once the incompleteness of his education and th( 
deficiency of hia instincts. Social, political, religions, — undei 
these three heads the volumes classed themselves, and eacli 
class was represented by productions of the ' extreme ' school 
The books which a bright youth of fair opportunities reads as b 
matter of course, rejoices in for a year or two, then throw; 
Rside for ever, were here treasured to be the guides of a life' 
time. Certain writers of the last century, long ago hecomf 
only historically interesting, were for Richard an armoury 
whence he girded himself for the battles of the day ; cheap re 
prints or translations of Malthus, of Robert Owen, of Volney'i 
' Ruins,' of Thomas Paine, of sundry works of Yoltaire, ranket 
upon Ills shelves. Moreover, there was a large collection o: 
pamphlets, titled wonderfully and of yet more remarkable con 
tents, the authoritative utterances of contemporary gentlemer 
— and ladies — who made it the end of their existence to prove : 
that there cannot by any possibility be such a person as 
Satan ; that the story of creation contained in the Book oi 
Glenesia is on no account to be received; that the begetting oi 
children is a most deplorable oversight; that to eat flesh is 
wholly unworthy of a civilised being ; that if every man and 
woman performed their quota of the world's labour it would be 
necessary to work for one hour and thirty-seven minutes daily, 
no jot longer, and that the author, in each case, is the one 
person capable of restoring dignity to a down.trodden race and 
happiness to a blasted universe. Alas, alas ! On this food had 
Richard Mntimer pastured his soul since he grew to manhood, 
on this and this only. English literature was to him a sealed 
volume ; poetry he scai-cely knew by name ; of history he was 
worse than ignorant, having looked at this period and thst 
through distorting media, and congratulating himself on hif 
clear vision because he saw men as trees walking ; the bent ol 
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Ills jnind would have led him to natuval science, but oppoi-tuni- 
. of instruction were lacking, and the choaen directors of his 
judicfi taught him to regai-d every fact, every discovery, as 
or ai/ainst something, 

A library of pathetic significance, the individual alone con- 
sred. "Viewed as representative, not without alarming 
mggestivenesH to those who can any longer trouble themselves 
iboub the world's futiire. One dreams of the age when free 
ihought — in the popular sense — will have become nniversal, 
hen art shall have lost its meaning, worship its holiness, 
' — the Bible will only exist in 'comic' editions, and Shake- 
' be downcried by ' most sweet voices ' aa a mountebank 
if reactionary tendencies. 

Richaid was to lecture on the ensuing Sunday at one of the 
branch meeting- places of his society ; he en^ged himself this 
morning in collecting certain data of a statistical kind. He 
was still at his work when the Eo«nd of the postman's knock 
began to bo heard in the square, coming from house to house, 
drawing nearer at each repetition. Richard paid no heed to it ; 
he expected no lettei*. Yet it seemed there was one for some 
member of the family; the letter-carrier's regular tread as- 
cended the five steps to the door, and then two small thnnder- 
claps echoed through the house. There was no letter-box; 
Richard went to answer the knock. An envelope addressed to 
iself in a small, formal hand. 

His thoughts still busy with other things, he opened the 
letter mechanically as he re-entered the room. He had novei' 
in his life been calmer ; the early hoiir of study had kept hia 
mind pleasantiy active whilst his breakfast appetite sharpened 
itself. Never was man less prepared to receive startling 

He read, then rai.sed his eyes and let them stray from the 
papers on the table to the wax-fruit before the window, thence 
to the young leafage of the trees around the Baptist Chapel. 
He was like a manwhosefaco had been overflashed by lightning. 
He read again, then, holding the letter behind him, closed hia 
right hand upon his beard with thoughtful tension. He read a 
third time, then returned the letter to its envelope, put it in 
hia pocket, and sat down again to his hook. 

He was summoned to breakfast in ten minutes. His 
mother was alone in the kitchen ; she gave him his bloater and 
his cup of coffee, and he out himself a solid slice of brend and 
butter. 
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' Was tlie letter for you 1 ' she asted. 

He replied with a nod, and fell patiently to ■work on the 
dissection of his bony delicacy. In five minutes Henry 
approEtched the table with a furtive glance at his elder brother.' 
But Richard had no remark to make. The meal proceeded in 
silence. 

When Richard had finished, he rose and said to his 
mother — i 

' Have you that railway-guide I brought home a week ago 1 

' I believe I have somewhere. Just look in the cupboard.' ' 

The guide was found. Richard consulted it for a few 
■Qoments. | 

' I have to go out of London,' he then observed, ' It's justj 
possible I shan't get back to-night.' 

A little talk followed about the arrangements of the day, 
and whether anyone was likely to be at home for dinner. 
Richard did not show much interest in the matter; lie wenti 
upstairs whistling, and changed the clothing he wore for his 
best suit. In a quarter of an hour he had left the house. 

He did not return till the evening of the following day, It| 
was presumed that he had gone ' after a job.' 

When he reached home his mother and Alice were at tea. 
He walked to the kitchen fireplace, turned Lis back to it, and 
gazed with a peculiar expression at the two who 

' Dick's got work,' observed Alice, after a glance at him, 
' I can see that in his face." 

' Have you, Dick ? ' asked Mrs. Mutimer. 

' I have. Work likely to last.' 

' So we'Jl hope,' commented his mother. ' Where 

' A good way out of London. Pour me a cup, mother. 
Where's 'Arry r 

' Gone out, as usnnl.' 

' And why are you having tea with your hat 

' Because I'm in a hurry, if you must know everything.' 

Richard did not seek further information. He drank his 
tea standing. In five minutes Alice had bustled, away fop an 
evening with friends. Mrs. Mutimer cleared the table without 
Speaking. 

' Now get your sewing, mother, and sit down. 
ilichard. ' I want to have a talk with you.' 

The mother oast a rather suspicious glance. There was an 
impressiveness in the youag man's look and tone which dis- 
posed her to obey without remark. 
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How long is it,* Eiehard asked, when attention waited 
ipon him, 'since you heard anything of father's uncle, my 



Mrs. Mutimer's face exhibited the dawning of intelligence, 
,n niiwrinkliog here and tbere, a slight rounding of the lips. 

* Why, what of him 1 ' she asked in an undertone, leaving a 
leedle unthreaded. 

' The old man's just dead.' 

Agitation seized the listener, agitation of a kind most un- 
isual in her. Her hands trembled, her eyes grew wide. 

'You haven't heard anything of him lately!' 
Richard. 

' Heard t Not I. No more did your father ever since two 
rears afore we was married. I'd always thought he was dead 
ong ago. "What of him, Dick } ' 

' From what I'm told I thought you'd perhaps been keeping 
:hings to yourself. 'Twoddn't have been unlike you, mother. 
He knew all about us, so the lawyer tells me,' 

' The lawyei- 1 ' 

' Well, I'd better out with it. He's died witnont a will. 
His real property — tiiat means his houses and land — belongs to 
tne; his personal property — that's his money — '1! have to be 
divided between me, and Alice, and 'Arry, Tou're out of the 
sharing, mother.' 

He said it jokingly, but Mrs, Mutimer did not join in his 
laugh. Her palms were closely pressed together ; still trem- 
bling, she gazed straight before her, with a far-off look. 

' His houses — hk land ! ' she murmured, as if she had not 
^uite heard. 'What did he want with more than one house 1' 

The absurd question was alt that could find utterance. She 
seemed to be reflecting on that point, 

' Would you like to hear what it all comes to 1 ' Richard 
resumed. His voice was unnatural, forcibly suppressed, quiver- 
ing at pauses. Hi.s eyes gleamed, and there was a centre of 
warm colour on each of his cheeks. He had taken a note-book 
from his pocket, and the leaves rustled under his tremulous 

'The lawyer, a man called Yottle, just gave me an idea of 
the different investments and so on. The real property consists 
of a couple of houses in Belwick, both let, and an estate at a 
place called Wanley. The old man had begun mining tiere; 
I there's iron. I've got my ideas about that. I didn't go into 
I the house ; people are there stiil. Now the income.' 
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He read liis notes t So much in railways, so mudi averagei 
yearly from iron-worka iu Eelwick, bo much in foreign secu 
rities, so much disposable at home. Total * 

' Stop, Dick, stop ] ' uttered his mother, under her breatii 
'Them figures frighten me; I don't know what they mean 
It's a mistake ; they're leading yoa astray. Now, mind wha1 
I say — there's a mistake ! No man with all that money 'u« 
die without a will. You won't get me to believe it, Dick.' 

Eichard laughed excitedly, 'Believe it or not, mother 
I've got my ears and eyes, I hope. And there's a particular 
reason why he left no will. There was one, but something— 
I don't know what — happened just bsfore his death, and h« 
was going to make a new one. The will was burnt. He died 
in cbui'ch on a Sunday moi-ning; if he'd lived another day, 
he'd have made a new will. It's no more a mistake than the 
Baptist Chape! is in the square 1 * A comparison which hai-dly 
conveyed all Eichard's meaning ; but ho was speaking in agi- 
tation, more and more quickly, at last almost angrily. 

Mrs. Mutimer raised her hand. ' Be quiet a bit, Dick. 
It's took me too sudden. I feel queer like.' 

There was silence. The mother rose as if with difficulty, 
and' drew water in a tea-cup from the filter. When she 
resumed her place, her hands prepared to resume sewing. She 
looked up, solemnly, sternly. 

' Dick, it's had, bad news I I'm an old woman, and I must 
say what I think. It upsets me; it frightens me. I thought 
he might a' left you a hundred pounds.' 

' Mother, don't talk about it till you've had time to think,' 
said Eiohard, stubbornly. 'If this is bad news, what the 
deuce would you call good t Just because I've been born and 
bred a mechanic, does that say I've got no common sense or 
self-respect ? Are you afraid I shall go and drink myself to 
death t Yon talk like the people who make it their business 
to sneer at us— the improvidence of the working classes, and 

such d d slander. It's good news for me, and it'll be good 

news for many another man. Wait and see.' 

The mother became silent, keeping her Upa tight, and strug- 
gling to regain her calmness. She was not convinced, but in 
argument with her eldest son she always gave way, affection 
and the pride she had in him aiding her instuiota of discretion. 
In practice she still maintained something of maternal autho- 
rity, often gaining her point by merely seeming offended. To 
the two who had not jet reached the year of emancipation she 
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allowed, IE esaemiala, no appeal from her decision. Between 
her and Richard there had been many a sbaip conflict in former' 
aajfs, invariably ending with the lad's submission ; the respect 
ivhudi hia mother exacted he in truth feit to be her due, and it 
was now long since they had openly been at iaaue on any point. 
Mrs. Mutimer's views wero distinctly Conservative, and hitherto 
ibe had never taken Richai-d's Radicalism seriously; on the 
whole she had regarded it as a fairly hai'mless recreation for his 
eisure hours— decidedly preferable to a haunting of public- 
louaes and music-halls. The loss of his employment caused 
ler a good deal of uneasiness, but she had nob ventured to do 
nore than throw out hiiita of her disapproval ; and now, as it 
ieemed, the. matter was of no moment. Henceforth she bad 
ar other apprehensions, but this first conflict of their views 
nadeher reticent. 

' Just let me tell you how things stand,' Richard pui'Sued, 
when his excitement had somewhat subsided ; and he went on 
x> explain the relations between old Mr. Mutimer and the 
Eldons, which in outline had been described to him by Mr. 
bottle. And then — 

' The will he had made left all the property to this young 
Eldon, who was to be trustee for a little money to be doled out 
jO me yearly, just to save me from ruining myself, of course.' 
Kichard's lips curled in scorn. ' I don't know whether the 
!awyer thought we ought to offer to give eveiything up ; he 
(eecoed precious anxious to make me understand that the old 
(nan had never intended us to have it, and that he did want 
ihese other people to have it. Of course, we've nothing to do 
with idiat. Luck's luck, and I think I know who'll make best 
use of.it.' 

'"Why didn't you tell all this when Alice was here J' in- 
quired his mother, seeming herself again, though very grave, 

''I'll tell you. I thought it over, and it seems to me it'll b« 
setter if Alice and 'Arry wait a while before they know what'll 
come to them. They can't take anything till they're twenty- 
jne. . Alice is a good girl, but ' 

He hesitated, having caught his mother's eye. He felt that 
this prudential course justified in a measure her anxiety. 

' She's ft girl,' he pursued, ' and we know that a gii'l with a. 
ot o' money gets run after by men who care nothing about her 
md a good deal about the money. Then it's quite certain 
Arry won't be any the better for fancying himself rich. He's 
joipg to give us trouble aa it is, I can see that. "We shall hav« 
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to take another house, of course, and we can't keep thein from 
knowing that there's money fallen to me. But there's no need 
to talk about the figures, and if we can make them think it's 
only me that's better off, so much the better. Alice needn't ga 
to work, and I'm glad of it ; a girl's proper place is at home. 
You can tell her you want her to help in the new house. 'Arry 
had better keep his place awhile, I shouldn't wonder if I find 
work for him myself before long. I've got plana, but I shan't 
talk about them just yet.' 

He spoke then of the legal duties which fell upon him ai 
next-of-kin, explaining the necessity of finding two sureties oi 
taking out letters of administration. Mr. Yottle had offeree 
himself for one ; the other Richard hoped to find in Mr. West 
lake, a leader of the Socialist movement. 

' You want us to go into abig house ! ' asked Mrs. Mutimer, 
She seemed to pay little attention to the wider aspects of th( 
change, but to fix on the details she could best understand 
those which put her fears in palpable shape. 

' I didn't say a big one, but a larger than tliia. We're nol 
going to play the do-nothing gentlefolk ; but all the same oui 
life won't and can't be what it has been. There's no choice 
You've worked hard all your life, mother, and it's only fair yov 
should come in for a bit of rest. We'll find a house eomewhert 
out Green Lanes way, or in Highbury or Holloway.' 

He laughed again. 

' So there's the best of it — the worst of it, as you say. Jusi 
take a night to turn it over. Most likely I shall go to Behvick 
again, to-morrow afternoon.' 

He paused, and his mother, after bending her head to bitt 
off an end of cotton, asked — 

Ton'll tell Emma r 

''I shall go round to-night.' 

A little later Eichard left the house for this purpose. Hit 
Btep was firmer than ever, his head more upright. Walkinj 
along the crowded streets, he saw nothing ; there was a fixec 
smile on his lips, the smile of a man to whom the world payi 
tribute. Never having suffered actual want, and blessed wit! 
sanguine temperament, lie knew nothing of that fierce exulto' 
tion, that wrathful triumph over fate, which comes to men o: 
passionate mood smitten by the lightning- flash of unhoped pros' 
perity. At present he was well-disposed to ail men ; ever 
against capitalists and ' profitmongers ' he oonld not have railec 
heartily. CapitfiliBts 1 Was he not one himself ) Aye, but h< 
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would prove himself such a one as yon &a nob meet with every 
lay ; and the foresight of deeds which should draw the eyes of 
men upon him, which should shout his name abroad, softened 
Ilia, judgmente with the chajity of satisfied ambition. He 
kodd be the glorified representative of his claas. He would 
(how the world how a self-taiUght working man conceived the 
iuties and psiviJegea of wealth. He would shame thoa3 
iunder- headed, callous- hearted aristocrats, those ravening bour- 
ceois. Opportunity— what else had he wanted! Bo longef 
(sfonld his voice be lost in petty lecture-halls, answered only by 
the applause of a handful of mechanics. Ere many months had 
t)assed, crowds should throng to hear him ; his gospel would be 
'rampeted over the land. To what might he not attain ! The 
^ucated, the refined, men and women 

He waa at the entrance of a dark passage, where his feet 
/ed themselves by force of habit. He turned out of the 
itreet, and walked more slowly towards the house in which 
" nma Vine and her sisters lived. Having reached the door, 
paused, but again took a few paces forward. Tfaen he came 
lack and rang the uppermost of five bells. In waiting, he looked 
-i^uely up and down the street. 

It was Emma herself who opened to him. The dim light 
howed a smile of pleasure and surprise. 

' You've come to ask about Jane } ' she sa,id. ' She hasn't 
leen quite so bad since last night.' 

' I'm glad to hear it. Can I come up?* 

'Will your 

He entered, and Emma closed the door. It was pitch dai-k. 

' I wish I'd brought. a candle down,' Emma said, moving 
lack along the passage. ' Mind, there's a pram at the foot of 
ihe stairs.' 

The perambulator was avoided successfully by both, and 
.hey ascended the bare boards of the staircase. On each land- 
ng prevailed a distinct odour; first came the damp smell of 
lewly-washed clothes, then the scent of fried onions, then the 
rork-room of some small craftsman exhaled varnish. Tho 
opmost floor seemed the purest; it waa only stuffy. 

Richard entered an uncarpeted room which had to serve too 
nany distinct purposes to allow of its being orderly in appear- 
In uno corner was a bed, where two little children lay 
p; before the window staod a sewing-machine, about 
vhich waa heaped a quantity of linen ; a table in the midst waa 
lalf covered with a cloth, on which was placed a loaf and 
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butter, tlio otLer half being piled with several dresses re()uii4n| 
the needle. Two black patches on. the low ceiling showed ir 
what positions the lamp stood by turns. i 

Emma's eldest sister was moving about the room. Her 
WM« the children ; her husband had been dead a year or more. 
She was about thirty years of age, and had a slatternly appea^ 
fthce; her fare was peevish, and seemed to grudge the half 
smile with which it received the visitor. 

* YouVe no need to look round yow,' she said. 
a regular pig-stye, and likely to he. Where's there 

She shook some miscellaneous articles oti to the floor td 
provide a seat. I 

'For mercy's sake don't speak too loud, and wake thesj 
children. Bertie's had the earache ; he's been crj'ing all dayi 
What with him and Jane, we've had a blessing, T can tell youi 
Can Tput these supper things away, Emmaf | 

' I'll do it,' was the other's reply. ' Won't you have a bil 
more, Kate t ' 

' I've got no mind for eating. Well, yon may cut a slic^ 
and put it on the mantelpiece. I'll go and sit with Jane.' 

Richard sat and looked about the room absently. Thi 
circumstances of his own family had never fallen below thi 
point at which it is possible to have regard for decency; thi 
growing np of himself and of his brothers and sister ha* 
brought additional resources to meet extetideil needs, and thi 
Mutimer characteristics had formed a safegnard against, im^ 
providence. He was never quite at his ease in this povorfcy- 
tumbered room, which he seldom visited. 

' You ought to have a fire,' be said. | 

' There's one in the other room,' replied Kate, 
to servo us.' 

'But you can't cook there.' 

' Coob 1 Wo can boil a potato, and that's about all tin 
cooking we can do now-a-days.' i 

She moved to the door as she spoke, and, before leaving th^ 
room, took advantage of Bichard's hack being turned to mak^ 
certain exhortatoiy signs t« her sister. Emma averted hei 
head. ' 

Kate closed the door behind her. Emma, having removed 
the eatables to the cupboard, came near to Eicliai-d and place( 
her arm gently upon his shoulders. He looked at her kindly. 

' Kate's been so put about ^ith Bertie,' she said, in a tone o 
feXouse. ' And she was up nearly all List night.' 
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! ' Sbs never takes things like yoa do,' Eicbaiii remai-ketl, 

' She's got more to bear. Thei'e's the Children always 
making her anxious. She took Alf to the hospital this after- 
noon, and the doctor aaya he must have — I forget the nanio, 
somebody's food. But it's two-and-ninepence fgr ever such 
a little tin. They don't think as his teeth '11 ever como.' 

' Oh, I daresay they ■wil!,' said Eichard encouragingly. 

He had put his ann about her. Emma knelt down hy him, 
and rested her head against his shoulder. 

' I'm tired,' she whispered. ' I've had to go twice to the 
Miuoi-ies to-day. I'm so afraid I shan't bo able to hold my 
eyes open with Jane, and Kate's tireder still.' 

She did not speak as if seeking for sympathy j it was only 
the natural utterance of her thoughts in a moment of restful 
confjdenoe. Uttermost weariness was a condition too familiar 
to the gii'l to be spoken of in any but a patient, matter.of fac6 ' 
tone. But it was priceless soothing to let her forehead repose 
Bgainst the heart whose love was the one and sufficient blessing 
of her life. Her brown hair was very soft and fine; a lover 
of another kind would have pressed his lipa upon it. Richarcl 
was thinking of matters more practical. At another time his 
indignation — in such a case right good and manful — would 
liave boiled over at the thought of these poor women crushed 
in slavery to feed the world's dastard selfishness ; this evening 
his mood was more complaisant, and he smiled as one at case. 

' Hadn't you better give up your work 1 ' he said. 

Emma raised her head. In the few moments of repose het 
jyelida had drooped with growing heaviness ; she looked at hioi 
la if she had just been awakened to aome great surprise. 

' Give up work ! How can 1 1 ' 

VI think I would. You'd have more time to give to Jane, 
md yon could sleep in the day. And Jane had better not 
legin agaiu after this. Don't yon think it would be better if 
rou left these lodgings aud took a house, where thcro'd be 
(lenty of room and fresh air i ' 

' Richard, what are you talking about ? ' 

He laughed, quietly, on account of the sleeping children. 

' How would you like,' he continued, ' to go and live in the 
»nntry^ Kate and Jane could have a house of their own, 
'ou know — in London, I mean, a house like ours ; they cnuld 
et ft room or two if they chose. Then you and I could go 
vhere we liked. I was down in the Midland Countiea 
yesterday; had to go on business ; and I saw a house that 
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would just Buit us. It's a bit large ; 1 daresay there's sixteffl 
or twenty rooms. And thei-e's trees growing all about it 
a big garden ' 

Emma dropped her head again and laughed, happy tha 
Kichard should jest with her so good-humouredly ; for he dii 
not often talk in the lighter way. She had read of such house 
in the weekly story-papers. It must be nice to live in tbem 
it must be nice to be a denizen of Paradise. 

' I'm in earnest, Emma.' 

His voice eanaed her to gaze at him again. 

' Bring a chair,' he said, ' and I'll tell you something that'I 
— keep you awake.' 

The insensible fellow I Her sweet, pale, wondering fac 
was BO close to his, the warmth of her drooping frame wai 
against his heart — and he bade her sit apart to listen. 

She placed herself as he desired, sitting with her hand! 
together in her lap, her countenance troubled a little, wishing 
to smile, yet not quite venturing. And he told his story, tolc 
it in all details, with figures that filled the mouth, that rollec 
forth like gold upon the bank-scales. 

' This is mine,' he said, ' mine and yours.' 

Have you seen a child listening to a long fairy tale, ever; 
page a new adventure of wizardry, a story of elf, or mermaid 
■ OP gnome, of treasures underground guarded by enchantec 
monsters, of bells heard silverly in the depth of old foreste 
of castles against the sunset, of lakes beneath the quiet m 
Know you how light gathers in the eyes dreaming on v 
after vision, ever more intensely realised, yet ever o 
unknown world f How, when at length the reader's voice is 
silent, the eyes stiil see, the ears still hear, until a movemeni 
breaks the spell, and with a deep, involuntary sigh the littlf 
one gazes here and there, wondering 1 

So Emma listened, and so she came back to consciott^ 
looking about the room, incredulous. Had she been oversomt 
with weariness t Had she slept and di'eamtt 

One of the children stirred and uttered a little wailing 
sound. She stepped lightly to the bedside, bent for a moment, 
saw that all was well again, and came back on tip-toe. Th« 
simple duty had quieted her throbbing heart. She seated 
herself as before. 

' What about the countiy house now t ' said Kichard, 

' I don't know what to say. It's more than I can take into 
my head.' I 
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' You're not going to say, like motlier dit), fcLat it was tlia 
worst piece of news she'd ever heard ) ' 

' Tour mother said that ? ' 

Emma was startled. Had her thonght passed lightly over 
Bome danger ) She osamined her mind rapidly. 

' I suppose she said it,' Eichard explained, 'just because she 
didn't know what else to say, that's about the truth. But 
there certainly is one thing I'm a little anxious about, myself. 
I don't care for either Alice or 'Arry to know the details of 
this windfall. They won't come in for their share till they're 
of age, and it's just as well they should think it's only a 
moderate little sum. So don't talk about it, Emma.' 

The girl was still musing on Mrs. Mutimer's remark; she 
merely shook her bead. 

' You didn't think you were going to marry a man with his 
thousands and be a la^y 1 Well, I ehal! have more to say in 
day or two. But at present my idea is that mother and the 
rest of them shall go into a larger house, and that you. and 
Kate and Jane shall take our place. I don't know how 
it'll be before those Eldon people can get out of 
"VVanley Manor, but as soon as they do, why then there's 
nothing to prevent you and me going into it. Will that suit 
you, Em 1 ' 

' We shall really live in that big house 1 ' 
Certainly we shall. I've got a life's work before me there, 
as far as I can see at present. The furniture belongs to 
Mrs, Eldon, I believe; we'll furnish the place to suit our- 

»' 

May I tell my sisters, E.iehard ! ' 

Just tell them that I've come in for some money and a 

le, perhaps that's enough. And look here, I'll leave you 
this flve-pouud note to go on with. Yon must get Jane what- 
ever the doctor says. And throw all that sewing out of the 
windows ; we'll have no more convict labour. Tell Jane to 
get well just as soon as it suits her.' 

'But — all this money? ' 
I've plenty. The lawyer advanced me some for present 
needs. Now it's getting late, I must go. I'll write and tell you 
when I shall be home again.' 

He held out his hand, but the girl embraced him with the 
■eatrained tenderness which in her spoke so elo<jueritly. 

' Are you glad, Emma i ' he asked. 

' Very glad, for your sake.' 
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' And Just ft bit for your own, oh 1 ' 
'1 nevei- tlioiiglit ftboyt money,' she answer 
quite enough to he your wife ' 
It was the Btmple truth. 



CHArTER. VI. 



At eleven o'cloclc the next morniiig Eiehard presented himself 
at the door of a house in Avenue Eoad, St. John's Wood, and 
expressed a desire to see Mr. Weatlaka. That gentleman was 
at home ; ho received the visitor in his study — a spacious room 
luxuriously furnished, with a largo window looking upon a 
lawn. The day was sunny and waiin, but a clear fire equalised 
the temperature of tho room. There was an odour of good 
tobaoco, always roost delightful when it blends with the scent csf 
rich bindings. 

It was Richard's first visit to this house. A few days ago 
he would, in spite of himself, have been somewhat awed by the 
man-servant at the door, the furniture of the hall, the air of 
refinement in the i-oom he entei'od. At pi-esent he smiled on 
everything. Could he not command the same as soon as ho 
chose) 

Mr. Westlake rose from his writing-table and greeted hJB 
visitor with a hearty grip of the hand. He was a man pleasant 
to look upon ; hia face, full of intellect, shone with the light of 
good-will, and the easy carelessness of his attire prepared one for 
the genial sincerity which marked his way of speaking. He 
wore a velvet jacket, a grey waistcoat buttoning up to the 
throat, grey trousers, fur-bordered slippers; hia collar was very 
deep, and instead of the ordinary shirt-cuffs, his wrists were en- 
closed in frills. Long-haired, full-bearded, he had the fore- 
head of an idealist and eyes whose natural expression was on 
indulgent smile. 

A man of letters, he had struggled from obscure poverty to 
Buccess and ample means ; at three-and-thirty he was still hard 
pressed to make both ends meet, but the ten subsequent years 
had built for him this pleasant homa and banished his long 
familiar anxieties to the land of nightmare. ' It came just in 
time,' he was in the habit of saying to those who had his con- 
Jidence, ' I was at the point where a man begins to ti«-n sour, 
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Hid I stionld have soured in eameat.' The pvoccss had been, 
iiost effectually arrested. People were occasionally found to 
liiy that his boots had a tang of acerbity; possibly this was the 
iftfety-valve at work, a hint of what might have come had tlie' 
old hunger-d^monB kept up their goading. In the msn himself 
you discovered an extreme simplitity of feeling, a frank tender- 
ness, a noble indignation. For one who knew him it was not 
difficult to underabind that he should have taken up extreme 
social views, still less that he should act upon his convictions. 
All his writing foretold such a possibility, though on the other 
hand it exhibited devotion to forms of culture which do cot as 
rule predispose to democi-atic agitation. The explanatioa was 
perhaps too simple to be readily hit upon ; the man was himself 
so supremely happy that with his disposition the thought of 
tyrannous injustice grew intolerable to him. Some incidents 
ioned to set h^ wi'ath blazing, and henceforth, in spite of 
a little popular ridicule and much shaking of the head 
among his friends, Mr. "VVestlake had his mission. 

' 1 have come to ask your advice and help,' began Mutimer 
with directness. He was conscious of the necessity of subduing 
his voice, and had a certain pleasure in the ease with which be 
ived this feat. It would not have been so easy a day or 
two ago. 

Ah, about this awkward affair of yours,' observed Mr. 
Westlake with reference to Richard's loss of his employment, 
of which, as editor of the Union's weekly paper,he had of course 



No, not about that. Since then a very unexpected thing 
has happened to me.' 

The story was once more related, vastly to Mr, Westl.ako'a 
satisfaction. Cheei'ful news concerning his friends always put 
him in the best of spirits. 

He shook his h^id, laughing. 

'Come, come, Mutimer, tbis'll never do! I'm not sure 
that we shall not have to consider your expulsion from the 
Union.' 

Richard went on to mention the matters of Jegal routine in 
which he hoped Mr. Westlake would serve him. These having 
been settled — 

'I wish to apeak of something more important,' he said, 
' You take it for granted, I hope, that I'm not going to make 
the ordinary use of this fortune. As yet I've only been able 
tohitooafew genei'al ideas, I'm clear as to the objects. I,- 
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Bliail keep before me, but how best to serve tbem wants mora 
reflection, I thought if I talked it over with you in the finib 

The door opened, and a lady half entered the room. 

' Oh. 1 thought yoa were alone," she remarked to Mr. West- 
luke. ' Forgive me I ' 

' Come in 1 Here's our friend Mutimer. You know Mrs. 
WestlakeJ' 

A few words had passed between this lady and Tiichaid in 
the lect«ro-room a few weeks before. Slie waa not frequently 
present at such meetings, but had chanced, oa the occasion re- 
(erred to, to hear Mucimer deliver ao harangue. 

' You have oo objection to talk of your plans T Join our 
council, will you V he added to hia wrfe. ' Our friend brings 
interesting news.' 

Mrs. Westlake walked across the room to the curved 
wiadow-Eej.t. Her age coul I scarcely be more than three or 
four-and-tweaty ; she was very dark, and her face grave almost 
to melancholy. Black hair, cut sbort at its thickest behind her 
neck, gave exquisite relief to features of the purest Greek type. 
In liafemog to anything that held her attention her eyes grew 
large, and their dark orbs seemed to dream passionately. The 
white swan's down at her throat — she was perfectly attired — 
made the akin above resemble lich-hued marble, and indeed to 
gaze at her long was to be impressed as by the md loveliness of 
a sapreme work of art As Mutimer talked she leaaed for- 
ward, her elbow on her knee, the back of her hand supporting 
her chin. 

Her husband recounted what Eichard had told him, and 
the latter proceeded to sketch the projects he had in view. 

' JMy idea is,' he said, ' to make the mines at Waidey the 
basis of great industrial undertakings, just as any capitalist 
might, but to conduct these undertakings in a way consistent 
with our views. I would begin by building furnaces, and in 
time add engineering works on a large scale. I would build 
houses for the raen, and in fact make that valley an industrial 
settlement conducted on Socialist principles. Practically I can 
devote the whole of my income ; my persoa'J espenses will not 
be worth taldng into account. The men must bo paid on a just 
Bcheme, and the margin of profit that remains, all that we can 
Bpare from the estension of the works, shall be devoted to the 
Socialist propaganda. In faot,I should like to make the esecu- 
tiya committee of t^e I7nion a sort of hoard of direotow— and 
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In a very different sense from the usual — for the Wanley estate. 
My personal expenditure deducted, I should like such a com- 
mittee to have the practical control of fands. All this wealth 
was made by plunder of the labouring class, and I shall hold it 
as trustee for them. Do the^e ideas seem to you of a practical 
colour 1 ' 

Mr. Westlake nodded slowly twice. His wife kept her 
listening attitude unchanged ; her eyes ' dreamed against a dis- 
tant goal.' 

As I see the scheme,' pursued Kichard, who spoke all 
along somewhat in the lecture-room tone, the result of a certain 
embarrassment, ' it will differ considerably from the Socialist 
expevimenta we know of. We shall be working not only to 
support ourselves, but every bib as much set on profit as any 
capitalist in Belwick. The difference is, that the profit will 
Iwnefit no individual, but the Cause. There'll be no attempt 
to carry out the idea of every man receiving the just outcome 
of his labour; not because I shouldn't be willing to share in 
that way, but simply because we have a greater end in view 
than to enrich ourselves. Our men must all be memliera of the 
TTnion, and their prime interest must be the advancement of 
the principles of the Union. We shall be able to establish new 
papers, to hire halls, and to spread ourselves over the country. 
It'll be fighting the capitalist mauufeoturers with their own 
weajtons. I can see plenty of difficulties, of course. All Eng- 
land '11 be against us. Hever mind, we'll defy them all, and 
we'll win. It'll be the work of my life, and we'll see if an 
honest purpose can't go as far as a thievish one.' 

The climax would have brought crashiag cheers at Common- 
wealth Hall; in Mr. Westlake's study it was received with 
well-bred expressions of approval. 

' Well, Mutimer,' exclaimed the idealist, ' all this is intensely 
interesting, and right glorious for us. One sees at last a possi- 
bility of action. I ask nothing hotter than to be allowed to 
work with you. It happens very luckily that you are a prac- 
tical engineer. I suppose the mechanical details of the nnder- 
takmg are entirely within your province.' 

'Kot quite, at present,' Mutimer admitted, 'hut I shall 
have valuable help. Yesterday I had a meeting with a man 
named Eodman, a mining engineer, who has been working on 
the estate. He seems Just the man I shall want; a Socialist 
already, and delighted to join in the plans I just hinted to him.' 

■ Capital ! Do you propose, then, that we shall call a special 
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meeting of tbe CommittGe t Or would you prefer to suggest a 
commiltee of your own J' 

' No, I think our own committee wili do very well, at all 
events for the present. The first thing, of course, is to get tho' 
financial details of our aeheme put into shape. I go to fclwiokl 
again thia afternoon; my solicitor mustgethia business throughj 
as soon as possible.' 

' You will reside for the most part ab Wanlej t 

'At the Manor, yes. It is occupied just now, but I suppose 
will soon be free.' 

'Do you knowthatpartof the country, Stella^' Mr. West- 
lake asked of his wife. 

She roused herself, drawing in her breath, and uttered a 
short negative. 

' As soon aa I get into the house,' Eichard resumed to Mr. 
Westlake, 'I hope you'll come and examine the place. It's 
unfortunate that the railway misses it by about three miles, 
hilt Eodman tells me we can easily run a private line to 
Agworth station. However, the first thing is to get our com- 
mittee at work on the scheme.' Kichard repeated this phrase 
with gusto. 'Perhaps you could bring it up at the Saturday 
■ _*' 

' You'll be in town on Saturday 1 ' 

' Yes ; I have a lecture in Islington on Sunday." 

' Saturday will do, then. Is this confidential 1 ' 

'Hot at all. We may as well get as much enconragbment 
out of it as we can. Don't you think so ! ' 

' Certainly.' 

Eichard did not give expression to his thought that a para- 
graph on the subject in the Union's weekly org^u, the 'Ftery 
Cross,' might be the best way of promoting such encourage- 
ment ; but he delayed his departure for a few minutes with 
talk round about the question of the prudence which must 
necessarily be observed in pablishing a project so undigcbted. 
Mr. Westlake, who was responsible for the paper, was not 
likely to transgress the limits of good taste, and when Eichard, 
on Saturday morning, searched eagerly the columns of the 
' Cross,' be was not altt^tber satisfied with the extreme dis- 
cretion which marked a brief paragraph among those headed : 
'From Day to Day.' However, many of the readers were 
probably by that time able to supply the missing proper-name. 

It was not the. fault of Daniel Dabbs if members of tha 
Hoxton and Islington branch of the Union read tbe 
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vrithout nndei-ataniling io whom it refeirecl. Daniel whs 
ng tho first to liear of whut liad befoUen tlie Mutimer 
family, and from tbe circle of bis fellow- workmen the news 
Spread quickly. Talk was rife on tho subject of Mutimer's 
dismissal from Longwood Brothers', and the sensational rumour 
which followed so quickly found an atmosphere well prepared 
for its transmission. Hence the unusual concourse at the 
meeting-place in Islington next Sunday evening, where, as it 
me known to others besides Socialists, Mutimer was en- 
gaged to lecture. Richard experienced some vexation that hia 
lecture was not to ba at Commonwealth Hall, where the 
gathering would doubtless have been much lai-ger. 

Tbe Union was not wealthy. The central ball was rented 
Mp. Weatlake's expei^e; two or three branches were 
managing with diificulty to support regular places of assembly, 
Buch as could not being obligai as yet to content themselves 
with open-air lecturing. In Islington the leaguers met in a 
room behind a coffee-shop, ordinarily used for festive purposes; . 
benches were laid across the floor; and an estrade at the 
upper end exaltad chairman and lecturer. The walls were 
adorned with more or less striking advertisements of non- 
alcoholic beverages, and with a few prints from the illustrated 
papers. The atmosphere was tobaccoey, and the co£feo-shop 
itself, through which the visitors had to make their way, sug- 
gested to the nostrils that bloaters are the working man's 
chosen delicacy at Sunday tea. A table just within the door 
of the lecture-room exposed for sale sundry Socialist pubKca- 
tions, the latest issue of the ' Fiery Cross ' in pai-ticulai-. 

Kiobard waa wont to ho among the earliest arrivals ; to- 
night he was full ten minutes behind the hour for which the 
lecture was advertised. A group of friends were standing 
about the table near the door; they received him with a 
bustle which turned all eyes thitherwards. He walked up the 
middle of the room to tbe platfonn. As soon as he was well in 
tbe eye of the meeting, a single pair of hands— Daniel Dabba 
owned them— gave the signal for uproar; feet made play on 
the boarding,and one or two of the moi'e enthusiastic revolu- 
tionists fairly gave tongue. Bichard seated himself with grave 
countenance, and surveyed the assembly; from fifty to sixty 
people were present, among them three or four women, and the 
number continued to grow. The obairman and one or two 
leading spirits had followed Mutimer to the place of disUncUon, 
vbere they talked with binit 
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Punctualify was not mucb regarded at these meetings; tha 
lecture was announced for eight, but rarely began before halfl 
past. The present being an occasion of exceptional interestj 
twenty minutes past the hour saw the chairman rise for hia 
prefatory remarks. He was a lank man of jovial counten- 
ance and jerky enunciation. There was no need, he observed, 
to inti-oiuce a friend and comrade so well known to them a! 
the lecturer of the evening. ' We're always glad to hear him, 
and to-night, if I may be allowed to 'int as much, we're par' 
tityularly ^A. to hear him. Our friend and comrade is going 
to talk to «8 about the Land. It's a question we can't talk or 
think too much about, and Comrade Mutimer has thought 
ahout it as much and more than any of us, I think I may say, 
I don't know,' the chairman added, with a sly look across the 
room, ' whether our friend's got any new views on this suh- 
jectoflate. I shouldn't wonder if he had.' Here sounded a 
roar of laugbtflr, led off by Daniel Dahhs, ' Hows'ever, he that 
as it may, we can answer for it as any views he may hold is the 
right views, and the honest views, and the views of a man as 
means to do a good deal more than talk about his convictions ! ' 

Again did tha stentor-note of Daniel ring forth, and it was 
amid thunderous cheering that Eichard loft his chair and 
moved to the front of the platform. Hia Sunday suit of black 
was still that with which his friends were familiar, but his 
manner, though the audience probably did not perceive the 
detail, was unmiatakably changed. He had been wont to begin 
his address with short, stinging periods, with sneers and such 
bitterness of irony as came within his compass. To-night he 
struck quite another key, mellow, confident, hinting at personal 
satisfaction; asmile was onhislips,andnotasniileofBcom. He 
rested one hand against his side, holding in the other a scrap of 
paper with jotted items of reasoning. His head was thrown 
a little hack ; he viewed the benches from beneath his eyelids. 
True, the pose maintained itaelf hut for a moment. I raention 
it because it was something new in Richard. 

He spoke of the land ; he attacked the old monopoly, and 
visioned a time when a claim to individual ownerships of the 
earth's surface would be as ludicrous as were now the assertion 
of title to a fee-simple somewhere in the moon. He mustei'ed 
statistics; he adduced historic and contemporary example of 
the just and the unjust in land-holding ; he gripped the throat 
of a certain English duke, and held him up for flageliaUon ; he 
drifted into oceans of economic theory; he sat do'wn by tha 
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Waters of Babylon ; he climbed Pisgah. Sad he but spoken of 
biMjksUdinga in the wiWemess ! But for that fatal omission, 
the lecture was, of ita kind, good. By degi'ees Rieiiard forgot 
hia pose and the carefully struck note of mellowness; he began 
to believe what he was saying, and to say it with the right 
vigour of popular oratory. Forget his struggles with the 
h-fiend ; forget his syntactical lapses ; you saw that after all the 
man had within him a clear flame of conscience ; that he 
had felt before speaking that speech was one of the uses 
for which Nature had expressly framed him. His invective 
seldom degenerated into vulgar abuse ; one discerned m him at 
least the elements of what we call good taste ; of simple manli- 
ness he disclosed not a little; he had some command of pathos. 
In conclnsionj he finished without reference to his personal 
concerns. 

The chairman invited questions, preliminary to debate. 

He rose half-way down the room, — the man who invariably 
rises on these occasions. Ho was oldish, with bent shoulders, 
and wore spectacles — probably a clerk of forty years' standing. 
In his hand was a small note-book, which he consulted. He 
began with measuied uttei'atice, emphatic, lond. 

'I wish to propose to t!ie lecturer seven questions. I will 
read them in order; I have taken some pains to word them 
clearly.' 

Kichard has his scrap of paper on his knee. He Jots a word 
or two after each deU berate interrogation, smiling. 

Other questioners succeeded. Eichard repli-s to them. He 
fails to satisfy the man of seven queries, who, after repeating 
this and the other of the seven, professes himself SiillunMatirfied, 
shakes his head indulgently, walks from the room. 

The debate is opened. Behold a second inevitable man ; ho 
ianot well-washed, his shirt-front shows a beer-stain; he is 
angry before he begins. 

' 1 don't know whether a man as doesn't 'old with these 

tind o' theories 'II be allowed a fair 'earin -' 

. Indignant interruption. Cries of ' Of course he will I '-— 
*Who ever refnsed to hear you V — and the like. 

He is that singular phenomenon, that self contradiclion, tliat 
expression insoluble into factors of CMnmon-senst — the Con- 
servative working man. What do they want to be at 1 he de- 
mands. Do they suppose os this kind of talk '11 make wages 
higher, or enable the poor man to get his beef and beer at a 
lower rate 1 "What's the d d good of it all ! Figures, eh 1 
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He never beared yet as figures made a meal for a man aa hadn' 
got one; nor yet as they provided slioes and stockings for hi! 
. It made him mad to listen, that it did 
a the rich man 'U give up the land, if thej 
Wasn't it human natur to get all you 



yonng 

Do they suppose a 
talk till all's bluet 
and stick to it?. 

' Pig's nature ! ' criea someone from the front benches. 

' There ! ' comes the rejoinder. ' Didn't I say as there 
no fair 'earing for a man as didn't say just what suits youT 

The voice of Daniel Dabbs is loud in good-temperbd 
mockery. Mockery comes from every side, aji angry note here 
and there, for the raost part tolerant, jovial. 

' Let him speak I 'Ear Mm ! Hoy I Hoy I' 

The chairman interpose.^, but by the time tha.t order 
stored the Conservative working man haa thrust his hat upor 
his head and is oif to the nearest public-house, mattering oathi 

Mr, Culien rises, at the same time riscHMr. Cowes. These 
two gentlemen are fat«d to rise simultaneously. They scowl at 
each other, Mr. CuIIen begins to speak, and Mr. Cowes, aftef 
0. circular glance of protest, resumes his seat. The echoes tell 
that we ace in for oi-atory with a vengeance. Mr, Cuilen is 
abort, stout man, very aeedtly habited, with a great rough bead 
of hair, aa aqniliue tose, lungs of vast power. His vein is 
King Carobyses'; he tears passion to tatters; he roars leonine ,^ 
be is your man to have at the pampev'd jades of Asia ! He 
has got hold of a new word, and that the verb to 'exploit.' J! 
am exploited, thou art esploited, — he exploits ! Who t Why, 
such men aa that English duke whom the lecturer gripped and 
flagellated. The English duke is Mr. Oulien's btigb^ ; never a 
speech fmm Mr. Cuilen but that duke is most horribly mauled, 
His ground-rents, — ^yah ! Another word of which Mr. Cuilen 
is fond is ' strattum,' — usually spelt and pronounced with but 
one t midway. You and I have the misfortune to belong to a 
social ' strattum ' which is trampled flat and hard beneath the 
feet of the landowners. Mr. Culien rises to such a point of 
fury that one dreads the Consequences— to himself. Already 
the chairman is on his feet, intimating in domb show that the 
allowed ten minutes have elapsed ; there is no making; the 
orator hear. At longtB his friend who sits by him fairly grips 
his coat-taila and brings him to a sitting posture, amid mirthful 
tumult. Mr. OuUen joins in the mirth, looks as though he 
had never been angry in his life. And fill next Sunday comes 
round he will neither speak nor think of the spiral question. 
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Mr. CoweS Is unopposed. After the pfece<liRg enthusiast, 
the voice of Mr. Gowea falls aootliingly aa a atreain among the 
leather. He 18 tal], meagre, bald; be wears a, veiy broad 
akok necktie, his hand Baws up aad dowQ. Mr. Cowcs' tono 
is the quietly venomous; in a lew minutes you believe in his 
indignation far more than in that of Mr. Cullen. He makes a 
point and pauses to observe the effect upon his hearers. He 
prides himself upon his grammar, goes back to correct a con-r 
cord, emphasises eccentricities of pronunciation; for instance, 
lie accents ' capitalist ' on the second syllable, and repeats the 
words with grave challenge to all and sundry. Speaking of 
something which he wishes to stigmatise as a misnomer, he 
Exclaims ; ' It's what I call a misnomy 1 ' And he follows the 
assertion with an awful Biispenso of utterance. He brings his 
speech to a dose exactly with the end of the tenth minute, 
and, on sitting down, eyes his unknown neighbour with 
wrathful intensity for seveial momenta. 

Who will follow ) A sound comes from the very back of 
the room, such a sound that every head turns in astonished 
search for the source of it. Such voice has the wind in garret- 
chimneys on a winter night. It is a thin wail, a prelude of 
lamentation ; it troubles the blood. The speaker no one seems 
to know ; he is a man of yellow visage, with bead sunk be- 
tween pointed shoulders, on his crown a mere scalp-lock. He 
seems to be afflicted with a disease of the muscles ; his mal- 
formed body quivers, the hand be raises shakes paralytic. 
His clothes are of the meanest ; what his age may be it is im- 
possible f^Judge. As his voice gathers strength, the hearers 
b^n to fbel the influence of a, ttufible earnestneEs. He does 
not rant, he does not weigh his phrases; the stieam of bitter 
prophecy flows on smooUi and dark. He is supplying the 
omission in Mutimer's harangue, is bidding his class know 
itself and chasten itself, as an indispensable pveliminary to any 
great change in the order of things. He cries vanity upon all 
these detailed schemes of social reconstruction. Are we ready 
for-^itJ he waiJs. Could we bear it, if they granted it tousi 
It is al) good and right, but hadn't we better first make our- 
selves worthy of sui^ freedom ! He begins a terrible arraign- 
ment of the People, — then, of a sudden, his voice has ceased. 
You could hear a pin drop. It is seen that the man has fallen 
to the ground ; there arises a low moaning ; people press about 
iliim. 

They carry him into the coffee-shop. It was a fit. In five 
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minutes lie is restoi^, but do^ not come back to finish hi 
speech. 

There is an interval of disorder. But surely we are 
going to let the meeting end in this way. The chairman call 
for the next speaker, and he stands forth in the person of i 
rather stQUg little shopkeeper, who declares that he knovvs o: 
oo single particular in which the working class needs corree 
tion. The speech undeniably falls Hat, Will no one reston 
the tone of the meeting 1 

Mr. Kitahaw is the man ! Now we shall have broad grins 
Mr. Kitshaw enjoys a reputation for mimicry; he takes o£ 
miieic-hail singers in the bar-parlour of a Saturday night 
Observe, he rises, hems, pulls down his waistcoat ; there h 
bubbiiug laughter. Mr. Kioshaw brings back the debate to iti 
original subject ; he talks of the Land. He is a little hap 
hazard at first, but presently bite the mark in a fancy picture ol 
a country still in the hands of aborigines, as yet unannexed by 
the capitalist nations, knowing not the meaning of the verb 
' exploit,' 

' Imagine such a happy land, my friends ; a land, I say, 
which nobody hasn't even thought of " developing the re- 
Bouroes " of, — that's the proper phrase, I believe. There are the 
people, with clothing enough for comfort and— -ahem I — ^ 
manners, but, mark you, no more. No manufacture of luxu- 
rious skirts and hulstera and togs o' that kind by the exploited 
classes. No, for no exploited classes don't exist I All 
equal, my friends. Up an' down the fields they goes, all day 
long, arm. inarm, Jack and Jerry, aye, and Liza an' Sairey 
Ann; for they have equality of the sexes, mind you ! Up an' 
down the Gelds, I say, in a devil-may-care sort of way, with 
tbeir sweethearts and their wives. No factory smoke, O dear 
no I There's the rivers, with ti-opical plants a-sbading the 
banks, my I There they goes up an' down in theii- boats, 
devil may-care, a-strumming on the banjo,' — he imitated such 
actioD, — 'and a-sioging their nigger minstrelsy with light 
'earts. Why "i 'Cause they ain't got no work to get up t<^ at 
'arf-past five next morning. Thtir time's their own 1 That's 
the condition of an unexploited country, my friends I ' 

Mr. Kitahaw had put everyone in vast good humour. 
You might wonder that his sweetly idyllic picture did not stir 
bitterness by contrast ; it were to credit the English workman 
with too much imagination. Resonance of applause rewarded 
the sparlding rhetorician. A few of the audience availed 
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Ihemselves of tbe noiso to withdmw, for the clock ahowed that 
it was close upon ten, and public-houses shut their doora jearly 



ButEichard Mutimer was on his feet again, and this time 
without regard to effect; there was a word in him strongly de- 
manding utterance. . It was to the speech of the unfortunate 
prophet that he desired to reply. He began with sorrowful 
admissions. No one spealring honestly could deny that — that 
the working class had its faults ; they came out plainly enough 
now and then. Drink, for instance (Mr, Cullen gave a re- 
sounding ' Hear, hear!' and » stamp on the boards). What 
sort of a spectacle would be exhibited by the public-houees in 
Hoxton and Islington at closing time to-night 1 ('Tnie!' 
from Mr. Cowea, who also stamped on the boards.) Yes, but 
—_ — Bichard used the device of aposiopesis ; Daniel Dahha 
took it for a humorous effect and began a roar, which was sum- 
marily interdicted, 'But,' pursued Eichard with emphasis, 
' what is the meaning of these vicesi What do they come of? 
Who's to blame for them 1 Not the working class— never tell 
me 1 What drives a man to drink in his spare hourst What 
nhout the poisonous air of garrets and cellars) What about 
excessive toil and inability to procure healthy recreation? 
What about defects of education, due to poverty 1 What about 
diseased bodies inherited from over-slaved parents 1' Messrs. 
Cowea and Cullen had accompanied these queries with a climax 
of vociferous approval; when Richard paused, they led the 
tumult of hands and heels, ' Look at that poor man who spoke 
to us I ' cried Mutimer. ' He's gone, so I shan't hurt him by 
speaking plainly. He spoke well, mind you, and he spoke from 
his heart; but what sort of a life has his been, do you think! 
A wretched cripple, a miserable weakling no doubt from the 
day of his birtb, cursed in having ever seen the daylight, and, 
such as he is, called upon to fight for his bi'ead. Much of it he 
gets ! Who would b^me that roan if he drank himself into 
unconsciousness every time he picked up a sixpence t ' Cowes 
and Cullen bellowed their delight. ' Well, he doesn't do it ; 
BO much you can be sure of. In some vile hole here in this 
great city of ours lie drags on a life worse^aye, a thousand 
times worse! — than that of the horses in the West- end mews. 
Don't dap your hands so much, fellow- workei'S. Just think 
about it on your way home ; talk about it to your wives and 
your children. It's the sight of objects like that that makes 
my blood boil, and that's set me in eamestat this work of ours. 
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I feel for thab man and all like him as if they were my bi-otheM. 
And I take you all to witness, all you pies.nt and all you 
i-epeat my words to, that I'll work on as long as I ha\e life in 
me, that I'll use every opportunity that'& given me to uphold 
the cause of the poor and down-trodden against the rich and 
Bslfish and luxurious, that if I live another fifty jears I shall 
Btill be of the people and with the ])eople, that no man shall 
ever haTs it in his power to say that Eiehaid Mutimer mi&used 
his chances and was only a new burden to them whose loa4 
he might have lightened I ' 

There was nothing for it but to leap on to the ^ely benches 
-and yell as long as your voice would hold out 

After that the meeting was mere exuberance of mutual 
congratulations. Mr.-Oullen was understood to be moving the 
usual vote of thanks, but even his vocal organs strove hard for 
little purpose. Daniel Dabbs had never made a speech in his 
life, but excitement drove him on the honourable post of 
seconder. The chairman endeavoured to make certain an- 
nouncements; then the assembly broke up. The estrade was 
invaded; everybody wished to shake hands with Mutimer. 
Mr, Cullen tried to obtain Richard's attention to certain re- 
marts of value; failing, he went off with a scowl. Mr. Cowea 
attempted to button-hole the popular hero; finding Hichard 
conversing with someone else at the same time, he turned away 
with a covert sneer. The forreor of the two worthies had 
desired to insist upon every member of the Union becoming a 
teetotaller; the latter wished to say that he thought it would 
be well if a badge of temperance were henceforth worn by 
Unionists. On turning away, each glanced at the clock and 
hurried his step. 

In a certain dark street not very far from the lecture-room 
ATr. Cullen iwse on tip-toe at the windows of a dull little public-, 
honse. A TJnioniat was standing at the bar; Mr. Cullen 
hurried on, into a street yet darker. Again he tip-toed at a 
window. The glimpse reassured him; he passed quickly 
through the doorway, stepped to the bar, gave an order. Then, 
he turned, and behold, on a seat just under the window sat 
Mr. Cowea, a short pipe in his mouth, a smoking tumbler held 
on his knee. The supporters of total abstinence nodded to each 
other, with a slight lack of spontaneity. Mr. Cullen, having 
BeeurM his own tumbler, came by his comrade's side. 

'Deal o' fine talk to wind up with,' he remarked tonta- 
tlvely, 
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He means what he fiaya,' retui-aed the Other gt^vely. 
Oh yes,' Mr. Culleii hastened to admit. ' MutimerjiaeajiB 
what he says I Only the way of saying it, I meant — I've got sk 
bit of a sore throat.' 

' 80 have I. After that there hot room.' 

They nodded at each other sympathetically. Mr, Cutten, 
filled a little hlack pipe. 

• Got a light 1 < 

Mr. Cowea offered the glowing bowl of his own clay ; they 
put;their ncses together and blew a cloud. 

'Of course there's no saying what time 'II do,' observed tall 
Mr. Cowes, sententionaly, after a gulp of warm liquor. 

No more there is,' assented ^ort Mr. Cuilen with half a, 
wink. 

' It's easy to promise.' 

' As easy as tellin' lies.' 

Another silence. 

' Don't suppose you and me '11 get much of it,' Mr. Cowea 
ventured to observe. 

About as much as you can pat ia your eye without, 
winkin',' was the other's picturesque agreement. 

They talked till closing time. 



UHAPTEE Vir. 

One morning late in June, Hubert Eldon passed through the 

gates of Wanley Manor and walked towards the village. It 

s the first time since his illness that he had left the grounds 

foot. He was very thin, and had an absent, troubled look ; 
the natural cheerfulness of youth's convalescence seemed alto- 
gether lacking in him, 

From a rising point of the road, winding between the Manor 
and "Wanley, a good view of the valley offered itself; here 
"Hubert paused, leaning a little on hia stick, and let his eyes 
dwell lipon the prospect. A year ago be had stood here and 
enjoyed the sweep of meadows between Stanbury Hill and the 
wooded slope opposite, the orchai'd- patches, the flocks along th^ 
(Uiat^in of the little river; To-day be viewed a very different 
.scene. Building of various kinds waa in progress in the heart 
of the vale ; n. grpii.t massive chimney was lising to completion, 
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of^A about it etootl a number of slieda.. Beyond was tO be ^een 
the comnjencemout of a street of email houses, promising in- 
finite ugUnesa in a little space ; the soil over a conaidenible 
area was torn up and trodden into mud. A number of men 
were at work ; carts and waggons and trucks were moving 
aboat. In troth, the benighted valley was waking up and 
donning the true nineteenth-century Uvery. 

The young man's face, hitherto thoughtfully sad, changed to 
an expression of bitterness ; he muttered what seemed to be 
angry and contemptuous words, then averted his eyes luid 
walked on. He entered the village street and passed along it 
-for some distance, his fixed gaze appearing studiously to avoid 
the people who stood about or walked by him. There was a 
spot of warm colour on his cheeks; he held himself very up- 
right and had a painfully self-conscious air. 

He stopped before a dwelling-house, rang the bell, and made 
inquiry whether Mr. Mntimer was at home. The reply being 
affirroative, he followed the servant up to the first floor. His 
name. was announced, at the door of a sitting-room, and he 
entered. 

Two men wei-e conversing in the room. One sat at the 
table with a sheet of paper before him, sketching a rough 
diagram and scribbling notes ; this was Eichard Mutimer. He 
was dressed inra light tweed suit ; his fair moustache and beard 
were trimmed, and the hand which rested on the table was no 
longer that of a daily-grimed mechanic His lifien was ad- 
mirably starched; altogether he had a very fresh and cool 
appearance. Hia companion was astride on a chair, his arms 
resting on the back', a pipe in his mouth. This man was some- 
Ttfhat older than Mutimer; his countenance indicated shrewd- 
ness and knowledge of the world. He was dark and well- 
featured, his glossy black hair was parted in the middle, bis 
moustache of the cut called imperial, his beard short and 
peaked. He wore a canvas jacket, » white waistcoat and 
knickerbockers; at his throat a blue necktie fluttered looee. 
"Wheh Hubert's name was announced by the servant, tbia 
gentleman stopped midway in a sentence, took his pipe from 
his lips, and looked to the door with curiosity. 

Mutimer rose and addressed hia visitor easily indeed, but 
not discourteously. 

' How do you do, Mr. EldonT I'm glad to see that you are 
BO much better. Will you sit down t I think you know Mr. 
Bodman, at all events by name } ' 
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Hubert assented \>y gesture. He had come prepared for 
disagreeable things ia this his first meeting with Mutimer, but 
the honour of an introduction to the latter's friends had not 
been included in his anticipations. Mr. Bodman had risen and 
bowed slightly. His smile carried a disagreeable suggestion 
from which Mutimer'a behaviour was alti^ether free ; he rather 
seemed to eiyoy the situation. 

For a moment there was silence and embarrassment. 
Eichai-d overcame the difficulty. 

' Come and dine v/iih me to-night, will you ! ' he said to 
Rodman. ' Here, take this plan with you, and think it over.' 

' Pray don't let me interfere with your business,' interposed 
Hubert, with scrupulous politeness. ' I could see you later, 
Mr. Mutimer.' 

' No, x}o ; Eodman. and I have done for the present,' said 
Mutimer, cheerfully. ' By-the-by,' he added, as his right-hand 
man moved to the door, 'don't forget to drop a line, to Slater 
and Smith. And, I say, if Hogg turns up before two o'cloct, 
send him here ; I'll be down with you by half-past.' 

Mr. Eiodman gave an 'AH right,' nodded- to Hubert, who 
p,id no attention, and took his departure. 

' You've had a long pull of it,' Eiehard began, aa he took 
his chair again, and tlaew his le^e into an easy position, ' Shall 
I close the windows? Maybe you don't like the draught.' 

' Thank you ; I feel no draught.' 

The working man had the advantage as yet. Hubert in 
vain tried to be at ease, whilst Mutimer was quite himself,, and 
not ungraceful in his assumption of equality. For one thing, 
Hubert could not avoid a comparison between hie own waated 
frame and the other's splendid physique; it heightened the 
feeling of antagonism which possessed him in advance, and pro- 
voked the haughtiness he had resolved to guard against. The 
very lineaments of the men foretold mutual antipathy. Hubert's 
extreme delicacy of feature was the outward expi-ession of a 
character so compact of subtleties and refinements, of high pre. 
judice and jealous sensibility, of spiritual egoism and all-pervad- 
ing &stidioasness, that it was impossible for him not to regard 
with repugnance a man who represented the combative principle, 
even the triumph, of the uncoltui-ed classes. He was no hide- 
bound aristocrat ; the liberal tendencies of his intellect led him 
to scorn the pageantry of long-descended fools aa strongly as ho 
did the blind image-breaking of the mob; but in a case of per- 
Bonal relations temperament carried it gver judgment in a very 
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higlbhanded way. Youtii and disappointrueot weighed in the 
eoale oE unreason^ Matimer, on the other hand, though fortune 
helped him to forbearance, saw, or believed he saw, th&'vBiy 
essence of all he most hated ia this proud-eyed representative of 
a county femily. His own rough-soulptured comeliness cor- 
responded :to the vigour and practicality and zeal of a nature 
which cared nothing for form and all for eiibstance ; the essen- 
tials of life, were to him the only things ia life, instead of, as to 
Hubert Eldoo, the mere brute foundation of an artistic super- 
etnicture. Bichard read clearly enough the sentiments with 
which his visitor approached him ; who that is the -object of 
contempt does not readily perceive it 1 His way of revenging 
himself was to emphasise a tone of good fellowship, to make it 
evident how well he could afford to neglect privileged insolences 
In his heart he triumphed over the disinherited aristocrat; 
outwardly he was civil, even friendly. 

Hubert had made this call with a special pnrpoFe. 
,- .'I am charged by Mrs. Eldon,' he began, ' to thank you for 
the courtesy you have shown her during my illness. My own 
thanks likewise I hope you will accept. We have caused you, 
I fear, much inconvenience.' 

Eiohard found himself envying the form and tone of this 
deliverance ; he gathered his heard in his hands and gave it a 
tug. 

' Not a bit of it,' he replied. ' I am very comfortable here. 
A bedroom and a place for work, that's about all I want.' 

Hubert barely smiled. He wondered whether the mention 
of work was meant to suggest comparisons. He hastened to 
»dd— 

• On Monday wo hope to leave the Manor.' 

' No need whatever for hurry,' observed Mutimer, good- 
humouredly. ' Please tell Mrs. Eldon that I hope she will take 
her own time.' On reflection this seemed rather an iil-choseii 
phrase ; he bettered it. ' I should be very sorry if she incon- 
venienced herself on my account.' 

'Confound the fellow's impudence !' was Hubert's mental, 
comment. ' He plays the forbearing landlord.' 

His spoken reply was : ' It is very kind of you. I foresee 
BO difficulty in completing the removal on Monday.' 

In view of Mutimer's self-command, Hubert began to be 
aware that his own constraint might carry the aii: of petty re- 
sentment. Fear of that drove him upon a topic he wouldrather 
have left alone. .... i 
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'Tou are chaoging the appearand of the valley,' lie said, 
wiling by his tone the irony which was evident in his choica of 
words. ■ ' , 

Bichard' glanced at him, then walked to the window, with 
his bands in his pockets, and gave himself the pleasure of a 
of the furnace-ehimney above the opposite houses. Ho 



I hope to change it a good deal more. In a year or two 
you won't know the place.' 
' I fear not.' 

Mutimer glanced again at his visitor. 
' Why do you fear ? ' he asked, with less command of his 

'I of course understand your point of view. Personally, I 
prefer nature.' 

Hubert endeavoured to smile, that his personal preferences 
might lose something of their edge. 

' You prefer nature,' Mutimer repeated, comiag back to hia 
chair, on the seat of which he rested a foot. ' Well, I can't say 
that I do. The Wanley Iron Works wOl soon mean bread 
to several hundred families j how many would the grass 
support ! ' 

' To bo sure,' assented Hubert, still smiling. 

'You are aware,' Mutimer proceeded to ask, 'that this la 
not a speculation for my own profit 1' 

' I have heard something of your scheme. I trust it will 



' 1 dare say it will be — hy those who care anything about 
the welfare of the people.* 

Eldon rose; he could not trust himself to continue the 
dialogue. He had expected to meet a man of coarser grain , 
Mutimer'e intelligence made impossible the civil condescensioa 
which would have served with a boor, and Hubert found tha 
temptation to pointed utterance all the stronger for the dangers 
it involved. 

'I will drop you a note,' he said, 'to let you know as soon 
as the house is empty.' 

' Thank you.' 
■ They had not shaken hands at meeting, nor did they now. 
ISach felt relieved when out of the other's sight. 

Hubert turned out of the street into a. road which would 
lead him to the church, whence there was a field-path ba<dc to 
the Manor. Walking with hia ej-es on tlie ground he did not 
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perceive the tall, dark figure that approached him as he drew 
near to the churebyard gate, Mr. Wyvem had been conducting 
a burial; he had juat left the vestry and was on his way to the 
vicarage, which stood five minutes'- walk from the church. 
Himself unperceived, he scrutinised the young man until ho 
stood face to face with him ; his deep- voiced greeting caused 
Hubert to look up with a start. 

' I'm very glad to see you walking,' said the clergyman. 

He took Hubert's hand and held it paternally in both his 
own. Eldon seemed afiected with a suddeh surprise ; as he met 
the lai^ gaze his look showed embarrassment. 

'You remember me^' Mr. Wyvem remarked, his wonted 
solemnity lightened by the gleam of a brief smile. Looking 
closely into his fece was like examining a map in relief; you 
saw heights and pliuns, the intersection of multitudinous valleys, 
river-courses with their tributaries. It was the visage of a man 
of thought' and character. His eyes spoke of late hours and 
the lamp ; beneath each was a heavy pocket of skin, wrinkling 
at its juncture with the cheek. His teeth were those of an in- 
cessant smoker, and, in truth, you could seldom come near him 
without detecting the odour of tobacco. Despite the amplitude 
of his proportions, there was nothing ponderous about him ; 
the great head was finely formed, and his limbs must at one 
time have been as graceful as they were muscular. 

' Is this accident,' Hubert aaked; 'or did yon know me at 
the time t ' 

' Accident, pure accident. Will you walk to the vicarage 
with me ) ' 

They paced side by side. 

' Mrs. Eldon profits by the pleasant weather, I trust) ' the 
vicar observed, with grave courtesy. 

' Thank you, I think she does. I shall be glad when she is 
settled in her new home.' 

They approached the door of the vicarage in silence. Enter- 
ing, Mr. Wyvem led the way to hia study. When he had 
taken a seat, he appeared to forget himself for a moment, and 
played with the end of his beard. 

Hubert showed impatient curiosity, 

'Yon found me there by chance that morning?' he began. 

The clergyman returned to the present. His elbows on 
either arm of his round chair, he sat leaning forward, thought 
fully gazing at his companion. 

* By chance,' he replied, ' 7. a'^ep badly ; so it happened 
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I was abroad shortly after daybreak. I waa new fclie 
(dge of the wood when I heard a pistol-shot. I waited for the 
ieuond.' 

I ' We fired together,' Hubert remarked. 
I *Ah! It seemed to me one report. Well, as I stood 
istening, there came out from among the trees a man who 
ed in a huiTy. He was startled at finding himself face to 
with Die, but didn't stop; he said something rapidly in 
Trench that I failed to catch, pointed back into the wood, and 
lastened off.' 

'We bad no witnesses,' put in Hubert; 'and both aimed 
ur best. I wonder he sent you to look for me.' 

' A momentary weakness, no doubt,' rejoined the vicar drily. 
I made my way among the trees and found you lying there, 
ncunsciouB. I made some attempt to stop the blood-fiow, then 
picked you up ; it seemed better, on the whole, than leaving 

1 on the wet grass an indefinite time. Your overcoat was 

the ground ; as' I took hold of it, two letters fell from the 
locket. I made no scruple about reading the addresses, and 
Pas astonished to find that one was to Mrs. Eldon, at Wanley 
ilaoor, Wanley being the place where I was about to live on 
oy return to England. I took it for granted that you were 
ilrs, Eldon'a son. The other letter, as you know, was to a lady 

I hotel in the town.' 

Hubert nodded. 

' And you went to her as soon as you left me t ' 

' After hearing from the doctor that there was no immediate 

iger. — The letters, I suppose, would have announced your 
:eath 1 ' 

Hubert again inclined bis head. The imperturbable gravity 
f the speaker had the effect of imposing self-command on the 
onng man, whose sensitive cheeks showed what was going on 

Will you tell me of your interview with her ^ ' he asked. 
It was of the briefest ; my French is not fluent,' 
But she speaks English well.' 

Probably her distress led her to give preference to her 

ve tongue. She w.as anxious to go to you immediately, and 

Id her where you lay. I made inquiries next day, and found 

she was still giving you her care. As you were doing well, 

nd I had to bo moving homewards, I thought it better to leave 

rithout seeing yoii again. The innkeeper had directions to 

elt^raph to Bie if there was a change for the vqvs^' 
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' My pocket-book saved me,' remarked Hubert, touching hit 
*ide. . - . 

Mr. Wyvern drew in his lips. 

'Cams between that ready-stamped letter and Wajileji 
Manor,' was his comment. 

There was a brief silence, 

' You allow me a question 1 ' the vicar resumed. ' It is wift 
reference to the French lady.' 

' I think you have every right to question me.' 

' Oh no ! It does not concern the events prior to youi 
accident.' Mr. Wyvern savoured the word. 'How long i 
she remain in attendance upon you ) ' 

'A short time— two days — I did not need ' 

Mr. Wyvern motioned with his hand, kindly. 

' Then I was not mistaken,' he said, averting bis eyes fo 
the first time, 'in thinking that 1 saw her in Paris.' 

' In Paris 1 ' Hubert repeated, with a poor affectation ■ 
indifference. 

' I made a short stay before crossing. I bad business at 
bank one day; as I stood before the counter a gentlemf 
entei-ed and took a place beside me. A second look assured u 
that he was the man who met me at the edge of the wood tha 
morning. I suppose he remembered me, for be looked 
and moved from me. I left the bank, and found an opei 
riage waiting at the door^ In it sat the lady of whom we s_ 
I took a turn along the pavement and back again. The French 
man entered the cafriage; they drove away,' 

Hubert's eyes were veiled ; Le breathed through his nostrils 
Again there was aJence. 

' Mr. Eldon,' resumed the vicar, ' I was a man of the worl( 
hefore I became a Churchman ; you will notice that I affect r 
professional tone in speaking with you, and it is because 
know that anything of the kind would only alienate you, 
appeared to me that chance had made me aware of som.et 
it might concern you to hear. I know nothing of the drcum 
stances of the case, merely offer you the fiicts.' 

' I thank you,' was Hubert's reply in an undertona 

*It impressed me, that letter ready stamped for War 
ley Manor. I thought of it again after the meeting 
Paris.' 

' I understand you. Of course I could ejrplain the necessitj 
It would be useless.' 

' Quite, - But experience is not, or should not be, useles 
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>apecial1y ■wlien oommenfced on by one who has vory much of it 
lehind him;' 

Hubert . stood up. His mind was in r feverishly active 
itate, Beeming to follow several lines of thought simultaneously. , 
Among other things, he was wondering how it was that 
ihroughout thia conversation he liad been so entirely passive, 
He had never found himself nnder the influence of so strong a 
3ersonalJty, exerted too in such a strangely quiet way. . 

'What are your plans— yonr own plans )' Mr. Wyvern 
nquired. 

'Forgive me; — there will be no material difficulties f 

' None; I have four hundred a year.' 

' You have not graduated yet, I believe 1 ' 

' No. But I hardly think I can go back to school.' 

'Perhaps not. Well, turn things over. I should like to 
hear from you.' 

' You shall,' 

Hubert continued his walk to the Manor. Before the en- 
tiance stood two large furniture -vans ; the doorway was littered 
with materials of packing, and the hall was full of objects ii* 
disorder. Footsteps made a hollow resontmce in all parts of 
the house, for everywhere the long wonted conditions of sound 
were disturbed. The library was already dismantled ; here he 
could close the door and walk about without fear of intrusion. 
He would have preferred to remain in the open air, but a. 
summer shower had just b^«n as he reached the house. He 
could not sit still; the bare floor of the lai^ rOom met his needs. 

His mind's eye pictured a face which a few months ago had 
power to lead him whither it willed, which had in foct led him 
through strange scenes, as. far from the beaten road of a college 
curriculum as well could be. It was a face of foreign type, 
Jewish possibly, most unlike that ideal of womanly charm kept 
lin view by one who seeks peae« and the heart's home. Hubert 
|had entertained no thought of either. The romance which 
most young men are content to enjoy in printed pages he had 
acted out in his life. He had lived through a glorious madness, 
'as unlike the vulgar oat-sowing of the average young man of 
Iwealth as the latest valse on a street-organ is unlike a passionate 
dream of Chopin. However unworthy the object of his frenzy 
-^-and perhaps one were as worthy as another — the pursuit bad 
ibome him through an atmosphere of fire, tempering him for 
life, marking him for ever ft-om plodders of the dusty highway. 
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A reckless passion is a patent of nobility. Whatever existenc 
had in store for hira henceforth, Hubert could feel that he bai 
lived. 

An hour's communing with memory was brought to an en( 
■ by the ringing of the luncheon-bell. Since his illnesiS Huber 
had taken meals with his mother in her own sitting-room 
Thither he now repaired, 

Mrs. Eldon had grown older in appearance since that even 
ing of her son's return. Of course she had discovered th( 
cause of his illn^, and the incessant torment of a great feai 
had been added to what she suffered from the esfcrangemen 
between the boy and herself. Her own bodily weakness hac 
not permitted her to nurse him; she had passed days and nightf 
in anguish of exp©ct*incy. At one time it had been life or death 
If he died, what life would be hei-s through the brief delay h 
■which she could look forward t 

Once more she had him by her side, bnt the moral distanra 
between them was nothing lessened : Mrs. Eldon's pride woulc 
not allow her to restime the conversation which had ended 6< 
hopelessly for her, and she interpreted Hubert's silence in tht 
saddest sense. Now they were about to be parted j^ain. A 
house had beeii taken for her at Agworth, three miles away 
in her state of health she could not quit the neighbourhood o: 
the few old friends whom she still saw. But Hubert woulc 
necessarily go into the world to seek some kind of career. No 
hope shone for her in the prospect. 

Whilst the servant waited on them at luncheon, mother 
and son exchanged few words. Afterwards, Mrs. Eldon had 
her chair moved to the window, where she could see the garden 
greenery. 

' I called on Mr, Mutimer,' Hubert said, standing near her. 
Through the meal he had cast frequent glances at her pale, 
nobly-lined countenance, as if something had led him to occupy 
his thoughts with her. He looked at her in the same way 
now. 

' Did you ! How did he impress you t ' 

'He is not quite the man I had expected; more civilised. 
I should suppose he is the better kind of artisan. He talks 
with a good deal of the working-class accent, of course, bub 
not like a wholly uneducated man,' 

' His letter, you remember, was anything but illiterate. I 
feol I ought to ask him to come and see me before we leave,' , 

' Tbe correspondence surely suffices,' 
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You espresaal my thanls I ' 

* Conscientiously.' 

*I see you found the interview ratbef difficult, Hubert.* 

' How could it be otherwise ? The man is, well « 
is kind, but the kind is detestable,' 

'Did iie try to convert yon to Socialism ^'.aaked his mother, 
niling in her sad way. 

' I imagine he discerned the hopelessness of such an under- 
iking. We had a little passage of arms, — quite within the 
ounds of civility. Shall I tell you bow I felt in talking with 
imi I seemed to be holding a dialogue with .the twentieth 
sntury, and you may think what that means.' 

' Ah, it's A long way off, Hubert.' 

I wish it were farther. The man was openly exultant ; be 
tood for Demos grasping the sceptre. I am glad, mother, that 

I leave Wanl^ before the air is poisoned.' 

' Mr. Mutimer does not see that side of the question 1 ' 

' ITot hel Do you imagine the twentieth century will leave 

I gi-een spot on the earth's surface J ' 

' My dear, it will always be necessary to grow grass and 
om.' 

By no means; depend upon it. Such things will be oul- 
!vated by chemical procatises. There will not be one inch left 
> nature; the very oceans will somehow be tamed, the snow- 
lountains will be levelled. .And with nature will perish art. 
Vhat has a hungry Demos to do with the beautiful J' 

Mrs. Eldon sighed gently. 

'I shall not see it.' 

Her eyes dreamed upon the soft-swaying houghs of a young 
hestnut. Hubert was watching her face ; its look and the 
leaning implied in her words touched him profoundly. 

' Mother ! ' he said under his breath. 
My dearT 

He drew nearer to her and just stroked with his fingers the 
ilver lines which maxked the hair on either side of her brows. 
le could see that she trembled and that her lips set themselves 
1 hard self-conquest. 

J What do you wish me to do when we have left the 
lanor 1 ' 

is own voice Was hurried between two quiverings of the 
iroat ; his mother's only whispered in itply. 

' That is for your own consideration, Hubert,' 
With your counsel, mother.' 
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'A. aak it. I will follow ib. I wish to bo guided by you.' 
y He knelfc by her, and his mother preasod his head again: 
yter bosom. 

Later, she asked — 

' Did you call also on the Walthama ) ' 

He shook his head. 

' Should yon not do so, dear ^ ' 

'I think that must be later,' 

The subject waa not pursued. 

The next day waa Saturday. In the afternoon Hubert too] 
a walk which had been his favourite one ever since he coul 
remember, every step of tho way associated with recollection 
of childhood, boyhood, or youth. It was along the lane whici 
began in a farmyard close by the Manor and climbed with 
turnings to the top of Stanbury Hill. This was ever the firs 
route re-examined by hia brother Godfrey and himself on thei 
return from school at holiday-time. It was a rare region foi 
bird-neating, so seldom was it trodden save by a few farnii 
labourers at early morning or wheii the day's work waa over 
Hubert passed with a glance of recognition the bramble ii; 
which he had found his first spink'e nest, the shadowed mossj 
bank whence had fluttered the hapless wren just when th^ 
appi-oach of two prowling youngstoi-s should have bidden heij 
keep close. Boys on the egg-trail are not wont to pay much 
attention to the features of the country; hut Hubert remefu' 
hered that at a certain meadow-gat« he had always rested for il 
moment to view the valley, some mute presage of things un- 
imagined stirring at bis heart. Was it even then nineteenth 
century t Not for him, seeing that the life of each of us repro' 
duces the successive ages of the world. Eelwick, roaring a few 
miles away, was but an isolated black patch on the earth'* 
beauty, not, as he now understood it, a malignant cancer-spot, 
spreading day by day, corrupting, an augury of death. It 
those daysit had seemed fast in the order of things thatWanlej 
Manor should be bis home through life ; how otherwise t Wat 
it not the abiding-place of the Eldons from of old t Who hat 
ever hinted at revolution J He knew now that revolution had 
been at work from an earlier time than that ; whilst he playec 
and rambled with his brother the framework of their life wa 
crumbling about them. Belwick waa already throwing a shadow 
upon Wanley. And now liehold ! he stood at the old 
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rested his Jiancls wiers they had been wont to l-est, tui-ned hia 
pyes in the familiar direction ; no longer a mere shadow, thete 
was EeJwick itself. 

His Leart was hot with outraged affection, with injured 
>ride. On the scarcely closed grave of that passion which had 
lamed through bo brief a life sprang up the flower of natural 
endemess, infinitely sweet and precious. For the first time he 
was fully conscious of what it meant to quit Wanley for ever; 
ihe past revealed itself to him, lovelier and more loved because 
»arted from him by so hopeless a gulf. Hubert was nob old 
snough to rate experience at its true value, to acquiesce in the 
aw whicb wills that tbe day must perish before we can enjoy 
lO the full its l^ht and odour. He could only feel his loss, and 
■ebel against the fate which had ordained it. 

He had climbed but half-way up the hill ; from this point 
inwards there was no view till the suromit was reached, for the 
ane proceeded between high banks aud hedges. To gain the 
/ery highest point he had presently to quit the road by a stile 
ind skirt the edge of a small rising meadow, at the top of which 
vas an old cow-house with a few ti-ees growing about it. Thence 
me had the finest prospect in the county. 

He reached the stone shed, looked ikck for a moment over 
Wanley, then walked round to the other aide. As he turned 
,he corner of the building his eye was startled by the ubex- 
lected gleam of a white dress. A girl stood there; she was 
dewing the landscape through afield-glass, and thus remained 
inaware of his approach on Sie grass. He stayed his step and 
jbserved her with eyes of recognition. Her attitude, both hands 
■aised to hold the gla^, displayed to perfection the virginal 
mtline of her white-robed form. She wore a straw hat of tbe 
ilain masculine fashion ; her brown hair was plaited in a great 
iircle behind her head, not one tendril loosed from the maas; a 
vhito collar closely circled her neck ; her waist was bound witlr 
L red girdle. All was grace and purity ; the very folds towiirds 
he bottom of her dress hung in sculpturesque smoothoessY the 
brm of her half-seen foot bowed the herbage with . lightest 
)ressure. From the boughs above there fell upon her a dancing 
letwork of shadow. 

Hubet:t only half smiled ; he stood with his hands joined 
whind him, his eyes fixed upon her face, waiting for her to- 
;arn. But several moments passed and she was sfill intent on 
Jio, landscape. He spoke. 

'Will you let me look I*" i 
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" "Her hahds fell, all but dropping the glass ; still, slie did n 
start with unbecoming shrug as most people do, the iuBtmctii 
movement of guarding against a stroke ; the faliiiig of her arn 
'was' the only abrupt motion, her head turning in the directio 
of the speaker with a grace as spontaneous as that we se 
fawn that glances back before flight, 

' Oh, Mr, Eldon ! How silently you have come I ' 

The wild rose of her cheeks made rivalry for an instai 
with thfe richer garden blooms, and the subsiding warmth left 
pearly translueency as of a lily petal against the light. 

■ She held her hand to hitn, delicately gloved, warm 
whole of it was hidden within Hubert's clasp. 

' What wei-e you looking at so attentively t ' he asked. 

' At Agworth station,' replied Adela, turning her eyes agai 
In that quarter. ■ ' My brother's train ought to be in by i 
think. He comes home every Saturday.' 

'Does her 

Hubert spoke without thought, his look resting upon th 
maiden's red girdle. 

' I am glad that you are well again,' Adela said with natnra 
kindness. ' You have had a long illness.' 

' Yes ; it has been a tiresome afiair. Is Mrs. Waltham well 1 

' Quite, thank you.' 

' And your brother 1 ' 

'Alfred never had anything the matter with him in hi» 
life, I believe,' she answered, with a laugh. 

' Fortunate fellow I Will you lend me the glass 1 ' 

She held it to him, and at the same moment her straying 
eye caught a glimpse of white smoke, far off. *" 

'There comes the train!' she exclaimed. *You will bt 
able to see it between these two hUls.' 

Hubert looked and I'etumed the glass to her, but she did 
not make use of it. 

' Does he walk over from Agworth 1 ' was Hubert'fl nest 
question, 

' Yes, It does him good after a week of Belwick.' 

'There will soon be little difference between Belwick and 
Wanley,' rejoined Hubert, drily. 

Adela glanced at him ; there was sympathy and Borrow in 
the look. . 

' I knew it woiild grieve you,' she said. 

'And what is your own feeling? Do you rejoice In the 
charge as a sign of progress i ' ' 
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' Indeed, no. 1 am very, very sorry to hftim our beaatifiil 
valley so spoilt. It is oiily ' 

Hubert eyed her with sudden sharpness of scrutiny; thfe 
look seemed to check her words. 

' Only what } ' he asked. ' You find compensations 1 ' 

' My brother won't hear of such regrets,' she continued with 
8. little embarrassment. * He iusists on the good that will be 
done by the change.' 

' From such a. proprietor as I should have been to a man of 
Mr. Mutimer's activity. To be sure, that is one point of view.' 

Adela blushed. 

'That is not my meaning, Mr. Eldon, as you know. I was 
speaking of the change without regard to who brioga it about. 
And I was not giving toy own opinion ; Alfred's is always on 
che side of the working people; he seems to foi^et everybody 
else in his zeal for their interests. And then, the works are 
going to be quite a new kind of undertaking. You have heard 
of Mr. Mutimer's pkns, of course ) ' 

' I have an idea of them.' 
You think them mistakien 1 ' 
So. I would rather say they don't interest me. That 

la to disappoint you, Miss Waltham. Probably yon are 
interested in them t ' 

At the sound of her own name thus formally interjected, 
Adela just raised her eyes from their reflective gaze on the 
landscape ; then she became yet more thoughtful. 
Yes, I think I am,' she replied, with deliberation. 'The 
principle seems a just one. Devotion to a really unselfish 
cause is rare, I am afraid.' 

You have met Mr. Mutimcr 1 ' 

Once. My brother made his acquaintance, and he called 

Did he explain his scheme to you in detail 1 ' 

Not himself. Alfred has told me all about it. He, of 

se, is delighted with it ; he has joined what he calls the 

' Are you going to join t ' Hubert asked, smiling. 

' H I doubt whether they would have me.' 

She laughed silverly, her throat ti'emnions, like that of a 

bird that sings. How significant the langh was I the music of 

how pure a freshet of life ! , 

'All the members, I presume,' eaid Hubert, 'are to be 
dily enriched from the Wanley Minea and Iron Works 1 ' 
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! jokingly uttered, but Adela replied with sonw 
s if to remove a false impression. 

' Oh, that is qttite a mistake, Mr. Eldon, There is no 
qnestion of anyone being enriched, least of all Mr. Mutimer 
Limself. The workmen will receive just payment, not mere 
starvation wages, but whatever profit there ia will be devoted 
to the propaganda.' 

'Propaganda! Starvation wages I Ah, I see you hava 
■gone deeply into these matters. How strangely that word 
sounds on your lips — pivapaganda ! ' 
.. -Adela reddened,, 

' Why strangely, Mr. Eldon t ' 

,' One associates it with such very different speakers ; it has 
such a ternble canting sound. I hope you will not get into 
the habit of using it — for your own sake.' 

' I am not likely to use it much, I suppose I have heard 
it so often from Alfred lately. Please don't think,' she added 
rather hastily, ' that I have become a Socialist. Indeed, I dis- 
like the name; I find it implies so many things that I cftuld 
never approve of.' 

Her way of speaking the last sentence would have amused 
a, dispassionate critic, it was so distinctively the tone of Puritan 
maidenhood. From lips like Adela'a it is delicious to hear 
iauch moral babbling. Oh, the gravity of conviction in a white- 
eouled English girl of eighteen I Do you not hear her say 
those words : ' things that I could never approve of '^ 

As her companion did not immediat«ly reply, she again 
raised the field-glass to her eyes and swept the prospect. 

'Can you see your brother on tlie road !' Hubert' inquired. 

'No, not yet. "Diere is. a trap. driving- this .way. "Why, 
Alfi'od is sitting in it I Oh, it is Mr. Mutimer's trap I see.'* 
He must have met Alfred at tlio station and have given him a 

' Evidently they are great friends,' commented EMon. 

AdeJa did not reply. After gazing a little longer, eha 
said — 

' He will be home before I can get there,' ] 

, She screwed up the glasses and turned as if to take leave. ' 
But Hubert prepared to walk by her side, and together they 
reached the lane, 'I 

' Kow I am going to run down the hill,' Adela said, laugh- ' 
iiig, ' I can't ask you to join in such childishness, and Ij 
Buppose you are not going this way, either ) ' 
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* No, I am walking back to tbe Manor,' the other replied 
Boberly. ■ .' We had better say good-bye. On Meaday we shall 
leave Waaley, my mother and I.' ■ " 

' On Monday 1 ' 

The girl berauno graver. 

' But only to go to Agworth t ' she added. 

' I shall not remain at Agwortb, I am going to London,' 
. 'To— to study r 

, '. Something or other, I don't qwito know what. Good-bye [ ' 

-'"Won't you come to say good-bye to ua^to mother 1' 

' Shall yoo. be at home to-morrow afternoon, about four 
o'clock say ! ' 
- 'Oh, yea; the very time.' 

'Then I will come to say good-bye.' 

' In tliat case y/e needn't say it now, need we 1 It is only 
good- afternoon.' ' , ' . 

She began to waJk down the Jane. 

'1 thoaght yon were goi&g to run,' cried Hubert. 

She looked back, and her silver laugh made chorus with thd 
joyous refrain of a yellow-hammer, piping behind the hedge. 
Till the turn of the road she continued walking, then Hubert; 
had a glimpse of white folds waving in the -act of flight, and 
she was beyond his vision. 



CHAPTER VIII. 



Adela reached the house door at the very moment that Muti> 

"s trap drove np. She had run nearly all the way down 
tbe hill, and her soberer pace during the last ten-minutes had 
not quite reduced the flush in her cheeks. Mutimer raiaetl hia 
hat with much aplomb before he had pulled up his borse,-and 
his look stayed on her whilst Alfred Waltham was descending 
and taking leave. - ■ ; ■. 

' I was lucky enough to overtake yonr brother in Agworth,' 
he said. ■ ,,, 

' Ah, yon have deprived him of what he calls his constitu- 
tional,' laughed Adela. , , , , . 

' Have 1 1 "Well, it isn't often I'm h^e over Saturday, so 
he can generally feel safe.' 
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The hat was again aired, and Eichard drove away to the 
Wheatsheaf Inn, where he kept his horse at present. 

Brother and sister went together into the parlour, where 
Mrs. Waltham immediately joined them, having descended , 
from an upper room. 

' So Mr. Mutimer drove yon home ! ' she exclaimed, with 
the interest which provincial ladies, lacking scope for their 
eaer^ea, will display in very small incidents. 

'Yea. By the way, I've asked him to come and have, 
dinnej with us to-morrow. He hadn't any special reason for 
going to town, and was uncertain whether to do so or not, so I 
thought I might as well have him here.' 

Mr. Alfred always spoke in a somewhat emphatic first 
person singular when domestic arrangements were undev dis- 
cussion ; occasionally the habit led to a passing unpleasantness 
of tone between himself and Mrs. Waltham. In the present! 
instance, however, nothing of the kind was to be feared ; his i 
mother smiled very graciously. j 

' I'm glad yon thought of it,' she said. ' It would have 
been very lonely for him in his lodgings.' | 

Neither of the two happened to bo regarding Adela, or 
they would have seen a look of dismay fiit across her counte- 
nance and pass Into one of annoyance. When the talk had 
gone on for a few minutes Adela interposed a question. 

'Will Mr. Mutimer stay for tea also, do you think, 
Alfred r 

' Oh, of course ; why shouldn't he 1 ' 

It is the country habit; Adela might have known what 
answer she would I'eceive. She got out of the difficulty by 
means of a little disingenuonsness. 

' He won't want us to talk about Socialism all the time, 
will her 

' Of course not, my dear,' replied Mi-s. Waltham. * Why, 
it will be Sunday.' 

Alfred shouted in mirthful scorn. 

'Well, that's one of the finest things I've heard for a long 
time, motherf It'll bo Sundaj, a,nd, therefore we are not to 
talk about improving the lot of the human I'ace. Ye gods 
' Mrs. Waltham was puzzled for an instant, but the Piuitau 
assurance did not fail her. 

* Yes, but that is only improvement of their bodies, Alfred 
—food and clothing. The six days are for that you know,' 

'Mother, mother, you will kill me J You are so uncom* 
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Konly funay 1 I wonder your friends haven't long ago found 
Bome way of doing without bodies altogether. Now, I pray 
you, do not talk nonsense. Surely that ia forbidden on the 
Sabbath, if only the Jewish one.' 

'Mother is quite right, Alfred,' remarked Adela, with 
quiet affirmativeness, as soon as her voice could be heard. 
* Your Socialism is earthly ; we have to think of other things 
besides bodily comforts.' 

' Who said we hadn't f ' cried her brother. ' But I take 
leave to inform you that you won't get much spiritual excel- 
lence out of a man who lives a harder life than the ni^er- 
slaves. If you women could only put aside your theories and 
look a little at obstinate facta ! You're all of a piece. Which 
of you was it that talked the other day about getting the vicar 
to pray for rain ! Ho, ho, ho 1 Just the same kind of thing.' 

Alfred's combativeness had grown markedly since his 
making acquaintance with Mutimer. He had never excelled 
in the suaver virtues, and now the whole of the time he spent 
at home was devoted to vociferous railing at capitalists, priests, 
and women, his mother and sister serving for illustrations of 
the vices prevalent in the last-mentioned dass. In talking he 
always paced the room, hands ia pockets, and at times fairly 
stammered in his endeavour to hit upon sufficiently trenchant 
epithets or comparisons. When reasoning failed with his 
auditors, he had recourse to volleys of contemptuous laughter. 
At times he lost his temper, muttered words such as ' fooU !' — 
' idiots ! ' and Bung out into the open air. It looked as if the 
present evening was to be a stormy one. Adela noted the 
presage and allowed herself & protest in limine. 

'Alfred, I do hope yon won't go on in this way whilst 
Letty is here. You mayn't think it, but you pain her very 
much.' 

' Pain her I It's her education. She's had none yet, no 
more than you have. It's time you both began to learn.' 

It being close upon the hour for tea, the young lady of 
whom there was question was heard to ring the door-bell. We 
have already had a passing glimpse of her, but since then she 
has been honoured by becoming Alfred's affianced. Letty Tew 
fulfilled all the conditions desirable in one called to so trying a 
destiny. She was a pretty, supple, sweet-mannered girl, andj 
as is the case with such girls, found it possible to worship a 
I man whom in consistency she must have deemed the most con- 
demnnble of heretics. She and Adela were close friendsj 
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Adela, indeed, had co other friend in tiia nearer sense. The 
two were made o£ very different fibre, but that had not as yet 
distinctly eh own, 

Adela's reproof was not wholly without effect ; her brother 
got through the evening without proceeding to bis extremeat 
trucuience. Still the conversatioh was entirely of bis leading, 
consequently not & little argumentative. He had brought 
home, as he always did on Saturday, a batch of ultra periodi. 
cala, among them the ' Fiery Cross,' and his own eloquence 
Vas supplemented by the reading of excerpts from these lively 
colun^ns. It was a combat of tbree to one, but the majority 
ilid little beyond throwing up hands at anything particalai'ly 
outrageous. Adela said much less than usual. 

' I tell you what it is, you three ! ' Alfred cried, at a certain 
climax of enthusiasm, addressing the ladies ■jrith characteriatio 
courtesy, 'we'll found a brancb of the Union in "Wanley; I 
ineari, in our particular circle of thickheads. Then, as soon as 
Mutimer'B settlement gets going, we can coalesce. Now you 
two girls give next week to going round and soliciting subscrip- 
tions for the "Piery Cross." People have had time to get over 
the first scare, and you know they can't refuse such as you; 
Quai'teriy, one-and-eightpence, including postage.' 

' But, my dear Alfred,' cried Adela, ' remember that Letty 
and I ai-e not Socialists 1 ' 

' Letty is, because I expect it of ber, and you can't refuse 
to keep her in countenance.' 

The girls laughed merrily at this anticipated lordship ; but 
Letty aaid presently — 

' I believe father will take the pape^ if I ask him. One is 
better than nothing, isn't it, Alfred t ' 

' Good, "We book Stephen Tew, Esquire.' 
X ' But gui-ely you mustn't call him Esquire i ' suggested Adela. 

' Oh, he is yet nnregenerate ; let him keep his baubles,' 

'How are the regenerate designated ) ' 

'Comrade, we prefer.' 

■'■Also applied to women ! ' 

' Well, I suppose not. As the word hasn't a feminine, call 
yourselves plain Letty Tew and Adela. "Waltbam, without 
meaningless prefix.' 

'What nonsense you are talking, Alfred!' remarked hisl 
mother. 'As if everybody in Wanloy could address young 
ladies by their Christian names I ' /' ' "" 

In this way did Alfred begin the ' propaganda ' at home^ 
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Already the vilkge was much occupied witb iht vague new doo 
trineerepresentedby thenameof EichardMulimer; the parlour 
of the Wheatsheaf waa loud of evenings witli extraot-dinary 
debate, and gossipa of a higher station had at length found a topbi 
which promised to be inexhaustible. Of course the vicar waa 
eagerly sounded as to his views. Mr. Wyvem preserved an 
attitude of scrupulous neutrality, contenting himself with cor- 
rection of palpable absurdities in the stories going about, 'But 
surely you are not a Socialist, Mr. Wyvern J ' cried Mrs. Mew- 
ling, after doing her best to pump the reverend gentleman, and 
discovering nothing. ' I am a Christian, madam,' was the 
reply, 'and have nothing to do with economic doctrines^' 
Mrs. Mewling spread the phrase ' economic doctrines,' shaking 
her head upon the adjective, which was interpreted hy her 
hearers as condemnatory in significance. The hcdf-dozen shop- 
keepers were disposed to secret jubilation ; it was probable 
that, in consequence of the doings in the valley, trade would 
look up. Mutimer himself was a centre of interest such as 
Wanley had never known. When he walked down the street 
the news that he was visible seemed to spread like wildfire; 
every house had its gazers. Excepting the case of the Walthams, 
he had not as yet sought to make personal acquaintances, 
appearing rather to avoid opportunities. On the whole it 
seemed likely that he would be popular. The' little group of 
mothers with marriageable daughters waited eagerly for the 
day when, by establishing himself at the Manor, he would 
throw off the present semi-incognito, and become the recognised 
head of Wanley society. He would discover the necessity of 
having a lady to share his honours and preside at his table. 
Persistent inquiry seemed to have settled the fact that he waa 
not married already. To he sure, there were awesome rumours 
that Socialists repudiated laws divine and human in matri- 
monial affairs, but the more sanguine were inclined to regard 
this as calumny, their chaiity finding a support in their per- 
sonal ambitions. The interest formerly attaching to the Eldons 
had altogether vanished. Mrs. Eldon and her son were now 
mere obstacles to be got rid of as quickly as possible. It was 
the general opinion that Hubert Eldon's illness was purposely 
protracted, to suit his mother's convenience. Until Mutimer'a 
arrival there had been much talk about Hubert ; whether 
owing to Dr. Mann's indiscretion or through the servants at 
the Manor, it had become known that the young man waa 
Buffering from a bullet-wound, and the story circulated by Mrs. 
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Mewling led gossips to suppose that he bad been murderously 
assailed in that land of notorious profligacy known to Wanley 
83 ' abroad.' That, however, was now become an old story, 
Wanley was anxious for the Eldons to go their way, and leavf 
the stage clear. 

Everyone of course was aware that Mutimer spent bia 
Sundays in London (a cireum stance, it was admitted, not alto, 
gether reassuring to the ladies wibh marriageable daughters), 
and his unwonted appearance in the village on the evening of 
the pi'esent Saturday excited universal comment. "Would he 
appear at church next morning 1 There was a genei'al direct- 
ing of eyfH to the Manor pow. This pew had not been occu- 
pied since the fateful Sunday wben, at the conolosioo of the 
morning service, old Mr, Mutimer was discovered to hav^ 
breathed bis last. It was a notable object in the dim littlel 
church, having a wooden canopy supported on four slim oak| 
pillars with vermicular moulding, From pillar t« pillar hungi 
dark curtains, ao that when these were drawn the interior of 
the pew was entirely protected from observation. Even on thei 
brightest days its occupants were veiled in gloom To day the 
curtains remained drawn as usiial, and B>it.hard Matimei dis 
appointed the congregation, Wanley had obtained assurance 
on one point — Socialism involved Atheism, 

Then it came to pass that someone saw Mutimet approach 
the Waltbams' house jnst before dinner time saw him more 
over, ring and enter. A couple of hours, and the ominiu'! event 
was everywhere being discussed. Well, well, it was. not difficult 
to see what tJiat meant. Trust Mi-s, Waltbam for shrewd 
generalship. Adela Waltham had been formerly talked of in 
connection with young Eldon ; but Bldon was now out of the 
question, and behold, bis successor, in a double sense 1 Mrs, 
Mewling surrendered her Sunday afternoon nap and flew from 
house to house— of course in time for the dessert wine at each; 
Her cry was haro ! Kealiy, this was sharp practice on Mrs. 
Waltham's part ; it was stealing a march before the commence- 
ment of the game. Did there not exist a tecit understanding 
that movements were postponed until Mntimer's occujmtion of 
the Manor t Adela was a very nice young girl, to be sure, s 
very nice girl indeed, but one niust confess that she had her 
eyes open. Would it not be well for united Wanley io let her 
know its opinion of such doings 1 

In the meantime E,ichard was enjoying himself, with 
Kttle thought of the' Wanley gossips as of— shall we say, the old 
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Eurtained pew in Wanley Church t He waa perfectly aware 
that the Walthams did not represent the highest gentility, that 
ithere was a considerable interval, for example, between Mrs. 
jWaltham and Mrs. Weatlake; but the fact remained that he 
had never yet been on intimate tei-ma with a family so refined. 
Radical revolutionist though he was, he had none of the gross- 
ness or obstinacy which would have denied to the bourgeois 
household any advantage over those of his owa class. At 
dinner he found himself behaving circumspectly. He knew 
already that the cultivated taste objects to the use of a table- 
knife save for purposes of cutting ; on the whole he saw ^ 
grounds for the objection. He knew, moreover, that mandu- 
cation and the absorption of fluids must be performed without 
audible gusto ; the knowledgecost him some self-criticism. But 
there were numerous minor points of convention on which he 
was not so clear ; it had never occurred to him, for instance, 
that civilisation demands the breaking of bread, that, in the 
absence of silver, a fork must suffice for the dissection of fish, 
that a napkin is a graceful auxiliary Ln the process of a meal 
and not rather an embarrassing superfluity of furtive applica- 
tion. Like a wise man, he did not talk much during dinner, 
devoting his mind to observation. Of one thing he speedily 
became aware, namely, that Mr. Alfred Waltham was so very 
much in his own house that it waa not wholly safe to regard 
his demeanour as exemplary. Another point well certifled waa 
that if any person in the world could be pointed to as an 
unassailable pattern of comely behaviour that person was Mr. 
Alfred Waltham's eistfir, Richard observed Adela as closely as 

d manners would allow. 

Talking little as yet— the young man at the head of the 
table gave others every facility for eilence — Eichard could 
occupy his thought in many directions. Among other things, 
he instituted a comparison between the young lady who sat 
opposite to him and someone — not a young lady, it is true, but 
of the same sex and about the same age. He tried to imagine 
Emma Vine seated at this table ; the effort resulted in a dis- 
agreeable warmth in the lobes of his ears. Yes, hut — he 
attacked himself — not Emma Vino dressed as he was accustomed 
to see her; suppose her possessed of all Adela "Waltham's 
exterior advantages. As his imagination waa working on the 
hint, Adela herself addressed a question to him. He looked 
up, he ■ let her voice repeat itself in inward echo. His ears 
> still more dis; 
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Ifc was a lovely day — w-; 
i3ows open. The faintest 



enough to diao with, the wio' 

seemed to ■waft sunlight from 
comer to corner of the room ; numberlesa birds sang on the 
near boughs and hedges ; the flowers on the table were like a 
careless gift of gold-liearf«d prodigal eummer. Eichard trans- 
feired himself in spirit to a certain square on the borders of 
■Hoxton and Islington, within scent of the Regent's Canal. 
The house there was now inhabited by Emma and her sistera ; 
they also would be at dinner. Suppose he had the choice : 
^ere or here? Adela addressed to him another question. 
The square vanished into space. 

How often he had spoken scornf uily of that word ' lady ' t 
Were not al! of the sex women t What need for that hateful 
distinction 1 Richard tried another experiment with his imagi- 
nation. ' I had dinner with some people called Waltham last 
Sunday. The old woman I didn't much care about ; hat there 
was a young woman——' Well, why not? On the other 
hand, suppose Emma Vine called at bis lodgings. ' A young 
woman called this morning, sii' ' Well, why not! 

Dessert was on the table. He saw Adela's fingers take an 
orange, her other hand holding a little fruit-knife. Now, who 
could have imagined that the simple paring of an orange could 
be achieved at once with such consummate grace and so natu- 
rally ! In Richard's country they first bite off a fraction of the 
skin, then dig away with what of finger-nail may be available. 
He knew someone who would assuredly proceed in that way. 

Metamorphosis I Richard Mutimer speculates on (esthetic 
problems. 

' You, gentlemen, I dare say will be wicked enough to 
Bmoke,' remarked Mrs. Waltham, as she rose from the table. 

' I tell you what we shall he wicked enough to do, mother,' 
exclaimed Alfred. ' We shall have two cups of coffee brought' 
out into the garden, and spare your furniture ! ' 

' Vei-y well, my son. Your Hoo cups evidently mean thati 
Adela and I are not invited to the garden.' 

' Nothing of the kind. But I know you always go to sleep, 
and Adela doesn't like tobacco smoke.' 

' I go to sleep, Alfred ! You know very well that I have & 
very different occupation for my Sunday afternoons.' 

' I really don't care anything about smoking,' obserred 
Mutimer, with a glance at Adela. 

' Oh, you certainly shall ndb deprive yourself on my account, 
Mr. Mutimer,' said tiie girl, good-naturedly. ' I hope soon to 
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out into the garden, and I am not at all sure that my 
bjection to tobacco is serious.' 

Ah, if Mrs. Mewling could have heard that apeech 1 Mrs. 
lewliiig'a age was something lees than fifty j probably she had 
ad time to foi^et how a young girj such as Adela speaks in 
frankness and never looks back to muse over a double 
leaaing. 

It was nearly three o'clock. Adela compared her watch 
;ith the sitting-room dock, and, the gentlemen having retired, 
loved about the room with a look of uneasiness. Her mother 
tood at the window, seemingly regarding the sky, iu reality 
ccupying her thoughts with things much nearer. She turned 
nd found Adela looking at her. 

' I want just to mn over and speak to Letty,' Adela said. 
I shall very soon be back.' 

' "Very well, dear,' replied her mother, scanning her face 
bsently. ' But don't let them keep you.' 

Adela quickly fetched her hat and left the house. It was 
er habit to walk at a good pace, always with the same airy 
lovemeut, as though her feet only in appearance pressed the 
I'ound. Ou the way she again consulted her watch, and it 
aused her to flit still faster. Arrived at the abode of the 
lews, she fortunately found Letty in the garden, sitting with 
wo younger sisters, one a child of fi.ve years. Miss Tew was 
eading aloud to them, her book being ' Pilgrim's Progress.' 
Lt the sight of Adela the youngest of the three slipped down 
;om her seat and ran to meet her with laughter and shaking of 

Is. 

' Carry me round ! carry me round ! ' cried the little one. 

For it was Adela's habit to snatch up the flaxen little 
iftiden, seat her upon her shoulder, and trot merrily round a 
ircular path in the garden. But the sister next in age, whose 
hirteenth year had developed deep convictions, interposed 
harply — 

' Eva, don't bo naughty ! Isn't it Sunday ! ' 

The little one, saved on the very brink of iniquity, turned 
way in confusion and stood with a finger in her mouth. 

"^'11 come and carry you round to-mortow, Eva,' Sfud thg 
isitor, stooping to kiss the reluctant f£ice. Then, turning to 
he admoniliess, ' Jessie, will you read a little^ X want jua( 
speak to Ijetty.' 

Miss Jessie took the volume, made her countenance yeff 
temer, and, having drawn Eva to her side, began to read in 
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meaaured tones, reproducing as well as she could the enuncaatio 
of the pulpit. Adela beckoned to her friend, and the tw 
■walked apart, 

'I'm in such a fix,' she bajjan, speaking hurriedly, 'ai 
there isu't a minute to lose. Mr. Mutimer has been havji 
dinner with us; Alfred invited him. And I expect M: 
Eltlon to come about four o'clock. I met him yest«rda,y on ti 
Hill; he came up just as I wd.s looking out for Alfred wit 
the glass, and I asked him if he wouldn't come and say gooc 
bye to mother this afternoon. Of course I'd no idea that M: 
Mutimer would come to dinner; he always goes away fc 
Sunday, Isn't it dreadfully awkward ) ' 

' You think he wouldn't like to meet Mr. Mutimer ) ' aske 
Letty, savouring the gravity of the situation. 

' I'm sure he wouldn't. He spoke about him yesterdaj 
Of course he didn't say anything against Mr. Mutimer, but 
could tell from his way of speaking. And then it's quit 
natural, isn't it ! I'm really afraid. Hell think it so unkin 
of me. I told him we should be alone, and I shan't be able t 
explain. Isn't it tiresome i ' 

' It is, really I But of course Mr, Eldon will underatant 
To think that it should happen just this day!' 

An idea flashed across Miss Tew'e mind, 

' Couldn't you be at the door when he comes, and Just — jus 
say, you know, that you're sorry, that you knew nothing abou 
Mi, Mutimer coming? ' 

' I've thought of something else,' returned Adela, lowerin 
her voice, as if to impart a project of doubtful propriety 
' Suppose I walk towards the Manor and — and meet him oi 
the way, before he gets very far t Then I could save him th 
annoyance, couldn't I, dear t ' 

lletty widened her eyes. The idea was splendid, but- 

' You don't think, dear, that it might be a little— that yo 
might find it %' 

Adela reddened. ! 

'It is only a piece of kindness. Mr. Eldon will under 
stand, I'm sure. He asked me so particularly if we should b 
alone. I reaily feel it a duty. Don't you think I may go 1 ] 
must decide at once.' 

Letty hesitated. 

* If you really advise me not to ' pursued Adela 

' But I'm sure I shall be glad when it's done.' i 

' Then go, dear. Yes, I would go if I were you.* 
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Adela now faltered. 

' You really would go, in my place ? ' 

* Yea, yes, I'm sure I ehould. You see, it isn't as if It -was 
Iv. Mutimer you were going to meet,' 

' Ob, no, no ! That would be impossible.' 
J£e will be very grateful,' murmiired Lctty, without 
ooking up. 

If I go, it must be at once.' 
Your mother doesn't know he was coming ! * 
No. I don't know why I haven't told her, really, I 
appose we were talking so much of other things last nights 
tnd then I only got home just as Alfred did, and he said at 
nee that he had invited Mr. Mutimer. Yes, I will go. 
'erhaps 111 come and see you again after church.' 

Letty went back to ' Pilgrim's Progress.' Her sister 
'esaie enjoyed the sound of her own voice, and did not offer 

surrender the book, so she sat by little Eva's side and 

imed her Sunday face. 

Adela took the road for the Manor, resisting the impulse 

last glances on either side as she passed the houses at the 
nd of the village. She felt it to be more than likely that eyes 
^ere observing her, as it was an unusual time for her to be 
broa^i, and the direction of her walk pointed unmistakably to 
ne destination. But she made no aocoiint of secrecy ; her 
rrand was perfectly simple and with an object that no one 
ould censure. If people tattled, they alone were to blame. 
or the first time she experienced a little resentment of the 
lublic criticism which was so rife in "Wanley, and the experi- 
ftce was useful — one of those inappreciable aids to independ' 
uce which act by cumulative stress on a character capable of 
levelopment and softly mould its outlines. 

She passed the church, then the vicarage, and entered the 
ledgeway which by a longe curve led to the Manor. She was 
laekening her pace, not wishing to approach too near to the 
LOUse, when she at length saw Hubert Eldon walking towards 
ler. Ho advanced with a. look which was not exactly indifferent 
et showed no surprise ; the snule only came to his face when 
le was near enough to speak. 

' 1 have come to meet you,' Adela began, with frankness 

fhich cost her a little agitation of breath. ' I am. so very" 

oiTy to have misled you yesterday. As soon as I reached 

lome, I found that my brother had invited Mr. Mutimer 

to-day. I thought it Would be best if I came and 
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told you that—that we were not quifca alone, as 1 said w 
ghouldte.' • 

As she spoke Ade]a became distressed by perceiving,, o 
seeming to perceive, that the caase which had led her to thi 
step was quite ioadeqaate. Of coarse it was the result of he 
having to forbear mention of the real point at issue ; she couli 
not say that she feared it mi^t be disagreeable to her heare 
to meet Mntimer. But, put in the other way, her pretext fo 
eoming appeared trivial. Only with an eKti'eme effort sh 
preserved her even tone to. the end of her speech. 

'It is very kind of you,' Hubert replied- almost warmly 
' I'm very sorry you have had the trouble.' 

Ag she disclaimed thanks, Eldoa's tack discovered the wr] 
of safety. Facing her with a quiet openness of look, he said 
in a tone of pleasant directness which Adela had often feJc to bt 
peculiarly his own — 

' I shall b^t thank you by admitting that I should havi 
foand it very unpleasant to meet Mr. Mutimer, You felt that 
and hence your kindness. At the same time, no doubt, yoi 
pity me for my littleness.' 

' I think it pei'fectly natural that such a meeting should b( 
disagreeable. I believe T understand your feeling. Indeed 
yon explained it to me yesterday.' 
, 'I explained it?' 

' In what you said about the works in the valley.' 
, 'True. Many people would have interpreted me less 
liberally.' 

Adela's eyea brightened a little. But when she raised them, 
they. fell upon something which disturbed her cheerfulness. 
I'his Was the face of Mi's. Mewling, who had come up from the 
direction of Wanley and was clearly about to pay a visit at the 
Manor. The lady smiled and murmured a greeting as ahe 
passed by. 

' I suppose Mrs. Mewling is going to see my mother,' said 
Hubert, who also had lost a little of his naturalness. 

A. £ew more words and they t^in parted. Nothing further 
was said of the postponed visit. Adefa hastened homewardS) 
dreading lest she had made a great mistake, yet glad that she 
bad ventured to come. 

. Her mother was just going out into the garden, where 
4Jfred's voice sounded frequently in laughter or denuQciation. 
A.dela would have been glad to M.t alone for a short time, 
ftw Mrs. Waltham seemed to wish for her company. 'She had 
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miy time to glance at ll 
i palm, against each che9 

Alfred, was puffing cl3^ 
lad ceased smoking. Nenffi 
aok it, as there was do ot^ 

What a good thing tS^ 
W^ftltham. ' I always feel tfli 
aeri who toil so all through 1 
;liey must enjoy their Suni&y. 
^imllge in (/ia(, Mr. MutimerV 

' The change I should like t^ 
iireetion,' Richard replied. 'I w 
reqaent. In the towns you can » 
There's nothing to do but to walk abo« 
rhole it does far more harm than good.' ' 

Do they never , go to church 1 ' as 
ixperiencing a sort of irritation against tn 
raceable to more than one source; Mutimer 
lid not tend to soothe it. She asked the queS 
pirit of adverse criticism. 

'The working people don't,' was the repffl 
)issenting family here and there.' 

' Perhaps that is one esplanation of the Sui 
5elcsa to them.' , ^ 

Adela would scarcely have ventured upon such a 
pence to any secular matter; the subject being rel" 
tS I of course justified in expr^sing herself freely. 

Mutimer smiled and held back his rejoinder for . 

ihat timie Alfred had taken his pipe from his lips and v 

jg uttei'ance to unmeasured scorn. 

But. Mr. Mutimer,' said Mrs. Waltham, waving aside hep 

1 vehemence, ' you don't seriously tell us that the working 
fo )le have no religion) Surely that would be too shock- 
's ' 

Yes, I say it seriously, Mrs. Waltham. In the ordinary 

9 of the word, thoy have no religion. The truth is, they 

I no time to think of it.' 

Oh, but surely it needs no thought ■' 

Alfred exploded. : . , 

' I mean,' pursued his mother, ' that, however busy we are, 
leJ e must always be intervals to be spared fwm the world,' 

Mutimer again delayed hia I'eply. A look which he cast at 
.di :Ia appeared to move her to speech. 
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'Have tbey not their < 
Sunday f ' yL^ 

'Happily, Miss Walthaf " 
Kichard began. He was | 
8track him like a chai 
her. ' The man who \ 
himself body and soul t 



on the point of 
All his life long 
only of straitenet 
workhouse. 
Eeligion is 




le, as well i 



alise their li' 
Adela's tone 
collected himself to r 
es IS never free; ho sell 
7 Whai. sort of freedoB 
find himself and his famil; 
he has lost his work 
ind the fear of want — no 
you, but of destitution and th 
put aside his < 
'orking man has no luxuries. Now 
igs ; people always do, when they' 
.sses don't educate themselves. I 
lat free evening means 1 He gets hom< 
out; he has to be «p a^ ' 
What can he do but just lie about 'hal 
the whole principle of the caj ' 
lyment; it's calculated exactly how long a pai 
work in a day without making him incapabi 
'again on the day. following— just as it's calcalfite 
little a man can live upon, in the regulation t 
the workman returned home with strength to spaK 
would soon find it out, and workshop legislatlo 
revised — because of course it's the capitalists tha 
laws. The principle is that a man shall havf 
ii left for himself; it's all paid for, every 
ht with the wages at each week end. What religion: 
men have! Eeligion, I suppose, means thankfulness 
life and its pleasures — at all events, that's a great part of 
and what has a wage-earner to be thankful for f ' 

' It sounds very shocking,' observed Mrs. Waltham, adjoti 
what disturbed by the speaker's growing earnestness. Eicl 
paid no attention and continued to address Adela. 

'I dare say you've heard of the early trains — worki 
trains — that they run on the London raQways. If only fyo 
oould travel once by one of those I Between station and staltio 
there's scarcely a man or boy in the carriage who can ke 
awake; there they sit, leaning over against each other, tlhi 
heads dropping forward, their eyelids that heavy they can't mo! 
them up. I tell yon it's one of the most niiserablo sights t« 1: 
seen in this world. If you saw it, Miss Waltham, you'd Ipit 
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theca, Vm very sure of that I You only need to know what 
their life means. People who have never known liardship often 
speak more cnielly than they think, and of course it always 
will be so aa long as the rich and the poor are two ditferent races, 

much apart as if there was an ocean between them.' 

Adela's cheeks were warm. It was a novel sensation to be 
rebnked in this unconventional way. She was feeling a touch 
of shame as well aa the slight resentment which was partly her 
class-instinct, partly of her sex. 

' 1 feel that I Imve no right to give any opinion/ she said 
I an undertone. 

' Meaning, Ade!a,' commented her brother, ' that you have 
very strong opinion and stick to it.' 

' One thing I dare say you are thinking, Miss Waltham,' 
Richard pursued, ' if you'll allow me to say it. You think that 
I myself don't exactly prove what I've been saying— I mean to 
3ay, that I at all events have had free time, not only to read 
md reflect, but to give lectures and so on. Yes, and I'll ex- 
plain that. It was iny good fortune to have a father and 
HOther who were very careful and hard-working and thoughtful 
people ; I and my sister and brother were brought up in an 
>vderly homo, and taiight from the first that ceaseless labour 
md etrieb economy were the things always to be kept in mind. 
411 that was just fortunate chance ; I'm not praising myself in 
laying I've been able to get more into my time than most other 
working men ; it's my father and mother I have to thank for 
t. Suppose they'd been as ignorant and careless as most of 
heir class are made by the hard lot they have to endure ; why, 
; should have followed them, that's all. We've never had tp 
;o without a meal, and why^ Just because we've all of us ' 
worked like slaves and never allowed ourselves to think of rest 
ir enjoyment. When my father dieJ, of course we had to be 
Qore careful than ever; but there were three of us to earn 
Qoney, fortunately, and we kept up the home. "We put onr 
noney by for the club every week, what's more.' 

"The club J' queried Miss Walthatn, to whom the word 
uggested Pall Mall and vague glories which dwelt in her 
magi nation. 

' That's to make provision for times when we're ill ov can't 
et work,' Mutimer explained. 'If a wage-earner falls ill, what 
las he to look to 1 The capitalist won't troiible himself to keep 
iim alive; there's plenty to take his place. "Well, that's my 
losition, or was a few months ago. I don't suppose any work- 
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ing man has had more advantages. TakeifcasanexamplQOftliej 
most we can hope for, and pray aay what it ajnoiintB to 1 Juan 
on the right side, just keeping afloat, just screwing out an houn 
here and there to work your brain when you ouglit to be taking 
wholesome reci'eation ! That's nothing very grand, it seems t3 
me. Yet people will point to it and ask what there is to 
grumble at I ' 

Adela sat uneasily under Mutimer's gaze ; she kept her ejet 
down. 

' And I'm not sure that I should always have got on at 
easily,' the speaker continued. ' Only a day or two before ] 
heai-d of my relative's death, I'd juat been dismissed from my 
,employment;. that was because they didn't like my opinions 
Well, I don't say they hadn't a right to dismiss me, juat as I 
suppose you've a right to kill as many of the enemy as you can 
in time of war. But suppose I couldn't have got work any- 
where, I had nothing but my hands to depend upon ; if I 
couldn't sell my muscles I must starve, that's all.' 

Adela looked at him for almost the first time. She hat 
heard this story from her brother, but it came more impres 
dvely from Mutimer's own lips. Asortof heroism was involvet 
in it, the championship of a cause regardless of self. She re- 
mained thoughtful with troublous colours on herface. 

Mrs. Waltham was more obviously uneasy. There are cer 
tain things to which in good society one does not refer, first an< 
foremost humiliating antecedents. The present ^ircumstancet 
were exceptional to be sure, but it was to be hoped that Mr 
Mutimer would outgrow this habit of advertising his origin 
Let him talk of the working-classes if ho liked, but always ir 
the third person. The good lady began to refiect whether sbi 
might not venture shortly to give him friendly hints on thisani 
Bilnilarsnbjecta. 

But it was nearly tea-time. Mrs. Waltliam shortly rosi 
and went into the house, whither Alfred followed her. Miitimei 
kept his seat, and Adela could not leave him to himself, thougl 
for the moment he seemed unconscious of her presence. Whei 
they had been alone together for a little while, Bichard brok 
ttie silence. 

' I hope I didn't speak rudely to yoii, Miss Waltham. 
don't think I need fear to say what I mean, but I know ther 
fere always two ways of saying things, and perhajM I chose th 
roughest.' 
' Adela waa conscious of having said a few hard things men 
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tally, and this apology, delivered in a very honest voice, ap- 
petJed to her instinct of justice. She did not like Mutimer, 
and consequently strove against the prejudice whiuli the very 
Bound of bis voice aroused in her ; it was her nature to aim 
thus at equity in her personal jndgmente. 

'To describe hard things we must use hard words,' she 
replied pleasantly, 'hut you said nothing tliat could otfend.' 

' I fear you haven't much sympathy with my way of look- 
ing at the question. I seem to you to be going to work the 
wrong way,' 

' I certainly think you value too little the means of happi- 
ness that we ail have within our reach, rich and poor alike.' 

' Ah, if you could only see into the life of the poor, you 
would acknowledge that those means are and can be nothing to 
them. Besides, my way of thinking in such things is the 
same as your brother's, and I can't esjiect you to see any good 
in it.' 

Adela shook her head slightly. She Lad risen and was 
examining the leaves upon an apple branch which she had 
drawn down, 

' But I'm sure yon feel that there is need for doing some- 
thing,' he urged, quitting his seat. ' You're not indifferent to 
the hard lives of the people, aa most people are who have always 
lived comfortable livcis 1 ' 

She let the branch spring up, and spoke more coldly. 
I ' I hope I am not indifferent, but it is not in my power to do 
anything. 

'Will you let me say that you are mistaken in thatV 
Mutimer had never before felt himself constrained to qualify 
and adorn his phrases ; the necessity made him awkward. Not 
only did he aim at polite modes of speech altogether foreign to 
his lips, but his own voice sounded strange to him in ita forced 
suppression. He did not as yet 'succeed in regai'ding himself 
from the outside and criticising the influences which had got 
Jiold upon him; he was only conscious that a young lady — the 
very type of young lady that a little while ago he would have 
held up for scorn — was subduing his nature by her mere pre- 
Hence and exacting homage froift him to which she was wholly 
indifferent. ' Everyone can give help in such a cause as this. 
You can work upon the minds of the people you talk with and 
get them to throw away their prejudices. The cause of the 
working classes seems so hopeless just because they're too far 
away to catch the ears of those who oppress them.' 
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' I do not oppress thorn, Mr. Mutimer.* 

Adela spoke with a touch of impatience. She wished to 
bring this conversation to an end, and the man would give her 
no opportunity of doing so. She was not in reality paying al^ 
tention to hie ai^uments, as was evident in her echo of his last 
words. 

' Ifot willingly, hut none the less you do so,' he rejoined. 
' Everyone who lives at ease and without a thought of changing 
the present state of society is tyrannising over the people. 
Every article of clothing you put on means a life worn out 
somewhere in a factory. What would your existence be with- 
out the toil of those men and women who live and die in want 
of every comfort which seems as natural to you aa the air you 
breathe ? Don't you feel that you owe them something t It's a 
debt that can very easily be forgotten, I know that, and just 
because the creditoi-s are too weak to claim it. Think of it in 
that way, and I'm quite sure you won't let it slip from your 
mind again.' 

Alfred came towards them, announcing that tea was ready, 
and Adela gladly moved away. 

'You won't make any impression there,' said Alfred with a 
shrug of good-natured contempt. ' Argument isn't understood 
by women. Now, if you were a revivalist preacher ' ! 

Mrs. Waltham and Adela went to church. Matimer re- 
turned to his lodgings, leaving his friend Waltham smoking in 
tho garden. 

On the way home after service, Adela Iiad a brief murmured 
conversation with Letty Tew. Her mother was walkinjf out 
with Mrs, Mewling. 

'It was evidently pre-arranged,' said the latter, after re- 
counting certain details in a tone of confidence. ' I was quite 
allocked. On his part such conduct is nothing less than dis- 
gi'aceful. Adela, of course, cannot be expected to know,' 

' I must tell her,' was the reply. 

Adela was sitting rather dreamily in, her bedroom a coupla 
•of honrs later when her mother entered, 

'Little girls shouldn't tell stories,' Mrs. "Waltham began, 
with playfulness which was not quite natural. ' Who was :' 
that wanted to go and speak a word to Letty thh afternoon) 

'It wasn't altogether a story, mother,' pleaded the girl 
,.Bhamed, but with an endeavour to speak independently. ' I did 
. W4nt to speak to Letty.' 
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' And yoii pat it off, I suppose ! EeaHy, Adela, you must 
remember that agirl of your age has to be mindful of Iter self- 
respect. In Wanley you can't escape notice ; besides ' 

' Let me explain, mother,' Adela's voice was made firm by 
the suggestion that she had behaved unbecomingly. ' I went 
to Letty first of all to tell her of a difficulty I was in. Yester- 
day afternoon I happened to meet Mr. Eldon, and when lie was 
saying good-bye I asked him if he wouldn't come and see yon 
before he left Wanley. He promised to come this afternoon. 
At tlie time of course I didn't know that Alfred had invited 
Mr. Mutimer. It would have been so disagreeable for Mr. 
Eldon to meet him here, I made up my mind to walk towards 
the Manor and tell Mr. Eldon what had happened.' 

' Why should Mr. Eldon have found the meeting with Mr, 
Mutimer disagreeable 1 ' 

'They don't like eaeh other.' 

' I dare say not. Perhaps it was as well Mr. Eldon didn't 
come. I should most likely have refused to see him.' 

' Refused to see him, mother % ' 

Adela gazed in the utm.ost astonishment. 

' Yes, my dear. I haven't spoken to you about Mr. Eldon, 
just because I took it for granted that he would never come in 
your way again. That he should have dared to speak to you 
is something beyond what I could have imagined. When I 
went to see Mrs. Eldon on Friday I didn't take you with me, 
for fear lest that young man should show himselj. It was im- 
possible for you to he in the same room with him.' 

'With Mr. Hubei't Eldon! My dearest mother, what are 
you saying t ' 

' Of course it surprises you, Adela. I too was surprised. I 
thought there might be no need to speak to you of things you 
ought never to hear mentioned, but now I am f^raid I have no 
choice. The sad truth is that Mr. Eldon has utterly disgraced 
himself. When he ought to have been here to attend Mr. 
iMutimer's funeral, be was living at Paris and other such 
places in the most shocking dissipation. Things are reported 
of him which I could not breathe to you ; he is a bad young 
manl' 

The inclusiveness of that description 1 Mrs. Waltham's 
head quivered as she gave iitterance to the words, for at least 
half of the feeling she expressed was genuine. To her hearee 
the final phrase was like a thunderstroke. In a certain ]>vo- 
found work on the history of her country which she had been 
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in fcbe habit of stadying, tte author, disoHssmg theoharacter of 
Oliver Cromwell, iwhieved a most impressive climax in th^ 
■words, 'He was a bold, bad man.' The sidjective 'l>ad' de- 
rived for Adela a dark enei^ from her recollection of that 
passage ; it connoted every imaginable phase of moral degrada- 
lion, 'Diesipatioa' too; to her pnre mind the word had a 
terrible soiind; it sketched in lurid outlines hideous lurking- 
places of vice and diseaae. ' Paris and other such places.' 
With the name of Paris she i^sociated a feeling of reprobation ; 
Paris was the head-quarters of sin — at all events on earth. In 
Paris people went to the theatre oo Sunday ; that faot alone 
shed storm-light over the iniquitous capital. 

She stood mute with misery, appalled, horrified. It did not 
occur to her to doubt the truth of her mother's aeousatioos; 
the strange circumstance of Hubert's absence when every senti- 
ment of decency would have summoned him home corroborated 
the charge. And she had talked familiarly with this man a 
few hours ago ! Her head swam. 

' Mr. Mutimer kriew it,' proceeded her mother, noting with 
Batisfaetion the effect she was producing. ' That was why ho 
destroyed the will in which he had left everything to Mr. 
Eldon; I have no doubt the grief killed him. And one thing 
more I may tell you. Mr, Eldon's illness was the result of a 
■wound he received in some shameful quarrel ; it is believed that 
he fought a duel,' 

The girl sank back upon her chair. She was white and 
breathed with.dilficulty. 

'You win understand now, my dear,' Mrs. Waltham con- 
tinued, more in her ordinary voice, 'why it so shocked me ■fco 
hear that you had been seen talking with Mr, E!don near the 
Manor, I feared it was an appointment. Your explanation is 
all I wanted t it relieves me. The worst of it is, other people 
will hear of it, and of course we can't explain to everyone,' 

' Why should people hear V Adela exclaimed, in a quiver- 
ing voice. It was not that she feared to have the story known, 
but mingled feelings made her almost passionate. ' Mrs. 
Mewling has no right to go about talking of me. It is very 
ill-bred, to say nothing of the unkindness.' 

' Ah, but it is what we have to be prepared for, Adela. 
That is the world, my child. You see how veiy careful one 
hfla to be. But never mind; it is most fortunate that the 
Eldons are going. I am so sorry for poor Mrs. Eldon; who 
could have tliought that her son would turn out so badly I And 
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to think that he would have dared to come into my house ! At 
least ho liad the decency not to show himself at chuveh.' 

Adola sat silent. The wari'ing of Iiei' heart made outward 
sounds indistinct. 

'After all,' pursued her mother, as if making a great con- 
cession, ' I fear it is only too true that those old families he- 
come degenerate. One does hear such shocking etories of the 
aristocracy. But get to bed, dear, and don't lot this trouble 
you. What a very good thing that all that wealth didn't go 
into such hands, isn't iti Mr. Mutimer wilt at all events use 
it in a decent way ; it won't be scattered Jn vulgar dissijjation. 
— Now kiss me, dear. I haven't been, scolding you, pet; it 
was only that I felt I had perhaps made a mistake in not telling 
you these things before, and I bhimed myself rather than you. 

Mrs. Waltham returned to her own room, and aft«r a bijef 
turning over of speculations and projects begotten of the new 
aspect of things, fonnd her reward for conscientiousness "in 
peaceful slumber. But Adela was late in falling asleep. She, 
too, had many things to revolve, not worldly calculations, bht 
the troubled phantasies of a virgin mind which is experiencing 
its first shock against the bamers of fate. 



CHAPTER IX. 



PrrnAno Mutijier had strong domestic aflcctiona. TLeEnglisk 
aiusan is not demonstrative in such matters,. and thi'oiighout 
his life Richard had probably exchanged no word of endear- 
ment with any one of his kin, whereas language of the tem- 
pestuous kind was common enough from him to one and ali of 
them ; for all that he clung closely to the hearth, and nothing 
in truth concerned him so nearly as the well-being of bLs mother, 
his sister, and bis brother. Por them he bad rejoiced as much 
as for himself in the blessing of fortune. Now that the excite- 
ment of change had had time to subside, Richard found himself 
realising the fact that capital creates cares as well as removes 
them, and just now the centre of his anxieties lay in the 
house at Highbury to which his family had I'omoved from 
Wilton Square. 

He believed that as yet both the Princess and 'Arry were 
ignorant of the true state of affairs. It had been r 
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to them that Le had 'come in for' a handsome legacy fi-om 
his rel&tive in the Midlands, together with certain bnsineBS 
responsibilities which would keep bim much away from home ; 
they were given to understand that the change in their owa 
position and prospects was entirely of their brother's making. 
If Alice Maud was allowed to give np her work, to wear more 
expensive gowns, even to receive lessons on the pianoforte, she 
had to thank Dick for it. And when 'Arry was told that his 
clerkship at the drain-pipe manufactory was about to terminate, 
that he might enter upon a career likely to be more fruitful of 
distinction, again it was Dick's brotherly kindness. Mrs. 
Mutimer did her best to keep up this deception. 

But Kicbard was well aware that the deception could not be 
lasting, and had the Princess alone been concerned he would 
probably never have commenced it. It was about his brother 
that be was really anxious. 'AiTy might bear the trnth any 
day, and Richard gravely feared the result of such a, discovery. 
Had be been destined to future statesmanship, he coidd not 
liave gone through a more pi'oStable course of experience and 
reasonini; than that into which he was led by brothei'ly solicit 
tude. For 'Arry represented a very laige section of Demos, 
alike in his natural characteristics and in the circiimstances of 
hia position; 'Any, being 'Arry, was on the threshold of 
emancipation, and without the smallest likelihood that the 
event would change his nature. Hence the nut to crack : 
Given 'Arry, by what rapid process of discipline can he be 
prepared for a 8taf« in wHch the 'Arrian charaoteristics will 
Burely prove ruinous not only to himself but to all with whom 
he has dealings t 

Richard saw reason to deeply regret that the youth had been 
pat to clerking in the first instance, and not rather trained for 
some handicraft, clerkships being about the least hopeful of 
portions for a working-class lad of small parts and pronounced 
blackguard tendencies. He came to the conclusion that even 
now it was not too late to remedy this error. 'Arry must be 
taught what work meant, and, before he came info possession 
of his means, he must, if possible, be led to devote his poor 
wasby brains to some pursuit quite compatible with the stand- 
ing of a capitalist, to acquire knowledge of a kind which he 
could afterwards use for the benefit of his own pocket. De- 
ficient bodily vigour had had, something to do with his eleva- 
tion to the 6fBce of the drain-pipe factory, but that he appeared 
to have outgrown. Much pondering enabled Richard to hit at 
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length on what he considered a hopeM scheme ; he would 
ipprentice 'Arry to engineering, and send him in the evenings 
;o follow the courses of lectures given to working men at the 
School of Mines. In this way the lad would be kept constantly 
Mjcupied, he would learn the meaning of work and study, and 
ffhen he became of age would be in a position to take up some ■ 
»pitalist enterprise. Thus he might float clear of the shoals 
)f blackguardism and develop iato a tolerable member of 
iociety, at all events using his wealth in the direct employment 
)f labour. 

We have seen Eichard engaged in {esthetic speculation ; 
low we behold him busied in the training of a representative 
!opitalist. But the world would be a terrible place if the meQ 
>f individual energy were at all times consistent. Eichard 
tnew well enough that in planning thus for his brother's future 
le was inconsistency itself; but then the matter at issue con- 
Jerned someone in whom he had a strong personal interest, and 
»nsequently he took counsel of facts. When it was only the 
world at large that he was bent on benefiting, too shrewd a 
jifting of arguments was not called for, and might .seriously 
lave interfered with his oratorical effects. In regulating private 
nterests one cares singularly little for anything but hard de- 
nonstration and the logic of cause and effect. 

It was now more than a month since 'Airy had been re- 
noved from the drain-pipes and set going on his new'^course, 
md Eichard was watching the experiment gravely. Oonnecied 
with it was hia exceptionai stay at Wanley over the Sunday; 
le designed to go up to London quite unexpectedly about the 
niddle of the ensuing week, that he might see how things 
worked in his absence. It is true there had been another in- 
Idcement to remain in the village, for Eichard had troubles of 
lis own in addition to those imposed upon him by his family. 
Che Manor wasnowat his disposal; as soon as he had furnished 
t there was no longer a reason for delaying his marriage. In 
ippearanee, that is to say ; inwardly there had been growing 
"or some weeks reasons manifold. They tormented him. For 
ihe first time in his life he had begun to sleep indifferently ; 
when he had resolutely put from hia mind thought of Alice and 
Any, and seemed ready for repose, there crept out of less 
>bvious lurking-places subtle temptations and suggestions which 
'evered hia blood and only allured the more, the more they dis. 
luieted him. This Sunday night was the worst he had yet 
mown. When he left the Walthams, he occupied himself for 
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an hour or two in writing letters, resolutely eubiluing hi>, 
thoughts to the euhjects of his correspoudeoce. Then he ate 
supper-, and after that walked to the top of Stanbiiry Hill, 
hoping to tire himself. But he returned as little prepared for 
sleep as he had set out. Now he endeavoured to think of 
Emma Vine; by way of help, he sat down and began a lettCT 
to her. But composition had never been so difficult; he posi- 
tively had nothing to say. Still he mnst think of her. . When 
he went up to town on Tuesday or "Wednesday one of his first 
duties would be to appoint a day for his marriage. And he felt 
that it would be a dnty harder to perform than any he had ever 
known. She seemed to have drifted bo far from hita, or he from 
her. It was difficult even to see her face in imagination ; another 
face always came instend, and indeed needed no summoning. 

He rose next morning with a stem determination to marry 
Emma Vine in less than a month from that date. 

On Tuesday he went to London. A hansom put him down 
before the house in Highbury about six o'clock. 'It was a semi- 
detached vilia, stuccoed, bow-windowed, of two storeys, standing 
pleasantly on a wide road skirted by similar dwellings, and witt 
a row of acacias in front. He admitted himself with a latch-kej 
and walked at once into the front room ; it was vacant. Hi 
went to the dining-room and there found his mother at tea witt 
Alice and 'Arry. 

Mrs. Mutimer and her younger son were in appearance verj 
much what they had been in their former state. The mother'i 
dress was of better materia], but she was not otherwise out 
waiv31y changed. 'Arry was attired nearly as when we san 
him in a festive condition on the evening of Easter Sunday 
the elegance then reserved for high days and holidays no^i 
distinguished him every evening when the guise of the work 
shop was thrown off. He still wore a waistcoat of pronouncei 
cut, a striking collar, a necktie of remarkable hue. It was no 
necessary to approach him closely to be aware that his persoi 
was sprinkled with perfumes. A recent aoc[«isition was i 
heavy-looking ring on the little finger of his right hand. Ha 
you been of his intimates, 'Arry would have explained to yoi 
the double advantage of this ring; not only did it serve as ai 
adornment, but, as playful demonstration might indicate, i 
would prove of singulai- efficacy in pugilistic conflict. 

At the sight of his elder brother/ 'Any hastily put hi 
■ hands beneath the table, drew off the oi-nament, and consigne 
it furtively to his waistcoat pocket. 
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But Alice Maud was by no means wbat slie liad been. In 
ill that concerned his sister, Mutimer was weak; be could 
]uarrel with her, and abuse her roundly for frailties, but none 
Jie lesa was it one of his keenest pleasures to see her contented; 
!ven in ways that went quite against hia conscience. He might 
■ail against the vanity of dresB, but if Alice needed a new gown, 
Richard was the first to notice it. Hie neat little silver watch 
ihe carried was a gift from himself of some years ba«k ; with 
lifficulty ho had resisted the temptation to replace it with a 
Hold one now that it was in hia power to do so. Tolerable 
:aste and handiness with her needle had always kept Alice 
■ather more ladylike in appearance than the girls of her class 
ire wont to be, but such comparative distinction no longer 
sufficed. After certain struggles with himself, Eichard had 
told his mother that Alice must in future di'eas 'as a lady'; 
he authorised her to procure the services of a competent dress- 
maker, and, within the bounds of moderation, to expend freely. 
And the result was on the whole satisfactory. A girl of good 
Bgure, pretty face, and moderate wit, who has spent some years 
in a City showroom, does not need much instruction in the art 
of wearing fashionable attire becomingly. Alice wore this 
evening a gown which would not have been out of place at five 
o'clock in a "West-end drawing-room; the sleeves were rather 
abort, sufficiently so to exhibit a very shapely lower arm. She 
had discovered new wiLys of doing her hair; at present it was 
braided on either side of the forehead — a style which gave 
almost a thoughtful air to her face. When her brother entei'ed 
ehe was eating a piece of sponge-cake, which she held to her 
lips with peculiar delicacy, as if I'ehearsing graces. 

' Why, there now ! ' cried Mrs, Mutimer, pleased to see her 
son. 'If I wasn't saying not five minutes ago as Dick was 
likely to come some day in the week! WaMi't I, Alice 1 
What'II you have for your tea 1 There's some chops all ready 
in the 'ouss, if you'd care for them.' 

Kichard was not in a cheerful mood. He made no reply 
'immediately, but went and stood before the fireplace, as he had 
been accostiomed to do in the old kitchen. 

' Will you have a chop t ' repeated his mother. 

'No; I won't eat just yet. But you can give me a cup 

Mrs. Mutimer and Alice exchanged a glance, as the former 
■bent over the teapot. Richard was regarding his brother 
askance, and it resulted in a question, rather sharply put — 
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' Have you been to work to-day t * 

'Airy would, have lied had he dared ; as it was, he madi 
hia plate revolve, and murmured, 'No; he 'adn't.' 

'Why not r 

'I didn't feel well,' replied the youth, struggling for self 
confidence and doing his beat to put on an air of patieni 
euffecing, 

Erichard tapped his tea-cnp and looted the look of one who 
reserves discussion for a more seasonable time. 

' Daniel called last night,' remarked Mrs. Mutimer. '■'Hi 
says he wants to Bee you. I think it's something particular j 
he seemed disappointed you weren't at the meeting on Sunday, 

' Did he ! I'll see if I can get round ■to-night. K you likt 
to have something cooked for me about eight o'clock, mother, 
he added, consulting his watch, 'I shall be ready for it then.' 

He turned to his brother again, 

' Is there a class to-night 'i No 1 Very well, when they've 
cleared away, get your books ovit and show me what you'v^ 
been doing. What are yow going to do with youi'self, Alicel ' 

The two addressed, as well as their mother, appeared t( 
have some special cause for embarrassment. Instead of 
mediately replying, Alice played with crumbs and stole glai 
on either side. 

' Me and 'Arry are going out,' she eaid at length, with i 
rather timid smile and a poise of the head in pretty wilfulness. 

' Not 'Arry,' Richard observed significantly, 

' Why not ! ' came from the younger Mutimer, with acees 
of boldness. 

' If you're not well enough to go to work you certainly don' 
go out at night for your pleasure.' 

'But it's a particular occasion,' explained Alice, leaninj 
liack with crossed arms, evidently prepared to do battle. ' ' 
friend of 'Arry's is going to call and take us to the theatre.' 

' Oh, indeed ! And what friend is that 1 ' 

Mrs. Mutimer, who had been talked over to compliance 
with a project she felt Kichard would not approve — she had uc 
longer the old authority, and spent her days in trying to piec6 
on the present life to tlie former— found refuge in a babit mor« 
suitable to the kitchen than the dining-room ; she bad collectecj 
all the teaspoons within reach and was pouring hot-water upoi 
them in, the alop-basin, the familiar pi-eliminaiy to washing u| 

' A gen'leman as lives near here,' responded 'Arry. ' H 
writes for the newspapers. His name's Keene.' 
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'Ohi And how came you to know biml' 

* Met him,' was the airy reply. 

' And you've brought him here ? ' 

'Well, he's been here once.' 

' He said as he wanted to know you, Dick,' put in Mrs. 
Jutimer. ' He was really a civil-spoken man, and he gave 
4rry a lot of help with his books.' 

' When was he here 1 ' 

* Last Friday.' 

' And to-night he wants to take you to the theatioi' 
The question was addressed to Alice. 

* It won't cost him anything,' she replied, ' He saya he can 
Iways get free passes.' 

'No doubt. Is ho coming here to fetch you! I shall be 
lad to see Mni.' 

Eichard's tone was ambiguous. He put down his cup, and 

i to Alice — 

' Come and let me hear how you get on with your playing.' 

Alice followed into the drawing-room. For the furnishing 
f the new house Richai-d had not trusted to his own instincts, 
«t had taken counsel with a firm that he knew from adver- 
isementa. The K»u]t was commonplace, but not intolerable. 
lis front room was regarded as the Princess's peculiar domain ; 
he alone dared to use it fi'eely — declined, indeed, to sit else- 
'here. Her mother only came a few feet within the door now 
nd then ; if obliged by Alice to sit down, she did so on the 
dge of a chair as near to the door as possible. Most of her 
Mrs. Mutimer still spent in the kitchen. She had re- 
olutely refused to keep more than one servant, and everything 
hat servant did she herself performed over again, even to the 
making of beds. To all Alice's objections she opposed an 
bstinate silence. What was the poor woman to do^ She 
never in her life read more than an occasional paragraph of 
olice news, and could not be expected to take up literature at 
er age. Though she made no complaint, siffns were not want- 
ig that she had begun to sufier in health. She fretted through 
he nights, and was never really at peace save when she an- 
icipated the servant in rising early, and had an honest scrub, 
t saucepans or fireirons before breakfast. Her main discom- 
came of the feeling that she no longer had a house of her 
; nothing about her seemed to be her property with the 
xception of her old kitchen clock, and one or two articles she 
ould not hare borne to part with. From being a rather 
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talkative woman she had become very reticent ; she went aboui 
uneasily, with a look of suspicion or of fear. Her children glii 
DO longer ventured to command; the secret of their wealtt 
weighed npon Ler, she was in constant dread on their behalf 
It ia a bad thing for one such as Mrs. MntJiner to be throwi 
back npon herself in novel circumstances, and practically de 
barred from the only relief which will avail her— free discussioi 
with her own kind. The result is a species of shock to tht 
system, sure to manifest itself before long in one or other forn 
of debility. 

Alice seated herself at the piano, and began a finger 
cise, lahoriously, imperfectly. For the first week or two it hai 
given her vast satisfaction to be leai'ning the piano ; what 
certain sign of having achieved ladyhood 1 lb pleased her t 
assume airs with her teacher — a very deferential lady — to pu 
off a lesson for a fit of languidnesa ; to let it be understood hov 
entirely time was at her command. Now she was growlnj 
rather weary of flats and shai'ps, and much preferred to read o 
persons to whom the same nomenclature was very applicable ii 
the books she obtained from a circulating library. Her readin. 
had hitherto been confined to the fiction of the penny papers 
to procure Ler pleasure in three gaily-bound volumes wa 
another evidence of rise in the social scale ; it was like orderinj 
your wine by the dozen after being accustomed to a poor chanc 
bottle now and then. At present Alice spent the greater par 
of her day floating on the gentle milky stream of Englis 
romance. Her brother was made a little uneasy by this ' ' 
be had not studied the literature in question. 

At half past six a loud knock at the front door 
the_ expected visitor. Alice turned from the piano, and looke 
at her brother apprehensively. Richard rose, and establishe 
himself on the hearthrug, his hands behind him. 

' What are you going to say to him, DickT Alice aske 
hurriedly. 

' He says he wants to know me. I shall say, " Here I 

There were voices outside. 'Any bad opened the doi 
himself, and now he ushered his acquaintance into the drawinf 
room. Mr. Keene proved to be a man of uncertain age — 1 
might be eight -and-t wen ty, but was more probably ten yea 
older. He was meagre, and of shrewd visage ; be wore a blat 
ttock coat — rather shiny at the back — and his collar was ol 
yiously of paper. Incipient baldness endowed him in appea 
ftnce with a noble forehead; he carried eye-glasses. 
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Whilst ' Arry mumbled a form of introduction, the joumsilist 
— BO Mi. Keene described himself —stood in a bowing attitude, 
one hand to his glasses, eeeming to inspect Eichard with ex- 
treme yet respectful interest. When he spoke, it was in a 
rather mincing way, ■with interjected murmurs — the invohin- 
tary overflow, as it were, of his deep satisfaction. 

' There are few persons in England whose acquaintance I 
desire more than that of Mr. Richard Mutimer; indeed, I may 
Leave the statement unqualified and say at once that there is no 
one. I have heard yon speak in pubhc, Mr. Mutimer. My 
profession has necessarily led me to hear moat of our platform 
orators, and in one respect you distance them all — in the 
quality of sincerity. No speaker ever moved me as yen did. 
I had long been interested in your cause ; I had long ivished 
for time and opportunity to examine into it thoroughly. 
Your address — I speak seriously — removed the ■ necessity of 
further study. I am of your party, Mr. Mutimev. There is 
nothing I desire so much as to give and take the hand of 
brotherhood.' 

He jerked his hand forward, still preserving his respectful 
attitude. Eichard gave his own hand carelessly, smiling as a 
man does who cannot but enjoy flattery yet has a strong desire 
to kick the flatterer out of the room. 

Ate you a member of the TJnionV he inquired. 
"With pride I profess myself a member. Some day — and 
that at no remote date^I may have it in my power to serve the 
use materially.' He smiled meaningly. ' The press — you 
iderstand!' He spread his fingers to represent wide domi- 
nion. 'An ally to whom the columns of the bourgeois press 
are open — you perceive ! It is the task of my life.' 

' What papers do you write for 1 ' asked Mutimer bluntly. 

' Several, several, Not as yet in a leading capacity. Ir, 
fact, I am feeling my way. With ends such as I propose to 
myself it won't do to stand committed to any formal creed in 
politics. Politics, indeed I Ha, ha ! ' 

He laughed scornfully. Then, turning to Alice — 

' You will forgive me, I am sure. Miss Mutimer, that I 
address myself first to your brother — I had almost said your 
illostriomi brother. To be confessed illustrious some day, de- 
pend upon it. I trust you are well ) ' 

' ThanlcB, I'm very well indeed,' murmured Alice, rather di«- 
toncerted by such politeness. 

' And airs. Mutimer J That is weU. By-the-hy,' ho pro- 
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ceeded to Eichard, ' I have a piece of work in Iiand tJiat wil' 
deeply interest you. I am translating the great treatise o 
Marx, "Das Capital." It occurs to me that a chapter now and 
then might see the light in tha " Fiery Cross." JIow do yoi] 
view that suggestion ! ' 

Richard did not care to hide his suspicion, and oven such ar 
annoimcenient as this failed to move him to coi'diality, 

' You might diwp a line about it to Mr, Westlake,' he said. 

' Mr. Westlake ! Oh ! hut I qflite understood that you hat 
jiractically the conduct of the paper.' 

Eichard again smiled. 

' Mr. Westlake edits it,' he said. 

Mr. Keene waved his hand in sign of friendly intelligence 
Then he changed the subject. 

' I ventured to put at Mihs Mntimer's disposal certain ticket 
I hold — professionally— for the Regent's Theatre to-night—th' 
dress circle. I have five seats in all. May 1 have the pleasnr 
of your company, Mr. Mutimer 1 ' 

' I'm only in town for a night,' Eichai-d replied ; ' and '. 
can't very well spare the time.' 

' To be sure, to be sure ; I was inconsiderate. Then Mi 
Mutimer and my friend Harry ' 

' I'm sorry they're not at liberty,' was Richard's answer to 
the murmured interrogation. ' If they bad accepted your in 
vitation be so good as to excuse them. I happen to want then 
particularly this evening.' 

' In that case, I have of course not a word to say, save b 
express my deep regret at losing the pleasure of their company 
But another time, I trust. I — I feel presumptuoua, but it i 
my earnest hope to be allowed to stand on the footing not onl; 



a comrade ii 
lorgive me if I se 

inestimable,' 

Richard made 
his leave, suave ■ 

t to the dining-ri 



;, but of a neighbour ; I Kve ijuite near 
I little precipitate. The privilege is S( 



, and Mr. Keene forthwith tool 
I the last. When he was gone, Eichan 
, where his mother was sitting. Mrs 
Mutimer would have given much to be allowed to sit ii 
kitchen ; she had a room of her own upstairs, but there she fel 
too remote fi-om the centre of domestic operations, aud th( 
dining-room was a compromise. Her chair was always plaoei 
in a rather dusky corner ; she generally had sewing on her lap 
but the consciousness that her needle was not really in demand 
aud that she might jost as well have sat idle, trouhled hei 
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liaUta of mind. She often had the face of one growing pre- 
maturely aged. 

' I hope you won't let them bring anyone tliey like,' 
Eichard said to her. 'I've sent that fellow about his business; 
he's here for no good. He mustn't come again,' 

' They won't heed me,' replied Mrs. Mutimer, using the 
toiie of little interest with which she was aocuatomed to apeak of 
" 'aiisof the new order. 

'Well, then, they've got to heed you, and I'll have that 
understood. — Why didn't 'Arry go to work to day 1 ' 

' Didn't want to, I s'pose.' 

' Has he stayed at home often lately t ' 

' Not at 'ome, hut I expect he doesn't always go to work.' 

' Will you go and sit with Alice in the front room J I'll 
have a talk with him.' 

'Arry came whistling at the summons. There waa a nasty 
look on. his face, the look which in his character corresponded to 
Eichard's resoluteness. His brother eyed him. 

' Look here, 'Arry,' the elder began, ' I want this esplain- 
ig. What do you mean by shirking yoiir work J ' 
. There was no reply. 'Arry strode to the window and 
leaned against the side of it, in the attitude of a Sunday loafer 
waiting for the dram-shop to open. 

'• If this goes on,' Eichard pursued, 'you'll find yourself in 
your old position again. I've gone to a good deal of trouble to 
give yon a start, and it seems to me you ought to show a better 
spirit. We'd better have an understanding; do you mean to 
learn engineering, or don't you } ' 

' I don't see the use of it,' said the other. 

'What do you meanl I suppose you must make your 
living somehow 1 ' 

'Any laughed, and in such a way that Eichard looked at 
him keenly, his brow gathering darkness. 

' What are you laughing at t ' 

' Why, at you. There's no more need for me to work for 
I living than there is for you. As if I didn't know that !' 

' Who's been putting that into your head 1 ' 

No scruple prevented the lad from breaking a promise he 
(ad made to Mr. Keene, the journalist, when the latter es- 
)Iained to him the disposition of the deceased Eichard Muti-. 
er's estate; it was only that he preferred to get himself credit 
r ftcutencss, 

' Why, you dcu't think I was to be kept in the dark about 
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ft thing lUte that! It's just lilte you to want to make a fellow 
sweat the flesh off his bonoB when all the time there's a fortune 
■waiting for him. What have I got to work for, I'd like to 
know t I don't just see the fun of it, and you wouldn't neither, 
in my case. You've took jolly good car^ you don't work yonc- 
self, trust you ! 1 ain't a-going to work no more, so there it is, 
plain and flat.' 

Richard was not prepared for this ; he could not hit at once 
on a new course of procedure, and probably it was the ua- 
certainty revealed in his countenance that brought 'Arry to a 
piteh of boldness not altogether premedibited. The lad came 
from the window, thrust his hands more firmly into his pocketB 
and stood prepared to do battle for his freeman's rights. It is, 
not every day that a youth of bis stamp finds himself £[lorioualy 
capable of renouncing woi'k. There was something like a glow 
of conscious TJrtue on his face. 

' You're not going to work any more, eh 1 ' said his brother, 
half to himself, ' And who's going to support you ? ' he asked, 
with rather forced indignation. 

' There's intei'est per cent, coming out of my money.' 
'Arry must not be credited with conscious accuracy in his. 
use of terms ; he merely jumbled together two words which hadl 
stuck in his memory. 

' Oh 1 And what are you going to do with your time t ' \ 
'That's my business. How do other men spend their 

The reply was obvious, but Richard felt the full seriousness 
of the situation and restrained his scornful impulses. . 

' Sit down, will you ? ' he said quietly, pointing to a cbair. ' 

His tone availed more than anger would have done. 

' You tell me I take good care not to do any work myself 1 
There you're wrong. I'm working hard every day.' 

' Ob, we know what kind of work that is ! ' 

' No, 1 don't think you do. Perhaps it would be as well if 
you were to see. I think you'd better go to Wanlej with me.' 

' What for 1 ' 

'I dare say I can give you a job for awhile.' 

' 1 tell you I don't want a job.' 

Richard's eye wandered rather vacantly. From the fli-st it 
had been a question with him whether it would not be best to 
employ 'Arry at Wanley, but on the whole the scheme adopted 
seemed more fruitful. Had the works been fiitly established it> 
would have been a different thing. Even now he cotild keep! 
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the lad at work ftt Waiiley, though not exactly in the way he 
desired. But if it came to a choice between a life of idleness in 
London and sach employment as could he found for him at the 
works, 'Arry must clearly leave town at once. In a few days 
the Manor would be furnished; in a few weeks Emma would 
be there to keep house. 

There was the difficulty of leaving his motlier and sister 
alone. It looked as if all would have to quit Loudon, Yet 
there would be awkwardness in housing the whole family at 
the Manor ; and besides 

What the ' besides ' implied Richard did not make formal 
even in his own thoughts. It stood for a vague objection to 
having all his relatives dwelling at Wanley, Alice he would 
not mind; it was not impossible to picture Alice in ooaversa^ 
tion with Mrs. and Miss Waltham ; indeed, he desired that for 
her. And yet 

Richard was at an awkward pasa. Whithersoever he 
looked he saw stumbling-blocks, the more disagreeable in that 
they rather loomed in a sort of mist than declared themselves 
for what they were. He had not the courage %o approach and 
examine tliem ono by one ; he had not the audacity to imagine 
leaps over them ; yet somehow they had to be surmounted. 
At this moment, whilst 'Arry was waiting for the rejoinder to 
his last reply, Richard found himself wrestling again with the 
troubles which had kept him wakeful for the last two nights. 
He had believed them finally thrown and got rid of. Behold^ 
they were more stubhom than ever. 

He kept silence so long that his brother spoke. 

' "What sort of a job is it f ' 

To his surprise, Richard displayed sudden anger. 

' If you weren't such a young fool you'd see what's best for 
yon, and go on aa I meant you to ! What do you mean by 
saying you won't workt If you weren't such a thickhead you 
might go to school and be taught how to behave yourself, and 
how a man ought to live; but it's no use sending you to any 
such place. Can't you understand that a man with money has 
to find some sort of position in the world ( I suppose you'd 
like to spend the rest of your life in public-bouses and niusio- 
hallsr 

Richard was well aware that to give way to his temper waa 
worse than useless, and couid only defeat every end ; but some- 
thing within him just now gnawed so intolerably that there 
was nothing for it but an putbreat. The difficulties of life 
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were hedging him in — diiBculties he could not have conceived 
till they became matter of practical experience. And nn- 
fortunately ft great many of them were not'of an honest kind; 
they would not bear exposing, For ft man of decision, Mutimer 
was getting strangely remote from practical roads. 

' I shall live as I like,' observed 'Arry, thrusting out hia 
legs and bending his body forward, a combination of move- 
ments which, I know not why, especially suggests dissolute- 
ness. 

Eiohard gave up the contest for the precent, and went in 
silence from the room. As he joined his mother and sister 
they suddenly ceased talking. 

' Don't cook anything for me,' he said, remaining near the 
door. ' I'm going out.' 

' But you must have eomething to eat,' protested his mother. 
* See ' — she rose hastily—' I'll get a chop done at once.' 

' I couldn't eat it if you did. I dare say you've got some 
cold meat. Leave it out for me ; 1 don't know what time I 
shall get back.' 

' You're very unkind, Dick,' here remarked Alice, who wore 
a mutinous look, ' Why couldn't you let us go to the theati-e % ' 

Her brother vouchsafed no reply, but withdrew from the 
room, and almost immediately left the house. He walked half 
a mile with his eyes turned to the ground, then noticed ft 
hansom which was passing empty, and had himself driven to 
Hoston. He alighted near the Britannia Theatre, and thence 
made hia way by foul streets to a public-house called the 
' Warwick Castle.' Only two customers occupied the bar ; 
the landlord stood in his shirt-sleeves, witli arms crossed, 
musing. At the sight of Mutimer he brightened up, and 
extended his hand. 

' How d'you do ; how d'yon do, sir ! ' he exclaimed. ' G\&d. 
to see yoii.' 

The shako of the hands was a tribute to old timesj the ' sir ' 
was a recogi^ition of changed circumatauces. Mr. Nicholas 
Dabbs, the brother of Daniel, was not a man to lose anything 
by failure to acknowledge social distinctions. A short time 
ago Daniel had expostulated with his brother on the use of 'sir' 
to Mutimer, eliciting the profound reply, ' D'you think he'd 
Ijave 'ad that glass of whisky if I'd called him Dick ? ' 

' Dan home yet ! ' Mutimer inquired ■ 

'Kot been in five minutes. Come round, sir, will you J I 
fenow he wants to see you.' 
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A portion of tte counter was raised, and Eichai'd passed 
into ft parlour behind the bar. 

' I'll call bini,' said the landlord. 

Daniel appeared immediately, 

'I want a bib of private talk,' ne said to his brothei, 
' We'll have this door shut, if yon don't mind.' 

' Yon may as well bring U3 a drop of something first, Nick,' 
put in Richard, ' Give the order, Dan.' 

' Wouldn't have 'ad it bub for the " sir," ' chuckled Nicholas 
to himself, ' Never used to when he come hei-e, unless I stood 
it.' 

Daniel drew a chair to the table and stirred his tumbler 
thoughtfully, his nose over the steam. 

' We're going to have trouble with 'Arry,' said Richard, 
who had seated himself on a sofa in a dispirited way, 'Of 
course someone's been telling him, and now the young fool says 
he's going to throw up work, I suppose I shall have to take 
hiai down yonder with me.' 

'Better do so,' assented Daniel, without much attention to 
the matter. 

' What is ib you want to b.ilk about, Dan ! ' 

Mr, Dabbs had a few minutes ago performed the customary 
evening cleansing of his hands and face, bub it had seemed un- 
necessaiy to brush hie hair, which consequently stood upright 
upon his forehead, a wiry rampart, just as it had been thrust 
by the vigorously-applied towel. This, combined with an un- 
wonted lugubriouaness of visage, made Daniel's aspect some- 
whab comical. He kept stirring very deliberately with hia 
Hugar-or usher. 

' Why, it's this, Dick,' he began at length, ' And under- 
stand, to begin with, that I've gob no complaint to make of 
nobody ; it's only things as are awk'ard. It's this way, my 
boy. When you fust of ail come and told me about what I 
may call the great transformation scene, you said, " Now it 
ain't a-goin' to make no difference, Dan," you said. Now wait 
till I've finished ; I ain't complainin' of nobody. Well, and I 
tried to 'ope as it wouldn't maJce no difference, though I 'ad my 
donbts. " Come an' see us all just as usu'!," you said. Well, 
I tried to do so, and three or four weeks I come reg'lar, lookin 
in of a Sunday night. But somehow it wouldn't work ; some- 
thing 'ad got out of gear. So I stopped it off. Then cornea 
'Arry a-askin' why I made myself scarce, sayin' as th' old lady 
Mid the Princess missed me, So I looked in agdu ; but it was 
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wuss than Lofoi-e, I saw I'd done better to stay away. Bo l'v« 
done ever since. Y' understand me, Diek ) ' 

Richard was not entirely at his ease in listening. He tried 
to smile, but failed to smile naturally, 

'I don't see what you found wrong,' he returned, abruptly. 

'Why, I'm a-tellm' you, my boy, I didn't find nothing 
wrong except in myself, aa you may say. What's the good o' 
beatin' about the bush) It's just this 'ere, Dick, my lad. 
When 1 come to the Square, you know very well who it was as 
I com? to see. Well, it stands to reason as I can't go to the 
new 'ouse with the same thoughts as I did to the old. Mind, 
I can't say as she'd ever a' listened to me ; it's more than likely 
she wouldn't. Bnfc now that's all over, and the sooner I forget 
all about it the better for me. And th' only way to forget is 
to keep myself to myself,— see, Dick 1 ' 

The listener drummed with his fingers on the table, still 
endeavouring to smile. 

' I've thought about all this, Dan,' he said at length, with 
an air of extreme frankness. ' In fact, I meant t« have a talk 
with you. Of course I can't speak for my sistei-, and I don't 
know that I can even speak to her about it, hut one thing I 
can say, and that is that she'll never be encouraged by me to 
think herself better than ber old friends.' He gave a langh. 
'Why, that 'ud be a good joke for a man in my position! 
What am I working for, if not to do away with distinctions 
between capital and labour 1 You'll nevei- have my advice to 
keep away, and that you know. Why, who am I going to 
marry myself 9 Do yon suppose I shall cry off with Emma 
Vino just because I've got more money than I used to havet ' 

Daniel's eye was upon him as he said these words, an eye 
at once reflective and scrutinising. Richard feit it, and laughed 
yet molfl scornfully, 

' I think we know you better than that,' responded Dabbs. 
' But it ain't quite the same thing, you see. There's many a 
man high up has maiTied a poor girl, I don't know how it is; 
■perhaps because women is softer than men, and takes the polish 
easier. And then we know very well how it looks when a 
man as has no money goes after a girl as has a lot. No, no ; 
it won't do. Dick.' 

It was said with the voice of a man who emphasises a 
negative in the hope of eliciting a sh'onger argument on the 
ether side. But Eichard allowed the negative Snality in fact, 
if not in appearance . ..- 
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'Well, it's for yoiiruwn deciding, Dan, All I have to say 
is that you don't stay away with my approval. Understand that.' 

He left I>aniel idly stirring the dregs of his liquor, and 
went off to pay another visit. This was to the familiar house 
In. Wiltoa Square. There was a notice in 'the window- that 
dress-making and millinery were carried on within, 

Mrs. Clay (Emma's sister Kate) opened to him. She was 
better dressed than in former days, but still untidy. Emma 
was out making purchases, but could not be many minutes. 
In the kitchen the third sister, Jane, was busy with her needle ; 
at Sichard's entrance she rose from her chair with evident 
feebleness : her illness of the spring had lasted long, and its 
effects were grave. The poor girl — she closeEy resembled 
Emma in gentleness of face, but the lines of her countenance 
were weaker — now suffered from pronounced heart disease, and 
the complicated maladies which rheumatic fever so frequently 
leaves behind it in women. She brightenedat sight of the visitor, 
and her eyes continued to rest on his face with quiet satisfaction. 

One of Kate's children was playing on the floor. The 
mother caught it op irritably, and began lamenting the neces- 
sity of washing its dirty little hands and face before packing it 
off to bed. In a minute or two she went up stairs to discharge 
these duties. Between her and Richard there was never mudi 
exchange of words. 

' How are you feeling, Jane ? ' Mutimer inquired, taking a 
Beat opposite her. 

' Better — oh, very much bettor ! The cough hasn't been 
not near so troublesome these last nights.' 

' Mind you don't do too much work. You ought to have 
put your sewing aside by now.' 

' Oh, this is only a bit of my own, I'm sorry to say there 
isn't vei'y much of the other kind to do yet.' 

' Comes in slowly, does it 1 ' Eichard asked, without ap- 
pearance of much interest. 

' It'll be better soon, I dare say. People want time, you 
see, to get to know of us.' 

Richard's eyes wandered. 

'Have you finished the port wine yet 1' he asked, as if to 
fill a gap. 

' "What an idea ! Wliy, there's four whole bottles left, and 
one as I've only had thiee glasses out of.' 

' Emma was dreadfully disappointed when you didn't coins 
OS usuaV she said presently. 
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Kicliard nodded- 

' Have you got into yoar bouse ! ' she asked timidly. 

' It ien't quite ready yet ; but I've been seeing about the 
furnishing.' 

Jane dreamed upon the word. It was her habit to escape 
from the suffering weakness of her own life to joy in the lot 
Vhich awaited her sister. 

' And Emma wiil have a room nil to herself ! ' ' 

Jane bad read of ladies' boudoirs ; it was her triumph to 
have won a promise from Richard that Emma should have such 
a chamber, 

' How is it going to he furnished 1 Do tell me.' 

■Richard's imagination was not aotive ia the spheres of up- 
holstery. 

' Well, I can't yet say,' he replied, as if with an effort to 
rouse himself. ' How would you lite it to be ) ' 

Jane had ever before her mind a vague vision of brighfc- 
hued drapery, of glistening tables and chairs, of nobly patterned 
carpet, setting which her heart deemed tit for that priceless 
jewel, her dear sister. Rut to describe it aU in words was a 
task beyond her. And the return of Emma herself saved her 
from the necessity of trying. 

Hearing her enter the house, Richard went up to meet 
Emma, and they sat together in the sitting-room. This room 
was just as it had been in Mrs. Mutimer's day, save for a few 
ornaments from the mantelpiece, which the old lady could not 
be induced to leave behind her. Here customers were to be re- 
ceived — 'when they came ; a room upstairs was set apart for work. 

Emma wore a slightly anxious look; it showed even through 
her happiness. None the less, the very perceptible change 
■which the fast few months had wrought in her was in the 
direction of cheerful activity; her motions were quicker, her 
speech had less of self distrust, she laughed more freely, dis- 
played more of youthful spontaneity in her whole bearing. 
[The joy which possessed her at Richard's coming was never 
touched with disappointment at his sober modes of exhibiting 
affection. The root of Emma's character was steadfast faith. 
She did not allow herself to judge of Richard by the impulses 
of her own heart; those, she argued, were womanly; a man 
must be more independent in hie strength. Of what a man 
ought to be she had but one criterion, Richard's self. Her 
judgment on this point had been formed five or six years ago ; 
she felt that nothing now could ever shake it. AU of espi'essed 
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love that he tvaa pleased to give her she stored in the shrine of 
her memory; many a hght word forgotten by the spealier as 
Booa as it was utteted hved still as a part of the girl's hourly 
life, but his reticences she accepted with no less devout 
humility. What need of repetitions? He had spoken to her 
the decisive word, and it was a eolumn established for ever, a. 
monument of that over which time had no power. "Women 
are too apt to make their fondness a source of infinite fears ; in 
Emma growth of love meant growth of confiden ce. \ 

' Does all go well at the works ! ' was her first question. 
For she had made his intei-este her own, and was following in 
erdent imagination the undertaking which stamped her husband 
with nobility. 

Bichard talked on the subject for some moments ; it was 
easier to do so than to come at once to the words he had in 
mind. But he worked round by degrees, fighting the way hard. 

' The house is empty at last.' 

' Is it t And you have gone to live there 1 ' 

' Not yet. I must get some furniture in first.' 

Emma kept silence; the shadows of a smile journeyed 
trembling from her eyes to her lips. 

The question voiced itself fi'om Richard ; 

' When will you be ready to go thither ? ' 

' I'm afraid — I don't think I must leave them just yet— ^for 
:i little longer.' 

He did not look at her. Emma was reading his face ; the 
characters had become all at once a little puzzling ; her own 
'ault, of coui-se, hut the significance she sought was not readily 
iiscoverahle. 

' Oan't they manage without you ! ' he asked. He believed 
lis tone to express annoyance ; in fact, it scarcely did so. 

'I think it won't be very long before they can,' Emma 
replied ; ' we have some plain sewing to do for Mrs. Eobinsoii 
kt the " Queen's Head," and she's promised to recommend us. 
['vB just called there, and she really seems anxious to help. If - 
lane was stronger I shouldn't mind so much, but she mustn't 
ivork hard just yet, and Kate has a great deal to do with the 
;hildren. Besides, Kate can't get out of the slop sowing, and 
>f course that won't do* for this kind of work. She'll get the 
ititch very soon.' 

Richard seemed to be musing. 

'You see' — she moved nearer to his side, — 'it's only just 
ihe beginning. I'm so, afi'aid that they wouldn't be able to 
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look about foj work if X left them now. Jane hasn't the 
Btiongth to go and see people; and Kate — well, you know^ 
Kichard, she can't quite suit herself to people's fancies. I'm 
sure I tan do so much in a few weeks; just that'll make all 
the diffevence. The beginning's everythiog, isn't it 1 ' ' 

Richard's eye travelled over her face. He was not without 
understanding of the nobleness which housed in that plain-clad, 
simple-featured woman there before him. It had shot a ray ta^ 
the secret places of his heart before now ; it breathed a passinj 
snmmer along his veins at this present. 

' What need is there to bother J ' he said, of purpose fixinfi 
his eye steadily on here. ' Work '!! come Jn time, I dare say 
Let them look afver their house.' 

Perhaps Kiuma detected something not wholly sincere in 
this suggestion. She let her eyes fall, then raised them mart 
quickly. 

'Oh, but it's far better, Eiehard ; and we really have mad( 
a beginning, Jane, I'm sure, wouldn't hear of giving it up, 
It's wonderful what spirits she has. And she'd be miserable il 
she wasn't trying to work — I know so well how it would be. 
Just a few weeks longer. She really does get much better, and 
she says it's all "the business." It gives her something tc 
occupy her mind.* 

' Well, it's just as you like,' said Eichard, rather absently. 

'But you do think it best, don't you, dear!' she urged, 
' It's good to finish things you begin, isn't it 1 I should feel 
rather dissatisfied with myself if I gave it up, and just when 
everything's promising, I believe it's what you really would 
wish me to do,' 

' All right. I'll get the house furnished. But I can't give 
you much longer.' 

He continued to talk in a mechanical way for a quarter ol 
an hour, principally of the works ; then said that he had pro. 
mised to be home for supper, and took a rather hasty leave, 
He called good-night to the sisters from the top of the kitchen 
stairs. 

Jane's face was full of joyous questioning as soon as hei 
sister reappeared, but Emma disclosed nothing till they two 
■were alone in the bed-room. To Emma it was the simplest 
thing in the world to put a duty before pleasure ; she had nc 
hesitation in telling her sister how matters stood. And the 
other accepted it as pure love. 

'I'm sure it'll only be a week or two bcfwe we car 
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nanage Ibr OHrselvas,' Jane said. 'Of courae, people are far 
readier to give you work than they would be to me or Kate. 
But it'll be all right when we're once started.' 

' I shall be very sorry to leave you, dear,' murmured Emma. 
You'll have to be sare and let me know if you're not feeling 
ivell, and I shall come at once.' 

A& if you could do that!' laughed the other. ' Be- 

:, it'll be quite enough to keep mo well to know you're 
happy.' 

' I do hope Kate won't bo trying.' 

Oh, I'm sure she won't. Why, it's quite a long time 
since she had one of her worst turns. It was only the hard 
work and the trouble as worried her. And now that's all 

. It's you we have to thank for it all, Em.' 
You'll have to come and be with me sometimes, Jane. I 
know there'll always be something missing as long as you're 
out of my sight. And you must see to it yourself that the 
sheets is always aired; Kate's often so careless about that. 
You will promise me now, won't you J I shall be dreadfully 
anxious every washing day, I shall indeed. You know that 
the leaat thing '11 give you a chili.' 

' Yes, I'll be careful,' said the other, half sadly. She was 
lying in her bed, and Emma sat on a chair hy tbe side. ' Eat 
you know it's not much nse, love. I don't suppose as I shall 
live so very long. But I don't oare, as soon as I know you're 
happy.' 

' Jane, I should never know happiness if I hadn't my little 
sister to come and talk to. Don't think like that, don't for roy 
sake, Janey dear t ' 

'They laid their cheeks together iipon the pillows. 

' He'll be a good husband,' Jane whispei'ed, ' You know 
that, don't yon, Emmy t ' 

' No better in all this world I "Why do you ask so 1 ' 
No — no — I didn't mean anything. He said you mustn't 
wait miich longer, didn't he ? ' 

' Yes, he did. But he'd rather see me doing what's right. 
I often feel myself such a poor thing by bim. I mast try and 
show him that I do my best to follow his example. I'm 
ashamed almost, sometimes, to think I shall be his wife. It 
ought to be some one better than me.' 

' "Where would he find any one better, I'd like to know 5 
Let him oome and ask mo about that ! There's no man good 
enough for you, sister Emmy,' 
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Kichard was talking with his sister Alice; the others ha 
gone to bod, and the house was quiet. 

'I wasn't at ali pleased to see that man hero to-night,' h 
said. ' You shouldn't have been so ready to say yes when I 
ftsbed you to go to the theatre. It was like his impudem 

' Why, what evev'a the harm, Dick 1 Besides, we 
have some friends, and — really he looks a gentleman.' 

' I'll tell you a secret,' returned her brother, with a haL 
smile, half-sneer. 'You don't know a gentleman yet, an 
you'll have to be very careful till you do.' 

' Hovr am I to leai-n, then J ' 

' Just wait. You've got enough to do with your mnsi 
youp reading. Time enough for getting acquainted wit 
gentlemen,' 

'Aren't yon going to let anybody come and see us, then J 

'You have the old friends,' replied Richard, raising hi 

' You're thinking of Mr. Dabbs, I suppose. What did h 
want to see you for, Dick 1 ' 

Alice looked at him from the corner of her eye, 

' I think I'll tell you. He says he doesn't intend to com 
here again. You've made him feel uncomfortable.' 

The girl laughed. 

' I can't help how he feels, can H At all events, Mr 
Dabbs isn't a gentleman, is he, now !' 

'He's an honest man, and that's saying a good deal, let m 
tell you. 1 rather thought you liked him.' 

' Liked him t Oh, in a way, of course. But things 
different.' 

' How different 1 ' 

Alice looked up, pub her head on one side, smiled he 
prettiest, and asked — 

' Is it true, what 'Arry says — about the money ^ ' 

He had wanted to get at this, and was, on the whole, 
sorry to hear it. Bichard was studying the derivation of virtU( 
from necessity, 

' What if it is r he asked. 

' Well, it makes things more different even than I thought 
that's ail.' 

She sprang to her feet and danced across the room, ond 
hand bent over Lor head. It was not an ungraceful pictured 
Her brother smiled. 

* Alice, you'd bettei' be guided by me. x know a Uttle of 
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ttie -woL-W, and I can telp you wbere you'd make mistakes. 
Just keep to yourself for a little, my girl, and get on with your 
piano and your books. You can't do better, believe ma. 
Never mind whether you've any one to see you or not ; there's 
time enough. And I'll tell you another secret. Before you 
can tell a gentleman when you see him, you'll have to teach 
yourself to be a lady._ Perluips that isn't quite so easy as you 
think.' 

' How am I to learn then t ' 

' We'll find a way before long. Get on with your playing 
find reading.' 

Presently, as tbey were about to leave the room, the Prin- 

) inquired : 

' Dick, how soon are you going to be married ! ' 

'I can't tell you,' was the answer. 'Emma wants to put 
it off.' 



CHAPTER X. 



The declaration of independence so flobly delivei-ed by his brother 
'Atry necessitated Eichard's stay in town over the following day. 
The matter was laid before a family council, held after bi-eakfaat 
in the dining-room. Richard opened the discussion with some 
vehemence, and appealed to his mother and Alice for support. 
Alice responded heartily; Mrs. Mutimer was slower in coming to 
utterance, but at length expressed herself in no doubtful twins. 

' If he don't go to his work,' she said sternly, ' it's either him 
or me'U have to leave this house. If be wants to disgrace ua 
nil and ruin himself, he shan't do it under my eyes.' 

Was there ever a harder easel A high-spirited British 
j'outh asserts his intention of living a life of elegant leisure, 
[ind is forthwith scouted as a disgrace to the family. 'Arry sat 
under the gross injustice with an air of doggish defiance. 

' I thought yoa said I was to go to Wanley ! ' he exclaimed 
\t length, angrily, glaring at his brother. 

Richard avoided the look, 

' Ybu'll have to learn to behave yourself first,' he replied. 
If you can't be trusted to do your duty here, you're no good to 
ne at Wanley.' 

'Arry would give neither yes nor no. The councO broke up 
ifter formulating an ultimatum. 
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la the afternoon Rlehard had another private talk with thi 
iad. This time he addressed himself solely to 'Arry's self 
interest, explained to him the opportunities he would lose if h( 
neglected to make himself a practical man. What if there waf 
money waiting for him ) The use of mianey was to breed iaoney 
and nowadays no man was rich who didn't constantly inoreasi 
hia capital. As a great ironmaster, he would hold a positioi 
impossible for him to attain in any other way; he would emploj 
hundreds, perhaps thousands, of men; society would recognisf 
him. What could he espect to be if he did nothing but loa 
about the streets ? 

This was going the right way to wort. Eichard found thai 
he was making an impression, and gradually fell into a kindei 
tone, so that in the end be brought 'Arry to moderately cheer 
ful aojuicscence. 

' And don't let men like that Keene make a fool of you,' th( 
monitor concluded. ' Can't you see that follows like him'll hanj 
on and make their profit out of you if you know no better thar 
to let them t You just keep to yourself, and look after youi 
own future.' 

A sugjiestion that cunning was required of him flattered tht 
youth to some purpose. He had begun to reflect that after ai 
it might be moi* profitable to combine work and pleasure. H» 
agreed to pursue the course planned for him. 

9o E.ichai'd returned to Wanley, carrying with him a small 
satisfaction and many great anxieties. Nor did be visit London 
again until four weeks had gone by; it was understood that 
the pressure of responsibilities grew daily more severe. Hew 
Wanley, as the industrial settlement in the valley was to be 
named, was shaping itself in accordance with the ideas of the 
committee with which Mutimer took counsel, and the undertak' 
ing was no small one. 

In spite of Emma's cheerful anticipations, 'the business' 
meanwhile made little progress. A graver trouble was tht 
state of Jane's . health ; the suflerer seemed wasting away. 
Emma devoted herself to her sister. Between her and Mutimer 
there was no further mention of marriage. In Emma's mind a 
new term had fixed itself — that of her sister's recovery ; but 
there were dark moments when dread came to her that not 
Jane's recovery, but something else, would set her free. In th( 
early autumn ilichard persuaded her to take the invalid to tht 
sea-side, and to remain with her there for three weeks. Mrs 
Clay during that time lived aloue, and was very content to 
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ecraVG her fufcnro lirother-itt-law's stibsidy, without troubling 
bout the work which would not come in. 

Autumn bad Always been a peaceful and bouoteous season 
.t Wanley; then the fruit-trees bent beneath their golden 
harge, and the air seoiaed rich with sweet odours. But the 
ntumn of this year was unlike any that had visited the valley 
iltherto. Blight had fiUlen upon all produce; the crop of 
pples and plums was bare beyond precedent. The west wind 
ireathing np between the hill-sides only brought smoke from 
lewly-built chimneys ; the face of the fields was already losing 
ts purity, and taking on a dun hue. Where a large orchard 
lad flourished were two streets of small houses, glaring with 
lew brick and elate. The works were extending by degrees, 
nd a little apart rose the walls of a large building winch would 
OTitain library, reading-rooms, and lepture-hall, for the use of 
he industrial community. New Wanley was in a lair way to 
iaim for itself a place on the map. 

The Manor was long since furnished, and Kichard entH> 
ained visitors. He had provided himself with a housekeeper, 
s well as the three or four necessary servants, and kept a. 
addle-horse as well as that which drew his trap to and fro 
vhen he had occasion to go to Agworth station. His establish- 
nent was still a modest one; all things considered, it could not 
» deemed inconsistent with his professions. Of course, stories 
.0 the contrary got about; among his old comrades in London, 
horough^oing Socialists like Messrs, Cowes and CuUen, who 
>erhaps thought themselves a little neglected by the great light 
)f the Union, there passed occasionally nods and winks, which 
Tere meant to imply much. There were rumours of banqueting 
vhieh went on at Wanley; the Manor was sjjoken of by some 
vho had not seen it as little less than a palace — nay, it was 
leclared by one or two of the shrewder tongued that a man- 
ereant in livery opened the door, a monstrous thing if true. 
ffoTse than this was the talk whicli began to spread among the 
loxton and Islington XJnionists of a certain young woman in a 
)oor position to whom Mutimer had in former days engaged 
limself, and whom he did not now find it convenient to marry. 
i. few staunch friends Richard had, who made it their business 
toutly to contradict the calumnies which came within their 
learing, Daniel Dabbs the first of them. But even Daniel 
bund himself before long preferring silence to speech on the 
object of Emma Vine, He grew uncomfortable about it, and 
tid not know what to think. 
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The first of Bichard's visitors at tlie Manor were Mr. ai 
Mrs. "Westlabe. They came down from London one day, ai 
BTiayed over till the next. Other prominent members of tl 
Union followed, and before the end of the autumn Richai 
entertained some dozen of the rank and file, all together, payir 
their railway feres and housing them from Saturday to Monda 
These men, be it noted in passing, distinguished themselv 
from that day onwards by unsparing detraction whenever tl 
name of Mutimer came up iu private talk, though, of 
they were the loudest in applaase when platform refer 
their leader demanded it. Besides the expressly invited, thei 
was nainraliy no lack of visitors who presented themselvi 
volnntariiy. Among the earliest of these was Mr. Keene, th 
journalist. He sent in his name one Sunday morning reques 
ing an interview on a matter of business, and on being admittet 
produced a copy of the ' Bel wick Chronicle,' which contained 
highly eulogistic semi-biographic notice of Mutimer. 

' I feel I ought to apologise to you for this liberty,' sai 
Keene, in his flowing way, 'and that is why I have brough 
the paper myself. You -will observe that it is o 
notable men of the day. I supply the "Chronicle" with a Londo 
letter, and give them one of these little sketches fortnightly, 
knew your modesty would stand in the way if I consulted you 
ndvanoe, so I can only beg pardon post delictum, m we say.' 

There stood the heading in bold type, ' Men of the Day 
and beneath it ' XI. Mr. Eichard Mutimer.' Mr, Keene 
likewise brought in his pocket the placard of the 
wherewi Eichard saw his name prominently -displ 
journalist stayed for luncheon. 

Alfred Waltham was frequently at the Manor, Mutime 
now seldom went up to town for Sunday ; if necessity took hir 
thither, he chose some week-day. On Sunday he always spen 
a longer or shorter time with the "Waltham'a, frequently bavin 
dinner at their house. He hesitated at fli^t to invite the ladie 
to the Manor; in his uncertainty on social usages he feare 
lest there might be impropriety in a bachelor giving such « 
invitation. He appeals! to Alfred, who naturally laughed ih 
scruple to scorn, and accordingly Mrs. and Miss Waltham wer 
b^ged to honour Mr. Mutimer with their company. Mn 
Waltham reflected a little, but accepted. Adela would muo' 
rather have remained at home, but she had no choice. 

By the end of September this invitation had been 
and the Walthama had lunched a second time at the Manor, n 
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other guests being present. On the afternoon of the following 
day Mrs. Waltham and her daughter were talking togettier in 
their sitting-room, and the former led the conversation, as of 
late she almost invariably did when alone with her daughter, to 
(heir revolutionary friend. 

' I can't help thinking, Adela, that in all essentials I never 
knew a more gentlemanly man than Mr. Mutimer, There 
must be Bomething superior in. his family ; no douht we were 
altogether mistaken in speaking of him as a mechanic.' 

' But he has told us himself that he was a mechanic,' repHed 
Adela, in the impatient way in which she was wont to Rpeak 
on this subject. 

' Oh, that is his' modesty. And not only modesty ; hia 
views lead him to pride himself on a poor origin. He was an 
engineer, and we know that engineers are in reality profes- 
sional men. Eeraember old Mr. Mutimer ; he was a perfect 
gentleman. I have no doubt the family is really a very good 
one. Indeed, I am all but sure that I remember the name in 
Hampshire; tbei* was a Sir somethinst Mntimer — I'm con- 
vinced of it. No one realiy . belonging to the working class 
er bore himself as Mr. Mntimer does. Haven't you noticed 
e shape of hia hands, my dear V ' 

' I've only noticed that they are very large, and juat what 
iU would expect in a man who had done much rough work.' 

Mrs. Waltham laughed noisily. 

' My dear child, how can you be so perverse 1 The shape of 
the fingers is perfect. Do pray notice them next time.' 

' I really cannot promise, mother, to give special attention 
to Mr. Mutimer'a hands.' 

Mi's. Waltham glanced at the girl, who had laid down a 
book she was trying to read, and, with lowered eyes, seemed to 

collecting herself for further utterance. 

' Why are you so prejudiced, Adela! ' 

' I am not prejudiced at all. I have no interest of any kind 
In Mr. Mntimer.' 

The words were spoken hurriedly and with a ring almost of 
hostility. At the same time the girl's cheeks flushed. She felt 
lerself hard beset, A network wa.R being woven about her by 
londs she conld not deem other than loving ; it was time to 
ixert herself that the meshes might not be completed, and the 
lecessity cost her a feeling of shame. 

' But your brother's friend, my dear. Surely you ought not 
lio say that you have no interest in him at ail.' 
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* I tlo say it, mother, and I wish to say it so plainly that 
you cannot after tbis mistake me. Alfred's friends are very 
far from being necessarily my friends. Not only have I no in- 
terest in Mr. Mutimer, I even a little dislike tim,' 

' I had no idea of that, Adehi,' said her mother, rather 
blankly. 

' Biit it is the truth, and I feel I ought to have' tried 
to make you understand that sooner. I thought you would see 
tlmt I had no pleasure in speaking of him.' 

' But how is it pOEsible to dislike liim 1 1 confeSiS that is 
Tery hard for me to understand. I am sure his, behaviour to 
you is perfect — so entirely respectful, so gentiemanly,' 

' No, mother, that is not quite the word to nse, . Yoa are 
mistaken ; Mr. Mutimer is not a perfect gentleman.' 

It was said witJi much decision, for to Adela'a mind this 
clenched her argument. Granted the absence of certain quali- 
ties which she held essential in a, gentleman, there seemed to 
her no reason for another word on the subject. . 

'Pray, when has he misbehaved himself t' inquired her 
mother, with a touch of pique. 

' 1 cannot go into details. Mr. Mutimer haa no doubt 
many excellent qualities ;. no doubt he is really a 



L asked to say more than that, 
to me. Please, mother dear, 
I future. And there is some- 
ae you won't be offended with 
not ask me to go to the 



a well-meaning man. But if I a 
it must be the truth- -as it seem 
don't ask me to talk about bim 
thing else I wish to say. I do 1 
- me, but indeed I^I hope you 
Manor again. I feel I ought not to go. It is painful ; I suffer 
■when I am there.' 

' How strange you are to-day, Adela I Eeally, I think you 
might allow me to decide what is proper and what is not. My 
experience is surely the best judge. You are worse than 
kind, Adela ; it's rude to speai to me like that,' 

' Dear mother,' said the girl, with infinite gentleness, 
am very, very sorry. How could I be unkind or rude to yoa ! 
I didn't for a moment mean that my judgment was better than 
yours ; it is my feelings that I speak of. You won't ask 
to explain— to say more than that J You must understand 
jnel' 

' Oh yes, ray dear, T understand you too well,' was the stiff 
reply. ' Of course I am old-fashioned, and I suppose old- 
f(«shioned peoijle are a little coarse; their feelings are not quite 
as fine as they might be. We will say no more for the prei 
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Aaeta. I will do niy best not to lend yon into clisngreeable 
Bitnatioiis thi'ough my lack of delicacy.' 

There -were teara in Adela'a eyea. 

' Mother, now it is you who are untlnd, 1 am bo sorry 
that I spoke. You won't take my words as they wei-e meant. 
Must I say that I cannot let Mr. Mutiiner misundei^tand the 
way in wliich I r^ard him t He comes here really so very 

often, and if we begin to go there too , People are talking 

ahout it, indeed they are; Letty has told me bo. How can I 
help feeling pained ) ' 

Mrs. Welfcham drew out her handkerchief and appeared 
mildly agitated. When Adela bent and kissed her she sighed 
deeply, then said in an undertone of gentle melancholy ; 

' I ask your pardon, my dear, I am afraid there has been 
a little misimderstanding on both sides. But we Won't talk 
any more of it — there, there 1 ' 

By which the good lady of course meant that she would re- 
new the subject on the very earliest opportunity, and that, on 
the whole, she was not discouraged. Mothers are often un; 
aware of their daughters' strong points, but their weaknesses 
they may be trusted to understand pretty well. 

The little scene was just well over, and Adela had taken a 
seat by the window, when a gentleman who was approaching 
the front door Eaw her and raised hia hat. She went very 
pale. 

The nest moment there was a knock at the front door. 

' Mother,' the girl whispered, as if she could not speak louder, 
' it is Mr, Eldon.' ' 

' Mr, Eldon 1 ' Mrs. Waltham drew herself up with dig- 
nity, then Etarted from hei' seat. ' The idea of hia daving to 

She intercepted the servant who was going to open the door. 

' Jane, we are not at home I ' 

The maid stood in astonLsliment. She was not vsed to tho 
polite fictions of society ; never before had that welcome mortal, 
an afternoon visitor, been refused at Mrs. Waltham's. 

' What did you say, please, mum t ' 

'You will say that we are not at home, neither 1 nor Miss 
Waltham.' 

Even if Hubert Eldon had not seen Adela at the window 
■ he must have been dull not to read the meaning of the ser- 
vant's singular face and tone. He walked away with a quiet 
•Thank you.' 
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Mrs. Waltham cast a side glance at Adela wten she boawl 
the outer door close. The girl had reopened her book. 

' I'm not sorry that he came. Was there ever such as- 
tonishing impudence? If Cliat is gentlemanly, then I must 

confess I Eeally I am not at all sorry he came : it will 

give him a lesson,' 

' Mr. Eldon may have had some special reason for calling,' 
Adela remarked disinterestedly. 

'My dear, I have no business of any kind with Mr. Eldon, 
and it is impossible that he can have any with me.' 

Adela very shortly went from the room. 

That evening !Richard had for guest at dinner Mr. WiUi.i 
Hodman ; so that gentleman named himself on his cards, and 
BO he liked to be announced. Mr. Rodman was invaluable as 
surveyor of the works ; hia experience appeared boundless, and 
had been acquired in many lands. He was now a Socialist of 
the purest water-, and already be enjoyed ifcore of Mutimer's 
intimacy than anyone else. EJchard not seldom envied the 
easy and, as it seemed to him, polished manner of his subordi- 
■nate, and wondei'cd at it the more since Eodman declared him- 
self a proletaiian. by birth, and, in private, was'fond of referring 
to the hardships of his early life. That there may be no need- 
less mysteiy about Mr. Hodman, I am under the necessity of 
stating the feet that he was the son of a prosperous railway 
contractor, that he was bom in Canada, and would have suc- 
ceeded to a fortune on hia father's death, but for an unhappy 
eontretempa in the shape of a cheque, whereof Mr. Hodman 
senior (the name was not Rodman, but the true one is of no 
importance) disclaimed the signature. From that day to the 
present good and ill luck had alternated in the young man's 
career. His fortunes in detail do not concern us just now; 
there will bo future occasion for returning to the subject, 

' Young Eldon has been in Wanley to-day,' Mr. Rodman 
remarked as he sat over his wine after dinner. 

' Has he ! ' said Richard, with indifference. ' What's he 
been after 1 ' 

' I saw him going up towards the Walthams'.' 

Richard exhibited more interest. 

'Is he a particular friend of theirs!' he asked. He had 
gathered from Alfred Waltham that there had been a certain 
intimacy between the two familie.i, but desired more detailed 
■ information Ihan his disciple had offered. 

'Well, he used to be,' replied Rodman, with 
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). ' But I lioa't suppose Mrs. W. gave hioi a very affec- 
tionate leception to-day. His little dobgs have rather startled 
the good people of Wanley,. especially since be Las lost his 
standing. It wouldn't have mattered much, I dare say, but 
for that.' 

' But was there anything pai-ticular up there ! ' 

Mutimer had a careworu expression as he asked, and he 
nodded his head as if in the direction of the village with a cer- 
tain weariness. 

'I'm not quite sure. Some say there was, and others deny 

as I gather from general conversation. But I suppose it's 

in end now, in any case.' 

' Mrs. Waltham would see to that, you mean) ' said Muti- 

c, with a short laugh. 

' Probably.' 

Eodman made his glass revolve, his fingers on the stem. 

' Take another cigar. I suppose they're not too well off, 
theWalthamsT 

Mrs. "Waltham has an annuity of two hundred and fifty 
pounds, that's all. The girl — Miss Waltham — has nothing.' 

' How the deuce do you get to know go much about people, 
Kodmanr 

The other smiled modestly, and made a silent gesture, as if 
to disclaim any special abilities. 

' So he called there to-day 1 I wonder whether he stayed 
longr 

' I will let you know to-morrow.' 

On the morrow Hichard learnt that Hubert Eldon had been 
refused admittance. The information gave him pleasure. Yet 
all through the night. he had been earnestly hoping that he 
mif;ht hear something quite different, had tried to see in Eldon's 
visit a possible salvation for himself. For the struggle which 
Bccupi^ him more and more had by this time declared its issues 
plainly enough; daily the temptation became stronger, the re- 
sources of honour more feeble. In the beginning he had only 
played with dangerous thoughts; to break faith with Emma 
Vine had appeared an impossibility, and a marriage such as hia 
'ancy substituted, the most improbable of things. But in men 
if Richard's stamp that which allures the fancy will, if circum- 
itances give hut a little encouragement, soon take hold npoa 
:he planning brain. His acquaintance with the Walthamshaa 
■ipened to intimacy, and custom nourished his self-confidence ; 
Boreover, he CQuld not misunderstand the all hut direct en^ 
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couragement wbich on oae or two recent occasions he had re- 
ceived ffom Mrs. Waltliam. That Jady had begun to talk to 
him, when they were alone together, in almost a motherly way, 
confiding to him this or that peculiarity in the characters of 
oer children, deploring her inability to give Adela the pleasures 
suitable to her age, then again pointing outtheadvant^e it was 
to a girl to have all her thoughts centred in tome. ' 

' I can truly say,' remarked Mrs. Waltham in the course of 
the latest such conversation, ' that Adelahaenevergivenmean 
hour's serious uneasiness. The dear child has, I -believe, no will 
apart from her desire to please me. Her instincts are so beau- 
tifully submissive.' 

To a man situated like Mutimerthia tone is fataj. In truth 
it seemed to make offer to him of what be supremely desired;' 
No such encouragement had come from Adela herself, but that 
meant nothing either way ; Kichard had ah'eady perceived that 
maidenly reeerve was a far more complex matter in a girl of 
gentle breeding, than in those with whom be had formerly 
associated; for all he knfew, increase of distance in manner 
might represent the very hope that he was seeking. That hope 
he sought, in all save the hours when conscieBce lorded over 
silence, with a reality of desire sucb as be bad never known. 
Perhaps it was not Adela, and Adela alone, that inspired this 
passion;, it was a new ideal of the feminine addre^ing itself to' 
his instincts. Adela had the field to herself, and did indeed 
embody in almost an ideal degree the fine essence of distinctly 
feminine qualities which appeal most strongly to the masculine 
mind. Mutimer was not capable of love in the highest sense; 
he was not, again, endowed with strong appetite ; but his nature' 
contained jjossibilities of refinement which, in a situation like 
the present, constituted motive force the same in its effects 
either fonn of passion. He was suffering, too, irom the malaiss 
peculiar to men who suddenly acquire riches; secret impulses 
drove him to gratifications which would not otherwise hav6 
troubled his thoughts. Of late he had been yielding to several 



I the idea possessed him . that he 
J, and he could not rest till the 
in his stable. It occurred to bjm 
once at dinner time that there were sundry delicacies which he 
knew by name hut had never tasted ; forthwith he gave orders 
that these delicacies should be supplied to him, and so there 
appeared upon bis breakfast table a p&lS de foie grrU. Very 
Biiailfti' in kind was his desire to posseas A,de3a Wi^tham; 



1 caprices. One i 
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And tlie voJee of his conBciecce lost potency, though it^ 
— troublf!(i hi in mniA than ever, even as a beggar will sometimes 
become rudely clamorons when he sees that there is no real 
hope of extracting an alms. E.ichard was embarked on the 
practical study of moral philosophy ; he learned more in these 
months of the constitution of his inner heing than all. his litera- 
ture of 'fi-ea thought' had been able to convey to him. To 
break with Emma, to cast bis faith to the winds, to be branded 
henceforth in the eightof hia intimate friends as a mere traitor, 
and an especially mean one to boot — that at the first blush was 
of the things so impossible that one does not trouble to stady 
their bearings. But the wall of habit once breached, the citadel 
of conscience laid bare, what garriscsi was revealed ? With 
something like astonishment, Eichard came to recognise that 
the garrison was of the most contemptible and tatterdemalion 
description. Fear of people's talk — abKolately nothing else 
stood in his way. 

Had he, then, no affection for Emmal Hardly a scrap. 
He had never even tried to persuade himself that he was in love 
with her, and the engagement had on his side been an affair of 
cool reason. His mother had practically brought it about; for 
yeai's it had been a pet project of hoi's, and her joy was great in 
its realisation. Mrs. Vine and she had been lifelong gossips ; 
she knew that to Emma had descended tho larger portion of 
her parent's sterling qualities, and that Emma was the one wife 
for such a man as Eichard. She talked him into approval. In 
those days Eichard had no dream of wedding above his class, 
and be understood very well that Emma Vino was distinguished 
in many ways from the crowd of woiking girls. There was no 
one else he wished to marry. Emma would feel herself 
honoured by his choice, and, what he bad not himself observed-, 
his mother led bim to see that yet deeper feelings were con- 
cerned on the girl's side. This flattered him — a form of emotion 
to which he was ever susceptible— and the mat<h was speedily 
arranged. 

He bad never i-epented. The more be knew of Emma, the 
more confirmation his favourable juclgments received. He even 
knew at times a stirring of the senses, which is the farthest that 
many of hia kind ever progress in the direction of lovo. Of the 
nobler features in Emma's character he of course remained 
ignoiunt; they did not enter into Jm demands upon woman, and 
he was unable to discern them even when they were brought 
prominently before hira, Sho would keep hia house admirably. 
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__ fcould newer contradict him, would mother fes chiklren to.per- 
feution, and even would go so far as to taiexan intelligent in- 
tereat m the Proiiaganda, What more could aTiStiir iooi fUv f "" 

So there was no strife between old love and new ; so far aa 
it concerned himself, to put Emma aside would not cost a pang. 
The garrison was absolutely mere tongue, mere gossip of public- 
house bars, firesides, &o. — more serious, of the Socialist lecture- 
roomb. And what of the girl's own feeling? Was there no 
Sttnue of compassion in him ! Very little. And in saying so I 
mean anything but to convey that Mutimer was conspicuously 
hard-hearted. The fata! defect in working people is absence of 
imagination, the power which may he solely a gift of nature 
and irrespeetire of circumstances, -but which in most of us owes 
BO much to intellectual ttaining. Half the brutal cruelties per- 
petrated by uneducated men and women are directly traceable 
to lack of the imaginative spirit, which comes to mean lack of 
iindly sympathy. Mutimer, we know, had got for himself 
only the most profitless of educations, and in addition nature 
had scanted him on the emotional side. He could not enter 
into the position of Emma deserted and hopeless. Want of 
money was intelligible to him, so was bitter disappointment at 
the loss of a good position, hut the former he would not allow 
'Emma to suffer ; and the latter she would, in the nature of 
things, soon get over. Hei' love for him he judged by hie own 
feeling, making allowance, of course, for the weakness of women 
in aflairs such as this. He might admit that she would ' fret,' 
but the thought of her fretting did not affect him as a reality. 
Emma had never been demonstrative, had never sought to 
show him all that was in her heart ; hence he rated her devotion 
lightly. 

The opinion of 'those who knew him I What of the opinion 
of Emma herself J Yes, that went for much ; he knew shame 
at the thought, perhaps keener shame than in anticipating the 
judgment, say, of Daniel Dabbs. Ho one of his acquaintances 
thought of him so highly as Emma did ; to see himself de- 
throned, the object of her contempt, was a bitter pill to swal- 
low. In all that concerned his own dignity Richard was keenly 
appreciative; he felt in advance every pricking of the blood that 
was in store for him if he became guilty of this treachery. Yes, 
from that point of view he feared Emma Vine. 

Considerations of larger scope did not come within the pur- 
view of his intellect. It never occurred to him, for instance, 
that in forfeiting his honoqr in thisinstanoe he began a process 
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of undeiTiiining whiuh would sooner or later threaten the 
bility of the fiurposes on which he most prided himself. A 
EuggtBtrion that domestic peifidy was in the end incompatible 
with pnhlic zeal would have seemed to him ridiculous, and for 
the "imple reason that be recognised no moral sanctions. He 
could not regard his nature as a whole; he bad no understand- 
ing for the aubtle network of communication between its various 
parts. Nay, he told hiinself that the genuineness and value of 
his life's work would be increased by a marriage with Adela 
Waltham ; he and she would represent the union of classes — 
of the wage-earning with the bourgeois, between which two lay 
the I'eal gist of the combat. He thought of this frequently, and 
allowed the thought to inspirit him. , 

To the question of whether Adela would ever find out what 
he had done, and, if so, with what result, he gave scarcely a 
moment. Marriages are not undone by subsequent discovery 
of moral faults ob either side. 

This is ft tabular expusition of the man's consciousness. 
Logically, there should result fiwrn it a self-possessed state of 
mind, bordering on cynicism. But logic was not predominant 
in Mutimer's constitution. So far from contew [dating treason 
with the calm intelligence which demands judgment on other 
grounds than the common, he was in reality possessed by a 
spirit of perturbation. Suth reason as he could command teide 
him look up and view with scorn the ragged defenders of the 
forts ; but whence came this hail of missiles which kept him ao 
sore J Clearly there was some element of his nature which 
eluded grasp and definition, a misty influence making itself felt 
hers and there. To none of the sources upon which 1 have 
touched was it clearly traceable; in truth, it arose from them 
all. The man had never in hie life been guUty of ofFence against 
his graver conscience ; he had the sensation of being about to 
plunge from firm footing into untried depths. His days were 
troubled ; hia appetite was not what it should have been; he 
could not take the old thorough interest in his work. It waa 
becoming clear to him that the matter must be settled one way 
or another with brief delay. 

One day at the end of September he received a letter ad- 
dressed by Alice, On opening it he found, with much surprise, 
that the contents weie in hia mother's writing. It was so very 
rarely that Mrs. Mutimer took up that dangerous instrument, 
the pen, that something unuBual roust have led to her doing so 
It present. And, indeeii, the letter contained vroespect^d 
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matter. There were numerous errors of orthography, and the 
hand was not very legible ; but Richard got at the sense quickly 
enough. 

' I write this,' began Mrs. Mutimer, ' because it's a long time 
since you've been to see us, and because I want to say some- 
thing that's better written than spoken. I Baw Emma last 
- night, and I'm feeling uncomfortable about her. She's getting 
very low, and that's the truth. Not as she eays anything, nor 
shows it, but she's got a deal on her hands, and moi* on her 
mind. You haven't written to her for three weeks. You'll ho 
Baying it's no business of mine, but I can't stand by and see 
Emma putting up with things as there isn't no reason. Jane 
is in a very bad way, poor girl j I can't think she'll live long. 
Now, Mck, what I'm aiming at you'll see. I can't understand 
why you don't get married and done with it. Jane won't never 
be able to work again, and that Kate 'il never keep up a dress- 
making. Why don't you marry Emma, and take poor Jane to 
Jive with you, where she could be well looked after 1 for she 
won't iever part from her sister. And she does so hope and 
pray to see Emma married before she goes. You can't surely 
be waiting for her death. Now, there's a good lad of mine, 
come and marry your wife at once, and don't make delays. 
That's all, but I hope you'll think of it; and so, from your 
affectionate old mother, ' S. MuTiiiEa.' 

Richard road the letter several times, and sat at home 
through the rooming in despondency. It had got to the pass 
that he could not marry Emma ; for all his suffering he no 
longer gave a glance in that direction. Not even if Adela 
Waltham refused him ; to have a ' lady ' for his wife was now 
an essential in his plans for the future, and he knew that the 
desired possession was purchasable for coin of the realm. No 
way of retreat any longer ; movement must be forwai'd, at 
whatever cost; 

He let a day intervene, then replied to his mother's letter. 
He represented himself as worked to death and without a 
moment for his private concerns ; it was out of the question for 
him to marry for a few weeks yet. He would write to Emma, 
and would send her all the money she could possibly need to 
supply the sick girl with comforts. She must keep up her 
courage, and be content to wait a short while longer. He was 
quite sure she did not complain; it was only his mother's fancy 
Uiftt she was in low spirits, except, of course, on Jane's account. 

Another fortnight went by. Skies Vere lowering towards 
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winter, and the sides of the valley showed bare patches amid 
the rich-hued death of leaves; ere long a night of storm wonld 
leave 'ruined choirs.' Eichard was in truth working hard, ~ 
He hftd just opened a course of lectures at a'newly established 
8ociftlifit branch in Belwick. The estejit of his daily corre- 
spondence threatened to demand the services of a secretary in 
addition to the help already given by Rodman. Moreover, an 
event of icaportance was within view ; the Kew "Wanley Public 
Hall was completed, and it« formal opening must be made an 
occasion of cei'emony. In that ceremony Richard would be the 
central figure. He proposed to gather about him a representa- 
tive company ; not only would the Socialist leaders attend as a 
matter of course, invitations should also be sent to prominent 
men in the conventional lines of politics. A speech from a 
certain Radical statesman, who could probably be induced to 
attend, would command the attention of the press. For the 
sake of preliminary trumpetings in even so humble a journal »6 
the 'Belwick Chronicle,' Mutimer put himself in comniunica- 
tion with Mr. Keeue, That gentleman was now a recognised 
visitor at the house in Highbury ; there was frequent mention 
of him in a close correspondence kept up between Richard and 
his sister at this time. The letters which Alice receiv'ed from 
Wanley were not imparted to the other members of the family ; 
she herself studied them attentively, and with much apparent 



For advice on certain details of the approaching celebration 
Eiohard had recourse to Jlrs.Waltbam, He found her at home 
one rainy morning. Adela, aware of his arrival, retreated to 
hep little room upstairs. Mrs. Waltham had a slight cold ; it 
kept her close by the fireside, and encouraged confidential talk. 

'I have decided to invito about twenty people to lunch,' 
Richard said. ' Just the members of the committee and a few 
othei-s. Itll be better than giving a dinner. Westlake's 
lecture will be over by four o'clock, and tiiat allows people to' 
get away in good time. The workmen's tea will be at half- 
past live.' 

' You must Iiave refr-eshments of some kind for caj^nal 
comers,' counselled Mrs. Waltham. 

' I've thought of that. Rodman suggests (hat we shall get 
the " Wheat«heaf " people to have joints and that kind of thing 
in the refreshment-room at the Hall from half-past twelve tt» 
half-past one. Wo could put up some notice to ihat effect io 
Agwoj-th BtatioH.' 



,y Google 



' nertaiiily, and inside the railway carriages,' I 

Mutimer'a private line, which ran from the works to Ag- 1 
Worth station, was to convey visitors to New Wanley on this j 
oc.-asion. 

' I think I shall have tlii'ee or four ladjes,' Richard pursued. 
* Mrs. Westlake'll be sure to come, and I thinJt Mrs. Eddlestone 
— the wife of the Trades Union man, yo« know. And I've 
been rather calculating on you, Mrs. "Waltham ; do you think 
you could— —J ' 

The lady's eyes were turned to the window, watching the 
sad, steady rain. 

' Really, you're making a downright Socialist of me, Mr, 
Mutimer,' she replied, with a laugh which betrayed a touch of 
Bore throat, ' I'm half afraid to accept such an invitation. 
Shouldn't I be there on false pretences, don't you think ? ' 

Richard mused ; his legs were crossed, and he swayed hia 
foot up and down. 

' Well, no, I can't see that. But I t«ll you what would 
make it simpler ; do you think Mr. Wyvem would come if I 
asked him t ' 

' Ah, now, that would be capital ! Oh, ask Mr, Wyvevn by 
all means. 'Then, of course, I should be delighted to accept.' 

' But I haven't much hope that he'U come. I rather think 
he regards me as his enemy. And, you see, I never go to 
church.' 

' What a pity tbat is, Mr. Mutimer I Ah, if I could only 
persuade you to think differently about those things ! There 
really are so many texts that read quite like Socialism ; I was 
looking them over with Adela on Sunday. What a sad thing 
it is that you go so astray I It distresses me more than you 
think. Indeed, if I may teli you such a thing, I pray for you 
nightly.' 

Mutimer made a movement of discomfort, but laughed o2 
the subject. 

' I'll go and see the vicar, at all events,' he said. ' But must 
your coming depend on hisi ' 

Mrs. Waltham hesitated. 

' It really would make things easier.' 

'Might I, in that case, hope that Miss Waltham would 

Richard seem<!d to exert himself to ask the question. Mrs, 
Waltham sank her eyes, smiled feebly, and in the end shoot 
Uer head. 

' Qn a public ocpasiori, I'm reaJJy afraid»=~-' 
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' I'm sure liiQ would like to know Mrs. Westlake,' urged 
ilichard, without his usual confidence. 'And if you and het 

brother ' 

' If it were not a Socialist gathering.' , 

Eichard uncrossed his l^s and sat for a nioment\lookiiig 
into the fire. Then he turned suddenly. \ 

' Mrs. Waltha.m, may I ask her myself )' \ 

She was visibly agitated. There was this time no avia- 
tion in the tremiilous lips and the troublous, unsteady eyes. 
Mrs. Waltham was not by nature the scheming mother whc^ ia 
Indifferent to the upshot if she can once get her daughter 
loyally bound to a man of money. Adela's happiness was a 
very real cai'e to her; she would neyer have opposed an un- 
objectionable union on which she found her daughter's heart 
bent, but circumstances had a second time made offer of brilliant 
advantages, and she had grown to deem it an ordinance of tbe 
higher powers that Adela should marry possessions. She 
flattered herself that her study of Mutimer's character had 
been profound ; the necessity of making such a study excused, 
she thought, any little excess of lamiliarity in which she had 
indulged, for it had long been clear to her that Mutiuier would 
some day make an offer. He lacked polish, it was true, but 
really he was more a gentleman than a great many whose right 
to the name was never contested. And then he had distinctly 
high aims ; such a man could never be brutal in the privacy of 
his home. There was every chance of his achieving some kind 
of eminence ; already she had suggested to him a Parliamentary 
career, and the idea had not seemed altogether distasteful. 
A-dela herself was as yet far from regarding Mutimer in the 
light of a future husband; it was perhaps true that she even 
disliked him. But then a young girl's likes and dislikes have, ■ 
JB a rule, small bearing on her practical content in the married 
rtate ; so, at least, Mrs. Waltham's experience led her to be- 
ieve. Only, it was clear that there must be no precipitancy. 
Let the gi'ound be thoroughly prepared. 

. _' May I advise you, Mr. Mutimer r she said, in a lowered 
'oice, bending forward, ' Let me deliver the invitation. I 
hink it wonld be better, really, "We shall see whether you can 
lersuade Mr. ■Wyvem to be present. I promise you to — in 
act, not to interpose any obstacle if Adela thinks she can be 
(resent at the lunch.' 

' Then I'll leave it so,' said Ilichard, more cheerfully. Mrs. 
Waltham could seo that his nerves were in a dancing state, 
ieally, he had much fine feeling. 
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It teiijg only midday, Eichard directed hia steps at once to 
tho Vicarage, and had the good fortuoe to find Mr. Wyvern 
within. 

',Bo Eea(«d, Mr. Miitimer; I'm glad to see you,' was the 
Ticar'e greetiag. - 

. Their mutual intercourse had as yet been limited to an 
pxchaMgo of courtesies ia public, and one or two casual meet- 
ings at the Walthams' house, lliehard had felt shy of the 
vicar, whom, he perceived to be a clergyman of other than the 
■weak-brained type, and the circumstances of the case would 
not allow Mr. "Wyvem to make advances. The latter pro- 
ceeded with, iriendliness of tone, speaking of tho progress of 
New Wan ley. 

' That's what I've come to see you about,' said EichariJ, 
frying to put himself at eaeo by mentally comparing his own 
worldly estate with that of his interlocutor, yet failing as often 
aa he felt the scrutiny of the vicar's darfe-glenming eye. 'Wo. 
are going to open the Hal!.' He added details. * I shall hftve 
a number of friends who are interested in onr undertaking to 
lunch with me on that day. I wish to ask if you will give us 
the pleasure of your company,' 

Mr. Wyvem reflected for a moment. 

, ' Why, no, sir,' he replied at length, using the Johnsonian 
phraee with grave courtesy. ' I'm afraid I cannot acknowledge 
your kindness as I should wish to, Personally, I would 
<iept your hospitality with pleasure, but my position here, t 
understand it, forbids me to join you on that particular o 

. ' Then personally you are not hostile to me, Mr. Wyvem)* 

' To you personally, by no means.' 

' But you don't like the movement J ' 

' In so far aa it has the good of men in view it interosta 
me, and I respect its supporters.' 

' But yon think we go the wrong way to woik * ' 

'That is my opinion, Mr. Mutimer. 
. 'What would you have us do J' 

' To seo faults is a much easiei' thing than to origj'nata 
spund scheme. I am far from prepared with any plan of social 
reconstruction.' 
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Kor could Mr. Wyvern be movedfromiJioliejjaUveatlitiide, 
though Mutimei' prised him. 

' Well, I'm aorry yon won't come,' Richard eaid as he rose 
to take his leave. ' It didn't strike me that yoii would feel out 
of place.' 

'Nor should I. But you will understand that my oppor- 
tunities of being nsefal in the village depend on the existence 
of sympathetic feeling in my parishioners. It is my duty to 
avoid any behaviour which could be misinterpreted.' 

'Then you deliberately adapt yourself to the prejudicea ol 
unintelligent people ? ' 

' I do so, deliberately,' assented the vicar, with oue of his 
fleeting smiles. 

Eiohard went away feeling sorry that he had coui'ted this 
rejection. He would never have thought of inviting a ' parson ' 
but for Mrs. "Waltham's suggestion. After all, it mattered little 
whetlier Adela came to the luncheon or not. He had desired 
her presence because he wished her to see him as an entertainer 
of guests such as the "Westlakes, whom she would perceive to 
be people of refinement; it occurred to him, too, that such an 
occasion might aid his suit by exciting her ambition ; for he 
was anything but conEdent of immediate success with Adela, 
especially since recent oonversatbns with Mrs. Waitham. But 
in any case she would attend the afternoon ceremony, when his 
glory would be proclaimed, 

Mrs, "Waltham was anxiously meditative of plans for bring- 
ing Adela lo regard her Socialist wooer with moi-e favourable 
eyes. She, too, had hopes that Mutimer's fame In the mouths 
of men might prove an attraction, yet she suspected a strength 
of principle in Adela which migbt well render all such hopes 
vain. And she thought it only too likely, though observation 
gave her no actual assurance of this, that the girl still thought 
of Hubert Eldon in a way to render it doubly hard for any 
other man to make an impression upon her. It was dangerr 
oils, she knew, to express her abhorrence of Hubert too pei-- 
sistently; yet, on the other hand, she was convinced that 
Adela had been so deeply shocked by the revelations of Hu- 
bert's wickedness that her moral nature would be in arms 
against her lingering inclination. After much mental wear 
and tear, she decided to adopt the strong course of asking Al- 
fred's assistance. Alfred was sure to view the proposed match 
with hearty approval, and, though he might not have much 
influence directly, he could in all probability secui-e a jKitent 
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ally in the pel-son of Letty Tew. TJiis Wa8 rather a bnlliant 
idea; Mrs. Waltham waited impatientiy for her son's return 
.from Belwick on Saturday. 

She broached the subJHct to him with much deliuacy. 

' I am so convinced, Alfred, that it would be for your sister'B 
happiness. There really is no harm whatever in aiding her 
inexperience; that is all that I wish to do. I'm sure you un- 
derstand me ? ' 

' I understand well enough,' returned the younjt man ; ' but 
if you convince Adela against her will you'll do a clever thing. 
You've been so remarkably successful in closing her mind against 
ail ai^uments of i-eason — — ' 

' Now, Alfred, do uot begin and talk in that way ! It has 
nothing whatever to do with the matter. This is entirely a 
persona] question.' 

'Kothing of the kind. It'sa question of religious prejudice. 
She hates Mutimer because he doesn't go to clmrch, there's the 
long and short of it.', 

' Adela very properly condemns hia views, but tliat's quite a 
different thing fi'om hating him.' 

' Oh dear, no ; they're one and the same thing. Look at 
the history of persecution. She would like to see him — and 
mo too, I dare say — brought to the htake.' 

' Well, well, of course if yon won't talk aecsibly ! I had 
something to propose.' 

' Let me hear it, then.' 

' You yourself agree with me that there would be nothing to 
repent in urging her.' 

' On the contrary, I think she might consider herself pre- 
cious lucky. It's only that'— he looked dubious for a moment 
— ' I'm not cjuiffe sure whether she's the kind of girl to be con- 
tent with a husband she found she couldn't convert. I can 
imagine her marrying a rake on the hope of bringing him to 
regular church-going, but then Mutimer doesn't happen to be 
a blackguard, so he isn't very interesting to her.' 

' I know what you're thinking of, but I don't think we need 

take that into account. And, indeed, we can't afford to take 

Miytbing into account but her establish ment in a respeotuble 

• and happy home. Our choice, as you are aware, is not a. wide 

one. I am often deeply anxious about the poor girl.' 

' I dare say. Well, what was j-oui- proposal i ' 

'Do you think Letty could help us!' 

'H'm, can't say. Might or might not. She's as bad 
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Adela. Ten to one itll be a point of consciBnce with lier to 
fight the project tooth and nail.' 

' I doa't think so. She has accepted you.' 

' So she has, to my ania.zement. Women are monatrously 
illogical. She must think of my latter end with mixed feelings.' 

' I do wish yon were less flippant in dealing with grave 
subjects, Alfred. I assure yon I am very much troubled. 1 
feel that so much is at slake, and yet the responsibility of doing 
anything ia so very great.' 

' Shall I talk it over with Letty V ' . 

' If you feel able to. But Adela would be very seriously 
offended if she guessed that you had done so.' 

'Then she mustn't guess, that's ail, I'll see what I can do 
to-night.' 

In the home of the Tews there was some difficulty in secur- 
ing privacy. The house" was a small one, and the sacrifice of 
general convenience when Letty wanted a whole I'oom for hei-self 
and Alfred was considerable. To-night it was managed, how- 
evf/C i the front parlour was granted to the pair for one hour. 

It could not be said that Uiere was much delicacy in Alfred's 
way of approaching the subject he wished to speak of. Ttiis 
young man had a scorn of periphrases. If a topic had to bo 
handled, why not be succinct in the handling! Alfred was of 
opinion that much time was lost by mortals in windy talk. 

' Look here, Letty ; what's your idea about Adela marrying 
Mutimeri ' 

The girl looked startled. 

'She has not accepted himi' "* 

' Not yet. Don't you think it would be a good thing if she 
didr 

'I really can't say,' Letty replied very gravely, her head 
aside, 'I don't think any one can judge but Adela herself. 
Eeally, Alfred, I don't think we ought to interfere.' 

' But suppose I ask you to try and get her to see the affair 
sensibly ? ' 

' Sensibly J What a word to use I ' 

' The right word, I think.' 

'- What a vexatious boy you are I You don't really think SO 
at all. You only speak so because you like to tease me.' 

* Well, you certainly do look pretty when you're defending 
the cAstles in the air. Give me a kiss.' 

'Indeed, I shall not. Tell me seriously what you mean. 
Wliat does Mre. Waltham t hink about itl' 
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' Give me a kiss, and I'll tall yoii, Jf not, I'll go aWay and 
leave you to find out everything as best you can.' 

' Oh, Alfred, you'jre a sad tyrant J ' ' 
■> ' Of coiirBB I am. .Eat It's a benevolent deapofcism. Well, 
mother wants Adela to accept liim, lu fact, she aeked me if I 
didn't think you'd help us. Of course I said you would.' 

' Then you were very hasty. I'm not joking now, Al&ed. 
I think of Adela in a way you very likely can't underatand. 
It would he shocking, oh ! shocking, to try and make her many 
him if she doesn't really wish to.' 

' No fear ! We shan't manage that.' 

' And sui'ely wouldn't wish to 1 ' 

' I don't know. Girls often can't see what's best for them, 
I say, you understand that all this is in confldenceV 

' Of course I do. But it's a confidence I had rather not have 
received. I shall he miserable, I know that.' 

' Then you're a little^goose.' 

' You were going to call me sometliing far worse.' 

' Give me credit, then, for correcting myself. You'll have to 
help US, Lettycoco.' 

The girl kept silence. Then for a time the conversation 
hecame graver. It was interrupted precisely at the end of the 
granted hour. 

Letty went to see her friend on Sunday afternoon, and the 
two shut themselves up in the dainty little chamber. Adela 
was in low spirits; with her a most unusual state. She sat 
with hev hands ci'ossed on her lap, and the sunny light of her 
eyes was dimmefl. When she had tried for a while to talk of 
ordinary things, Letty saw a tear glisten upon her cheek. 

' What is the inatter, love J ' 

Adela was in sore need of telling her troubles, and Letty 
was the only one to whom she could do so. In such spirit- 
gentle words as could express the perplexities of her mind she 
told what a source of pain her mother's conversation had been 
to her of late, and how she dreaded what might still be to 

' It is so dreadful to think, Letty, that mother is encourag- 
ing him. She thinks it is for my happiness ; she is offended if 
I try to say what I suffer. Oh, I couldn't I I couldn't!' 

She put her palms before her face ; her maidenhood shamed 
to speak of these things even (o her bosom friend. 

' Can't yoa show him, darlings that— that he' mustn't hope 
anything r 
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' How can I do so 1 It is imposaiblo to be rude, and evorj- 
thing else it is go easy to misunderstand.' 

' But when he really speaks, then it ■will come to an 
end.' 

' I shall grieve mother so, Letty. I feel as if the hest o( 
my life had gone by. Everything seemed so smooth, Ob, 
why did he fall so, Letty? and 1 thought he cared for me, 

She whispered it, her face on her friend's shoulder. 

' Try to forget, darling ; try ! ' 

'Oh, as if I didn't try nigiit and day! I know it is 
so wrong to give a thought. How could he speak to me aa 
he did that day when I met him on the hill, and again when 
I went just to save him an annoyance ? He was almost 
the same as before, only I thought him a Uttle sad from his 
illness. He had no right to talk to me in that way I Oh, I 
feel wicked, that I can't forget ; I hate myself for still— for 

Btjll-— .' 

There was a word Letty could not hear, only her listening 
heart divined it. 

' Dear Adela ! pray for strength, and it will he sui-e to come 
to you. How hard it is to know myself so happy when you 
have BO much trouble ! ' 

' I could have borne it better but for this new pain, I don't 
think I should ever have shown it ; even you wouldn't have 
known alt I felt, Letty. I should have hoped for him— I don't 
mean hoped on my own aeoount, but that he might know how 
wicked he had been. How — how can a man do things so un- 
worthy of himself, when it's so beautiful to bo good and fiuth- 
ful i I think he did care a Uttle for me once, Letty.' 

'Don't let OS talk of him, pet,' 

'You are right; we mustn't. His name ought never to 
pass my lips, only in my prayers.' 

She grew calmer, and they sat hand in hand. 

' Try to make your mother understand,' advised Letty. 
* Say that it is impossible jou should ever accept him,' 

' She won't believe that, I'm sure she won't. And to think 
that, even if I did it only to please her, people would believe I 
Yati married him because he is rich ! ' 

Letty spoke with more emphasis than hitherto, 

' But you oannot and must not do such a thing to please 
»ny one, Adela ! It is wrong oven to think of it. Nothing, 
nothing can justify that.' 
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How stcoQg sho waa in the puiity of hev own lova, good 
little Letty I So they talked together, and mingled their tears, 
■ find the room was made a eacred place aa by the presence of 



CHAPTEE XII. 

.The New Wanley Lecture Hall had heen publicly dedicated to 
the service of the New "Waaley Commonwealth, and only in 
one reapect did the day's proceedings fall short of Mutimer'a 
expectations. He had hoped to have all the Waltham family 
at his luncheon party, but in the event Alfred alone felt him- 
eelf able to accept the invitation. Mutimec had even nourished 
the hope that something might happen before that day to allow 
of Adela's appearing not merely in, the character of a guest, 
but, as it were, ex offi'iio. By this time he had resolutely for- 
bidden his eyes to stray to the right hand or the left, and kept 
them directedwithhungry, relentless steadiaesastraight along the 
path of his desires. He had received no second letter from his 
mother, nor had Alice anything to report of danger-signals at 
home ; from Emma herself came a letter regularly once a week, 
a letter of perfect patience, chieHy concerned with her sister's 
health. He liad .made up his mind to declare nothing tUl the 
irretriepahle step was taken, when reproaches only could befall 
him; tq Alice as little as to anyone else, had he breathed of 
his purposes. And he could no longer even take into account 
the uncertainty of his succeea ; to doubt of that would have 
been insufferable at the point which he had reached in self- 
abandonment. Yet day after day saw the postponement of the 
"question which would decide his fate. Between him and Mrs. 
Waltham the language of allusion was at length put aside; he 
spoke plainly of his wishes, and sought her encouragement. 
This was not wanting, but the mother begged for time. Let 
the day of the ceremony come and go, 

Bichard passed through it in a state of exaltation and 
anxiety whidi bordered on fever, Mr, "Westlake and his wife 
came down from London by an eaily train, and he went over 
New Wanley with them before luncheon. The luncheon itself 
did not lack festive yivacity ; Eichard, in surveying his guests 
from the head of the board, had feelings not unlike those where* 
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tt King Polycratoa lulled himself of old; there wanted, in 
truth, one thing to complete" his self-complacence, but an extra 
glass or two of wine enrubied his imagination, and he already 
Baw Adela's face smiling to rdm from the table's lanoccupied 
end. What was snch conquest in comparison with that whii^ 
fate had accorded him^ 

There was a satisfactofy gathering to hear Mr. Wostlake'a 
address; Eichard did not fail to note the presence of a few 
reporters, only it seemed to him that their pencils might have 
been more active. , Here, too, was Adela at length-; every time 
his name was uttered, perforce she heard ; every encomium be- 
etowed upon him by the various speakers was to him like a 
new bud on the tree of hope. After all, why should he feel 
this humility towards her 1 What man of prominence, of ■ 
merit, at all like his own would ever seek her hand 1 The sem- 
blance of chivalry which occasionally stirred with' h'in was 
in fact, quite inconsistent with his reasoned view of thm s 
the English working clasa has, on the whole, as 1 ttl f th t 
quality as any other people in an elementary stag f 1 s. 
tion. Ho was a man, she a woman. A lady, to 1 e but 

then — ^— 

After Mutimer, Alfred Waltham had probably m -e en e 
Batisfaotion in the ceremony than any one else present. Mr. 
Westlake he was not quite satisfied with ; there was a mildness 
■and restraint about the style of the address which to Alfred's 
taste smacked of feebleness ; he was for Cambyses' vein. Still 
it rejoiced him to hear the noble truths of democracy delivered 
as it were from the benia. To a certain order of intellect the 
word addressed by the living voice to an attentive assembly is 
always vastly impressive ; when tho word coincides with private 
sentiment it excites enthusiasm. Alfred hated the aristocratic 
order of things with a rahid hatred. In practice he could be 
as coarsely overbearing with his social inferiors as that scion of 
the nobility — existing of course somewhei'e— -who bears tho 
bell for feebleness of the pia mater ; but that m^de him nonft 
the less 11 sound Kadical. Iij thinidng of the upper classes ho 
always thought of Hubert Eldon, and that name was scarlet t(> 
him. Never trust the thoroughness of the man who is a revo- 
lutionist on abstract principles ; personal feeling alone goes to 
, the root of the matter. 

Many were the gentlemen to whom Alfred had the happi- 
ness of being introduced in the course of the day. Among 
others was Mr. Keene the journalist. At the end of a lively 



,y Google 



)50 DEMOS 

conversation Mr. Keene brought out a copy of the ' Belwick 
Chronicle,' that day's issue. 

' You'll find a few things of mine here,' he said. ' Put it in 
your pocket, and look at it afterwards. By-the-by, there is a 
paragraph marked ; I meant it for Mutimer, JS'ever mind, 
give it him when you've done with it.' 

Alfred bestowed the paper inthe.breast poofeetof his great- 
coat, and did not happen to think of it again till late that 
evening. His discovery of it at length was not the only event 
of the day which came just too late for the happiness of one with 
whose fortunes we are concerned. 

A little after dark, when the bell was ringing which sum- 
moned Mutimer's workpeople to the tea provided for them, 
Hubert Eldon was approaching the village by the I'oad from 
Agworth : he was on foot, and had chosen his time in order to 
enter "Wanley unnoticed. His former visit, when he was re- 
fused at the Walthams' door, had been jmid at an impulse ; he 
had como down from London by an early train, and did not 
even call to see his mother s.t her new house in Agworth, Nor 
did he visit her on his way back; he walked sti'^igbt to the 
I'ailway station and took the first train townwards. To-day he 
came in a more leisurely way. It was certain news «»ntained 
in a letter from his mother which brought him, and with her 
be spent some hours before starting to walk towards Wanley. 

' I hear,' Mrs. Eldon had written, ' from "Wanley something 
which really surprises n;e. They say that Adela Waltham is 
going to marry Mr. Mutimer. The match is surely a veiy 
strange one. I am only fearful that it is the making of in- 
terested people, and that the poor girl herself has not had much 
voice in deciding her own fate. Oh, this money ! Adela was 
worthy of better things.' 

Mrs. Eldon saw her son with surpiise, the more so that she 
divined the cause of his coming. When they had talked for a 
while, Hubert frankly admitted what it was that had brought 

' I moat know,' he said, ' whether the news from Wanley is 
true, 

'But can it concern you, Hubert!' his mother asked gently. 

He made no direct reply, but expressed his intention <rf 
going over to Wanley. 

' Whom shaU you visit, dear t ' 

'Mr: Wyvern.' 

' The vicar ! But you don't know him pei-sonally.' 
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'Yes, I know him pretty well. We write to eaeli other 
occa^onally.' 

Mrs. Eldon always practised most reserve when her sur- 
prise was greatest — an excellent i-uJe, by-the-by, for general 
observation. She looked at her son with a half-amiie of wonder, 
bat only said ' Indeed t ' 

' I had made Lis acquaintance before his.coming to Wanley,' 
Hubei't explained. 

His mother just bent her head, acquiescent. And witlt 
that their .conversation on the subject ended. But Hubert 
received a tender kiss on his cheek when he set forth in the 
afternoon. 

To one entering the valley after nightfall the situation of 
the much -discussed New Wanley could no longer be a source of 
doubt. Two blast-furnaces sent up their ilare and lit luridly 
the devastated scene. Having glanced in that direction Hubert 
did his best to keep bis eyes averted during the remainder of 
the walk. He was surprised to see a short passenger train 
rush by on the private line connecting the works with Agworth 
station ; it was taking away certain visitors who had lingered in 
Kew Wanley after the lecture. Knowing nothing of the circum- 
stances, he supposed that general traffic had been commenced. 
He avoided the village street, and reached the Vicarage by a 
path through (ields. 

He found the vicar at dinner, though it was only half-past 
six. The welcome he received was, in Mr. Wyvern's manner, 
almost silent ; bat when he had taken a place at the table he 
saw satisfaction on his host's .face. The meal was very plain, 
but the vicar ate with extraordinary appetite; he was one of 
those men in whom the demands of the stomach seem to be in 
direct proportion to the activity of the brain. A question 
Hubert put about tho train led to a brief account of what 
was going on. Mr. Wyvero spoke on the subject with a 
gravity which was not distinctly ironical,, but suggested 
jaitieiam. 

They repaired to the study. A volume of Plato was open 
on the reading-table. 

; 'Do you remember Socrates' prayer in the "Phwdrua"?' 
said the vicar, bending affectionately over the page. He read 
a few words of the Greek, then gave a free rendering. ' Be- 
loved Pan, and all ye other gods who haunt this place, give me 
beauty in the inward soul ; and may the outward and inward 
t^ at one. ^ay I esteem Ihe wise alone wealthy, and may I 
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have suet abundance of wealth as none hut tlie 
carry.' 

He paused a moment. 

' Ah, when I came hither I hoped to find Pan undisturbed. 
Well, well, after all, Hephrestus was or.e of the gods.' 

' How I envy yon your quiet mind 1 ' said Hubert. 

'Quiet t Nay, not always so. Just now I am far from at 
peace. What brings yon hither to-day 1 ' 

The equivoque was obviated by Mr. "Wyvero's tone. 

' I have heard stories about Adela Walthftm. Is there any 
truth in them V 

' I fear so ; I fear so.' 

' That she is really going to marry Mr. Mutimei 1 ' 

He tried to speak the name without discourtesy, bnt his 
lips writhed after it. 

'I fear she isgoingtomarrjhim,'said the vicar deliberately. 

Hubert held his peace. 

' It troubles me. It angers me,' said Mr. Wyvem. ' I am 
ftngry with more than one.' 

' Is there an engagement % ' 

'I am nna-ble to say. Tattle generally gets ahead of fact,' 

' It is monstrous ! ' burst from the young man. ' They are 
taking advantHge of her innocence. She is a child. Why do 
they ednca,te girls like that 1 I should say, how can they leave 
them so uneducated t In an ideal world it would be all very 
well, but see what comes of it here t She is walking with her 
eyes open into horrors and curses, and understands as little of 
what awaits her as a lamb led to butehery. Do yon stand by 
and say nothing 1 ' 

' It suiprises me that you are so affected,' I'emaj-ked the 
vicar quietly. 

' Ko doubt. I can't reason about it. But I know that my 
life will be hideous if this goes on to the end.' 

-* You are late.' 

' Yes, I am late. I was in Wanley some weeks ago ; I did 
hot tell you of it. I called at their house ; they were not at 
home to me. Yet Adela was sitting at the window. Whatdid 
that mean? Is her mother so contemptible that my change of 
fortune leads ber to treat me in that way 1 ', 

'But does no otlierreason occur toyouT asked Mr. Wyverfl, 
With grave surprise. 

' Other reason I What other i ' 

You must remomber that gossip is active.' 
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Ton mean tbat they have heard about 1' 

' Somehow it had become the common talk of the villsigo 
tery shortly after my arrival here.' 

Hubert dropped his eyes in bewilderment. 

' Then they think me unfit to associate with them 1 She — 
Adela — wiil look upon me as a vile creature ! But it wasn't so 
when I saw her immedintely after my illness. She talked freely 
and with just the same friendliness as before.' 

' Probably she had beai'd nothing then.' 

' Ahd her mother only began, to poison her mind when it 
tvas advantageous to do so J ' 

Hubert laughed bitta-Iy. 

' Well, there is an end of it,' he pursued. ' Yes, I was for- 
getting all that. Oh, it is quite intelligible; I don't blame 
them. By all means let her be preserved from contagion ! 
Pooh ! I don't know my own mind. Old fancies that I used 
to have Somehow got hold of me again. If I ever marry, it 
must be a woman of the world, a woman with brain and heart 
to judge human nature. It is gone, as if I had never had such 
a thought. Poor ohiid, to be sure ; but that's all one can say.' 

His tone was as far from petulance as conid be. Hubert's 
Amotions were never feebly coloured ; his nature ran into ex- 
tremes, and vehemence of scorn was in him the true voice of 
injured tenderness. Of humiHty he knew but little, least of all 
where his affections were concerned, but there was the ring of 
noble metal in his self-assertion. He would never consciously 
act or speak a falsehood, and was intolerant of the lies, petty or 
gi-eat, which conventionality and warped habits of thought en- 
courage in those of weaker personality. 

' Let us be just,' remarked Mr. "Wyvem, his voice sounding 
rather sepulchral after the outburst of youthful passion. .' Mrs. 
Waltham's point of view is not inconceivable. I, as you know, 
am not altogethei: a man of formulas, but I am not sure that 
my behaviour would greatly differ from hera in her position ■ I 
mean as regards yourtelf.' 

' Tefi, yes ; I admit the reasonableness of it,' said Hubert 
more calmly, ' granted that you have to deal with children. But 
Adela is too old to have no will or understanding. It may bo 
she has both. After all she would scarcely allow herself to be 
forced into a detestable marriage. Very likely she takes her 
mother's practical views.' 

' There is such a thing as blank indifference in a young girl 
who has suffered disappointment.' 



,y Google 



154 DEMOS 

' I could do nothing,' exelaimeil Hubert, ' That she tbioka ot 
me at all, or has ever seriously done so, is the merest supposition; 
There was nothing binding between us. If she is false to her- 
self, experience and suffering must tea«h her.' 

The vicar mused. 

'Then you go your way untroubled 1' washis next question. 

' If I am strong enough to overcome fooiishnesa.' 

'And if foolishness persists in asserting itself r 

Hubert kept gloomy silence. 

' Thus much I can say to you of my own knowledge,' ob- 
served Mr. Wyvern with weight. ' Miss Waltham is not one 
to speak words lightly. You call her a child, and no doubt her 
view of the world is childlike ; but she is strong in her simpli- 
, city. A pledge from her wUl, or I am much mistaken, bear no 
two meanings. Her marriage with Mr. Mutimer would be aa 
little pleasing to me as to yon, but I cannot see that J have any 
claim to interpose, or, indeed, power to do so. Is it not the 
same with yourself? ' 

' No, not quite the same.' 

' Then you have hope that yon might still affect her destiny t ' 

Hubert did not answer. 

'Do you measure the responsibility you would incur? I 
fear not, if you have spoken aincerelj'. Your experience has 
not been of a kind to aid you in understanding her, and, I. warn 
you, to make her subject to your caprices would be little short 
of a crime, whether now — heed me— or hereafter.' 

' Perhaps it is too late,' murmured Hubert, 

' That may well be, in more senses than one.' 

' Can you not discover whether she is really engaged ) ' ■• 

'If that were the case, I ttiink I should have heard of it.' 

' If I were allowed to see her ! So much at least should be 
granted me, I should not poison the air she breathes.' 

' Do you return to Agworth to-night?' Mr. Wyvern inquired. 

' Yes, I shall walk back.' 

' Can you come to me again to-morrow evening ) ' 

It was agreed that Hubert should do so. Mr. Wyvern gave 
no definite promise of aid, but the young man felt that he would 
■do something, 

' The night is fine,' said the viear; ' I will walk half a milo 
"with you,' 

They left the Ticarage, and ten yards from the door turned 
into the path which would enable tbem to avoid the. villag« 
sti'eefe Not two minutes after their quitting the main road th^ 
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' spot was passed by Adela herself, who was walking towai-ds 
Mr. Wyvern's dwelling. On her inquiring for the vicar, she 
; learnt from the servant that he had just left home. She hesi- 
tated, and eeerced about to osk further questions op leave a 
message, but at length turned away from the door and retraced 
her steps, slowly and with bent head. 

She knew not whether to feel glad or sorry that the inter- 
view she had come to seek could not immediately take place. 
Thia day had been a bard one for Adela. In the morning her 
mother had spoken to her without disguise or affectation, and 
had told her of Mntimer's indirect proposal, Mrs. Waltham 
went on to assui-e her that there was no Lurry, that Mutimer 
had consented to refrain from visits for a short time in order 
that she might take counsel with herself, and that — the mother's 
voice trembled on the words — absolute freedom was of course 
left her to accept or refuse. But Mrs. Waltham could not 
pause there, though she tried to. She went on to speak of the 
day's proceedings. 

' Think what we may, my dear, of Mr. Mutimer's opinions, 
no one can deny that he is making a moat unselfish use of his 
wealth. We shall have an opportunity to-day of hearing how 
it is regarded by those who — who understand such questions.' 

Adela implored to be allowed to remain at home instead of 
attending the lecture, but on this point Mrs. Waltham was in- 
dexible. The girl could not offer resolute opposition in a 
matter which only involved an hour or two's endurance. ■ She 
Bat in pale silence. Then her mother broke int-o tears, bewailed 
■herself as a luckless being, entreated her daughter's pardon, but 
in the end was perfectly ready to accept Adefa's self-sacrifice. 

On her return from New Wanley, Adela sat alone till tea- 
time, and after that meal again went to her room. She was not 
one of those girls to whom tears come as a matter of course on 
any occasion of annoyance or of grief; her bright eyes had sel- 
dom been dimmed since childhood, for the ligbtsomeness of her 
character threw off trifling troubles almost as soon as they were 
felt, and of graver afflictions she had hitherto known none sinco 
her father's deatli. But since the shock she received on. that 
day when her mother revealed Hubert Eldon's nnworthiiiess, 
her emotional life had suffered a slow change. Evil, previously 
known but as a dark mystery shadowing far off regions, had 
become the constant preoccupation of her thoughts. Drawing 
Analogies from the story of her faith, she imaged Hubert as the 
angel who fell from supreme purity to a terrible lordship of 
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per<lition. Of his shia she had the dinimest conception ;, she 
was told that they were sins of impurity, and ber understtmding 
of such could Ecai'cely have been expressed save in the general 
language of her prayera. Guarded jealously at every moment 
of her Hfe, the world had made no blur on the fair tablet of her 
mind; her Edeu had suffered no invasion. She could only 
repeat- to herself that her heart had gone dreadfully astray 
in its fondness, and that, whatsoever it cost her, the old hopef^ 
the strength of which was only now proved, must be utterly 
uprooted. And knowing that, she wept. 

Sin was too snrely sorrow, though it neared her only in 
imagination. In a few weeks she seemed to have almost out- 
grown girlhood ; her steps were measured, her smile was seldoni 
and lacked mirth. The revelation would have done so much; the 
added and gi'owing trouble of Mutimer's attentions threatened 
to sink her in melancholy. She would not allow it to he seen 
more than she could help ; cheerful activity in the life of home 
wafl one of her moral duties, and she strove hard to sustain it. 
It was a relief to find herself alone eaeh night, alone with her 
Bickneas of heart. 

The repugnance aroused in her by the thought of becoming 
Matimer'a wife was rather instinctive than reasoned. From, 
one point of view, indeed, she deemed it wrong, since it might 
be entirely the fruit of the love she was forbidden to chorish. 
Striving to read her conscience, which for years had been with 
her a daily task and was now become the anguish of every 
hour, she found it hard to establish valid i-easons for steadfastly 
refusing «. man who was h^ mother's choice. She read over the 
marriage service frequently. There stood the promise — to love, 
to honour, and to obey. Honour and obedience she might render 
him, but what of love t Theqneetiou arose, what did love mean ^ 
Could there be such a thing as love of an unworthy object 1 
Was she not led astray by the spirit of perversenees which was 
her heritage^ 

Adela could not Iffing herself to believe that 'to love' ia 
the sense of the marriage service and to ' be in love ' as her 
heart understood it were one and the same thing. The Puri- 
tanism of her training led ber to distrust profoundly those 
impulses of mere nature. And the circumstances of her own 
Unhappy affection tended to confirm her in this way of think- 
ing, Letty Tew certainly thought otherwise, but was not 
'Iietty's own heart too exclusively occupied by worldly con- 
iniderations) ; 
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Yet it said 'love.' Perchance that -was something which 
would oomo after marriage ; the promise, observe, concerned the 
future. But she was not merely indifferent; she shrank from 
■ Mutimer. 

She returned home from the lecture to-day full of dread — 
dread moro active than she bad yet known. And it drove her 
to a step she had timidly contemplated for more than a week. 
She stole from the house, beat on seeing Mr. Wyvera., She 
could not confess to him, but she coiild speak of the conflict 
between her mothei''s will and her own, and beg "his advice ; 
perhaps, if he appeai-ed favourable, ask him to intercede i^itli 
her mother. She had liked Mr. Wyvem fmm thefli-st meeting 
■with him, and a sense of trust had been nourished by eaeh 
succeeding conversation. In her agitation she thought itwoold 
not ho hard to tell him so much of the circumstances as would 
■enable him to judge snd counsel. 

Yet it was with relief, on the whole, that she turned home- 
wards with her object unattained. It Would be much better to 
wait and test herself yet further. Why should she not speak 
with her mother about that vow she was asked to make! 

She did not seek solitude again, but joined her mother and 
Alfred in the sitting-room. Mrs. Waltham made no inquiry 
about the short absence. Alfred had only just called to mind 
the newspaper which Mr. Keene had given him, and was un- 
folding it for perusal. His ej'e caught a marked paragraph, one 
of a number under the heading ' Gossip froju Town.' As he 
read it he uttered a ' Huilo I ' of surprise. 

' Well, here's the latest,' he continued, looking at his com- 
panions with an amused eye. ' Something about that fellow 
Eldon in a Bel wick newspaper. What do you thinks' 

Adela kept still and mute. 

' Whatever it is, it cannot interest us, Alfred,' said Mrs. 
Waltham, with dignity. ' We had rather not hear it.' 

' Well, you shall read it for yourself,' replied Alfred on a 
second thought. ' I think you'd like to know.' 

His mother took the paper under protest, and glanced down 
at the paragraph carelessly. But speedily her attention became 
closer. 

' An item of intelligence,' wrote the London goasiper, ' which 
I dare say will interest readers in certain parts of ■ — shire. A 
lady of French exti'action who made a name for herself at a 
leading metropolitan theatre last winter, and who really pro- 
wises great things in the Thespian art, is back among us from 
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a sojourn on the Contineat. She is uaderKtood to have spent 
much labour in the study of it new part, which she is ahout to 
introduce to us of the modei-n Babylon. But Albion, it is 
whispered, possesses other attractions for her besides apprecia- 
tive audiences. In brief, though she will of eourseappear under 
the old name, she will in I'eality have changed it for one of 
another nationality before presenting herRelf in the radiance of 
the footlights. The happy man is Mr. Hubert Eldon, late of 
Wanley Manor. We felicibite Mr, Eldon.' 

Mrs. Waltham's hands trembled as she doubled the sheet : 
there was a gleam of pleasure oo her face. 

'Give me the paper when you have done with it,' she said. 

Alfred laughed, and whistled a tune as he continued the 
perusal of Mr. Keene's political and social intelligence, on the 
whole as ti'ustworthy as the style in which it was written was 
terse and elegant. Adela, finding she could feign indifference 
no longerj went from the room. 

' Where did you got thLs 1 ' Mrs. Waltham asked with 
eagerness as soon as the girl was gone. 

' Prom the writer himself,' Alfred replied, visibly proud ol 
his intimacy with a man of letters. ' Fellow called Keene. 
Had a long talk with him.' 

'About this 1' 

' Oh, no. I've only just come across it. But he said he'd 
marked something for Mutimer. I'm to pass the paper on to 
him.' ~i 

' I suppose this is the same woman % ' 

' TSo doubt.' 

' You think it's true % ' 

' True t Why, of course it is. A newspaper with a reputa- 
tion to support can't go printing people's names at haphazard. 
Keene's vety thick with ail the London actors. He told mo 
some lirst-class stories about ' 

' Never mind,' interposed his mother. ' Well, to think it 
should come to this ! I'm sure I feel for poor Mrs, Eldon, 
ideally, there is no end to her misfortunes,' 

' just how such families always end np,' observed Alfred 
complacently. ' Ko doubt he'll drink himself to death, or sc 
thing of that kind, and then we shall have the pleasure of seeing 
a new tablet in the church, inscribed with manifold virtues ; or 
even a slained-glass window : the last of the Eldons deserves 
something noteworthy.' 

' I think it's hardly a subject for joking, Alfred. It is very, 
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very sad. And to think what a Sao handsome boy he used to 
be ! But he was always dreadfully self-willed.' 

' He was always an, impertiaent puppy I How he'll play 
the swell on his wife's earnings I Oh, our glorious aristocracy !' 
"Mrs, Waltham went eai-ly to her daughter's room. Adela 
sitting with her Bible btfore her — had aat so eiiice coming 
npstairs, yet had not read three consecutive verses. Her face 
showed no effect of tears, for the heat of a consuming suspense 
bad dried the fountains of woe. 

I don't like to occupy your mind with such things, my 
dear,' began her mother, ' but perhaps as a wai'ning I ought to 
show you the news Alfred spoke of. It pleases Providence that 
there should be evil in tho world, and for our own safety we 
must sometimes look it in the face, especially we poor women, 
' 'ela. "Will you i-ead that 1 ' 

Adela read. She could hot criticise the style, but it affected 
■ as something unclean ; Hubert's very name suffered degra- 
dation when used in such a way. Prepared for worse things 
than that which she saw, no shock of feelings was manifest in 
her. She returned tlie paper without speaking. 

' I wanted you to see that my behaviour to Mr. Eldon was 
not unjustified,' said hei- mother, ' You don't blame me any 
' — ir, dear J' 

I have never blamed you, mother,' 

It is a sad, sad end to what might have been a life of use- 
fulness and honour. I have thought so often of the parable of 
the talents ; only I fear this case is worse. His poor mother I 
I wonder if I could write to her 1 Yet I hardly know how 
to.' 

Is this a — a wicked woman, mother t ' Adela askenl falter- 
ingly. 

Mrs. Waltham shook her head and sighed. 
' My love, don't yott see that she is an actress ) ' 
' But if all actresses are wicked, how is it that really good 
jeople go to the theatte? ' 

' i am afraid they oughtn t to. The best of us are tempted 
nto thoughtless pleasitie But now I don't want you to brood 
iver things which it i^> a sad necessity to have to glance at. 
lead your chaptei dailing and get to bed.' 

To bed—but not to sleep The child's imagination was 
flame. This scarlet woman this meteor from hell flashing 
lefore the delighted eyes ot men, she, then, had bound Hubert 
ver in her toils ; no release for him now, no ransom to 
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■eternity, Uo inefcant's doubt of the news came to A.dela ; in 
her eyes imprimatur was tha guarantee of truth. She strove 
■to picture the face which had drawn Hubert to his doom.' It 
most be lovely beyond compare. For the first time Jn her life 
she knew the agonies of jealousy. 

She could not sbed tears, but in her anguish she fell upon 
prayer, spoke the words above her breath that they might 
eilence that terrible voice within. Poor lost lamb, cryiag 
the darkness, sending forth such pitious utterance as mig 
create a spirit of love to hear and rescue. 

Rescue — none. When the fire wasted itself, she tried to 
£nd solace in the thought that one source of misery was stc ^ _ 
Hubert was married, or would be veiy soon, and if she had 
sinned in loving him till now, such sin would henceforth be 
multiplied incalculably; she durst not, as she valued her soul 
so much as let bia name enter her .thoughts. And to guarc 
against it, was there not a means offered her) The doubt as to 
what love meant was well nigh solved ; or at all events shi 
beld it proved that the ' love ' of the marriage service was 
thing she had never yet felt, something which would, follow 
upon marriage itself. Earthly love had surely led Hubert 
Eldon to ruin ; oh, not that could be demanded of her ! Whai 
reason had she now to offer against her mother's desire f Letty' 
arguments were vain ; they were bfl.t as the undisciplined motion! 
of her own heart. Marriage with a worthy man must often hav« 
been salvation to a rudderless life; for was it not the ceremoni 
which, after all, constituted the exclusive sanction 1 

. Mutimer, it was true, felt sadly short of her ideal of good 
nesa. He was an unbeliever. But might not this very (' 
cumstance involve a duty! As his wife, could she not ph 
with him and bring him to the truth! "Would not that b 
loving him, to make his spiritual good the end of her existence 
It was as though a great light shot athwart her darkness, " Sh 
raised herself ia bed, and, as if with her very hands, clung t 
the inspiration which had been granted her. The light 
not abiding, but something of radiance lingered, and that i 
stead her. 

Her brother returned to Belwick next morning after a 
early breakfast. He was in his wonted high, spirits, and talkt 
with much satisfaction of the acquaintances he had made on tl 
{tt«vious day, while Adela waited upon him. Mrs, WaJthai 
only appeared as he was setting off. 

Adela sat almost in silence whilst her mother breakfasted 
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* Yon dott't look well, dear ? ' said the latter, coming to tiie 
Ettle room upstaiiB soon after the meal, 

'Yes, I am well, mother. Bat I want to speak to you.' 

Mrs, Waltham seated herself in espeetatioc 

'Will you tell me why jou so much wish me to marry Mr. 
Mutdmert ' 

Adela's tone was quite other than she had hitherto used 

conversations of this kind, lt< was submissive, patiently 
questioning. 

' You mustn't misundevstaml me,' replied the mother with 
some nervousness. * The wish, dear, must of course be yours 
as well. You know that I — that I really ^"^^ k^ y°^ to 
consult your own—: — ' 

The sentence was unfinished, . 

' But you have tried to persuade me, mother dear, pursued 
the gentle voice. 'You would not do so if you did i.ot think 
it for my good.' 

Something shot painfully through Mrs, Waltham's heart. 

' I am sure I have thought so, Adela ; really I have thought 
I know there are objections, but no marriage is in every 
way perfect. I feel so sure of hia character — 1 mean of his 
character in a worldly sense. And you might do so much to — 
to show bim the true way, might you not, darling^ I'm sure 
Lis heart is good,' 

Mrs. "Waltham also was speaking with less confidence than 

former occasions. She cast side glances at her daughter's 
colourless face. 

' Mother, may I marry without feeling that — that I love him V 

The face was flushed now for a inoinetit. Adela had never 

ken that word to anyone ; even to Letty she had scarcely 
murmured it. The eflect upon her of hearing it from her own 
lips was mysterious, awful ; the sound did not die with her 
voice, but trembled in subtle harmonies along the chords of 
her being. 

Her mother took the shaken foi-m and drew it to her bosom. 

'If he is your husband, darling, you will find that love grows. 
It is always so. Have no fear. On his side there is not only 
love; he respects you deeply ; he has told me so.' 

' And you encourage me to accept him, mother ? It is your 
desire 1 I am your child, and you can wish nothing that is not 
for my good. Guide me, mother. It is so hard to judge for 
myself, , You shall dedde for me, indeed you shall.' 

The mother's heart wajs wrung. For a moment she strove 
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to speak the very truth, to utter a word about that love which 
Adela was i-esolutely excluding. Bub the temptation to accept 
this uahoped surrender praved too strong. She sobbed her 

'Yes, I do wish it, Adela. You will 6nd that I— that I 
was not wrong,' 

' Then if he asks me, T will marry him.' 

As those woi'ds wore spoken Mutimer issued from the Manor 
gates, uncertain whether to go his usual way down to theworks 
or to jiay a visit to Mrs. Waltham.' The latter purpose pre- 
vailed. 

The evening before, Mr, Willis Eodman had called at the 
Manor shortly after dinner. He found Mutiraer smoking, with 
coffee at his side, and was speedily making himself comfortable 
in the same way. Then be drew a newspaper from his pocket. 
' Have you seen the " Eelwick Chronicle" of to-day ! ' he inquired, 

'Why the deuce should I read such a paper!' exclaimed 
Richard, with good-humoured surprise. He was in excellent 
spirits to-night, the excitement of the day having swept hia 
mind clear of anxieties. 

' There's something in it, though, that you ought to se 

He pointed oiit the paragraph relating to" Eldon, 

' Keene's writing, eti 1 ' said Mutimer thoughtfully. 

' Yes, he gave me the paper.' 

Eichai-d rekindled his cigar with deliberation, and stood for 
a few moments with one foot on the fender. 

' Who is the woman 1 ' he then asked. 

' I don't know her name. Of course it's the same stoiy 
continued.' 

'And concluded.' 

' Well, I don't know about that,' said the other, smiling and 
shaking his head. 

'This may or may not be true, 1 suppose,' was Richard' 
next remark, 

' Oh, I suppose the man hears all that kind of thing, 
don't see any reason to doubt it.' 

' May I keep the paper i ' 

' Oh, yes, Keeae told me, by-the-by, that he gave a copy 
to young Waltham.' 

Mr. itodman spoke whilst rolling the cigar in his mouth, 
Mutimer allowed the BHbjeet to lapse. 

There was no impossibility, no improbability even, ii 
statement made by the newspaper con-espondent ; yet as Iticharc 
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thought it ovep in the night, he coult! not hut regard it as 
singular that Mr. Keeiie should be the man to make public 
endi a piece of information so very opportunely. He was far 
from haYing admitted tho man to fais confidence, hut between 
Keene and Eodman, as he was aware, an intimacy had sprung 
up. It might be that one or the other had thought it worth 
while to servo him; why should Keene be particular to put a 
copy of the paper into Alfred "Waltham's hands 1 Well, ho 
personally knew nothing of the affair. If the news effected any- 
thing, so much the better. He hoped it might be trustworthy. 
Among his correspondence in the morning was a letter 
from Emma Vine. He opened it last; anyone observing him 
would have seen with what reluctance he began to read it. 

' My dear Richard,' it ran, ' I write to thank . you for the 
money. I would very much rather have had a letter fromyotj, 
however short a one. It seems long since you wrote a real 
letter, and I can't think bow long since I have seen you. But 
I know how full of business you are, dear, and I'm sure you 
would never come to London without telling me, because if you 
hadn't time to come here, I should be only too glad to go to 
Higbbury, if only for one word. We hare got some mourning 
dresses to make for the servants of a lady in Islington, so that 
is good news. But poor Jane is very bad indeed. She suffers 
a great deal of pain, and most of all at night, so that she 
scarcely ever gets more than half-an-hour of sleep at a time, if 
that. What makes it worse, dear Richard, is that she is so 
very unhappy. Sometimes she cries nearly through the whole 
night. I try ray best to keep her up, but I'm afraid her weak- 
ness has much to do with it. But Kate is very well, I am glad 
to say, and the children are very welt too. Bertie is b^inning 
to learn to read. He often says he would like to see you. 
Thank you, dearest, for the money and all your kindness, and 
believe that I shall think of you every miaute with much lovo. 
From yours ever and ever, ' Emma Vine.' 

It would be cruel to reproduce Emma's errors of spelling, 
Richard had sometimes noted a bad instance with annoyance, but 
it was not that which made him hurry to the end this morning 
with lowered bro\ys. Whenhe badfiniahed the letter he crumbled 
it up and threw it into the Are. It was not heartlesaness that 
made him do so : he dreaded to have these letters brought before 
his eyes a second time. 
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He was also throwing the envelope aside, when he dis- 
covered Uiat it contained yet another slip of paper. The 
writing on this was nob Emma's : the letters were cramped and 
not easy to decipher. 

'Dear Richard, come to London and see me. I want to 
speak to you, I must speak to you. I can't have very long to 
live, and I mtist, nvust see you, ' Jane Vine.' 

This too he threw into the fire. His lips were hard set, 
his eyes wide. And almost immediately he prepared to leave 
the liouae. 

It was early, but he felt that he must go to the Walthams'. 
lie had promised Mrs, Waltham to refrain from visiting the 
honse for a week, but that promise it was impossible to keep- 
Jane's words were ringing in his ears : he seemed to hear her. 
very voice calling and beseeching. So far from changing hia 
purjiose, it impelled him in the course he had chosen. There 
must and should be an end of this suspenea 

Mrs. Waltham. had just come downstairs from her conver- 
sation with Adela, when she saw Mutimer approaching the 
door. She admitted him herself. Surely Providence was on 
her side; she felt almost young in her satisfiietioii. 

Richard remained in the house about twenty minutes. 
Then he walked down to the works as usual. 

Shortly after his departure another visitor presented him- 
self. This was Mr. Wyvero. The vicar's walk in Hubert's 
company the evening before had extended itself from point to 
point, till the two i-eached Agworth together, Mr. Wyvem 
was addicted to night-rambling, and he often covered consider- 
able stretches of countiy in the hours when other mortals 
slept. To-night he was in the mood for such exercise ; it 
worked off unwholesome accumulations of thought and feeling, 
and good counsel often came to him in Vhat the Greeks called 
the kindly time. He did not hurry on his way back to Wan- 
ley, for just at present he was much in need of calm reflection. 

On his arrival at the Vicarage about eleven o'clock the ser- 
vant informed him of Miss Waltham's having called, Mr. 
Wyvem heard this with pleasure. He thought at first of 
writing a note to AdeJa, begging her to come to the Vicaras[e 
again, but by the morning he had decided to be himself the 
visitor. 

He gathered at once from Mrs. AValtham's face that evente 
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of eoir.s agitating kind weie in progi-ass. Siie did not keep 
him long in uncertainty. Upon his asking if he might spBak 
a few words with Adela, Mrs. Waltham examined him 
curiously. 

' I am afraid,' she said, ' that I must ask you to excuse her 
this morning, Mr. Wyvem, She is not quite prepared to see 
anyone at present. In iaet,' slie lowered her voice and smiled 
very graj;ious]y, 'she has just had an— an agitating inter view 
with Mr. Mutimec— she hasi consented to be his wife.' 

' In that case I cannot of course trouble her,' the vicar re- 
plied, with gravity whinh to Mrs, Waltham appeared excessive, 
rather adapted to news of a death than of a betrathal. The 
dark searching eyes, too, made her feel uncomfortable. And 
he did not utter a syllable of tlie politeness expected on these 



' What a vory shocking thing about Mr. Eldon ! ' the lady 
pxirsued. ' You have heard 1 ' 

'Shocking! Pray, what has happened!.' 

Hubert had left him in some depression the night bofjre, 
and for a moment Mr. Wyvom dreaded lest some fatality had 
become known in Wanley. 

' Ah, you have not heard ! It is in this newspiper.' 

The vicar examined the column indicated. 

' But,' he exclaimed, with subdued indignation, ' tliia is tlio 
merest falsehood ! ' 

'A falsehood ! Are you sure of that Mr. Wyvern^ ' 

' Perfectly sure. There is no foundation for it whafso- 

' You i^on't Bay so 1 I am very glad to hear that, for poor 
MiB. Eldon's sake.' 

' Could you lend mo this newspaper for to-day ! ' 

'With pleasure. Really. you i-elieve me, Mr. Wyvem. I 
had no means of inquiring into the story, of coui-se. But how 
disgraceful that such a thing should appear in print ! ' 

' 1 am sorry to say, Mra. Waltham, that the majority of 
things which appear in print nowadays are more or less dis- 
graceful. However, this may claim prominence, in its way.' 

' And I may safely contradict it J It will be such a happi- 
ness to do so.' 

' Contradict it by all means, madam. You may cite me as 
your authority.' 

The vicat crushed the sheet into hisi pocket and strode 
bomewards. 
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CHAPTER Xin. 

In the church of the Insurgents there are many ordei-s. To 
rise to the supreme passion, of revolt, two conditions are indis- 
pensable : to possess the heart of a poet, and to be subdued by 
poverty to the yoke of ignoble labour. But maiiy who fall short 
of the priesthood have yet a shave of the true spirit, bestowed 
upon them by circumsbinces of birth and edueaiion, developed 
here and there by the esperience of life, yet rigidly limited iu 
the upshot by the control of material ease, the fatal lordship of 
the comfortable commonplace. Of such was Hubei't Eldon. In 
him, despite his birth and breeding, there came to the surface 
a rich vein of independence, obscurely traceable, no doubt, in 
the characters of certain of his ancestora, appearing at length 
where nineteenth-century influences had thinned the detritus of 
convention and cIhss prejudice. His nature abounded in con- 
tradictions, and as yet self-study — iu itself the note of a mind 
■striving for emancipation — had done little for him beyond 
making clear the manifold difficulties sti-ewn in hia path of 
pi'ogresa. 

You know already that it was no vulgar instinct of sensu- 
ality which had made severance between him and the respectable 
traditions of his fiimUy. Observant friends naturally cast him 
in the category of young men whom the prospect of a fortune 
seduces to a life of riot; his mother had no means of forming a 
more accurat-e judgment. Mr. Wyvern alone had seen beneath 
the surface, aided by a liberal study of the world, and no doubt 
also by that personal sympathy which is so important an ally 
of charity and truth. Mr. Wyvem's eavly life had not been in 
smooth waters ; in bim too revolt was native, tempered also by 
spiritualinfluencesof the most opposite kind. He felt a deep in- 
terest in the young man, and desired to keep him in view. It was 
the first promise of friendship that had been held out to Hubert, 
who already suffered from a sense of isolation, and waa wonder- 
ing in what class of society he would have to look for his kith 
and kin. Since boyhood he had drawn apai-t to a great estent 
from the companionships which most readily offered. The turn 
taken by the circumstances of his family affected thepride which 
was one of bis strongest characteristics; his house bad fallen, 
»nd it seemed to him that a good deal of pity, if not of con- 
tempt, mingled with his reception by the more fortunate of his 
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own standing. He had never overcome a naliiial hostility to 
old Mr. Mutimer : the bottrgeois Tirtties of the worthy iron- 
master rather irritated than attracted him, and he suffered in- 
tensely in the thought that hia mother brought herself to close 
friendship with one so much her inferior just for the sake of 
her son's future. In this matter he judged with tolerable ac- 
cnracy, Mrs. Eldon, finding in the old man a certain unex- 
pected refinement over and above his goodness of heart, con- 
sciously or unconsciously encouraged herself in idealising bim, 
that the way of interest might approach as nearly as might be 
to that of honour. Hubert, with no understanding for the 
craggy facts of life, lawardly rebelled against tho whole situa- 
tion. He felt that it laid him open to ridicule, the mere 
suspicion of which always stung him to the quick. When, 
therefore, he declared to hi3 mother, in the painful interview 
on his return to Wanley, that it was almost a relief to him to 
have lost the inheritance, he spoke with perfect truth. Amid 
the tempest which had fallen on his life there rose in that 
moment the semblance of a star of hope. The hateful condi- 
tions which had weighed upon his future being finally cast ofi", 
might he not look forward to some nobler activity than had 
hitherto seemed possible 1 Was he not being saved fi^m hia 
meaner self, that part of his nature which tended to conven- 
tional ideals, which was subject to. empty pride and ignoble 
apprehensions 1 Had be gone through the st«rm without 
companion, hope might have overcome every weakness, but 
sympathy with his mother's deep distress ti'oubled his self-con- 
trol. At her feet he yielded to the emotions of childhood, and 
hia misery increased until bodily sufferitig brought him the relief 
of uQCousoiousnes^. 

To his mother perhaps he owed thatstrainof idealism which 
gave his character its significance. In Mrs. Eldon it affected 
only the inner life; in Hubert spiritual strivings naturally 
. sought the outlet of action. That his emancipation should 
declare itself in some exaggerated way was quite to be ex- 
pected T impatience of futilities and insincerities made common 
cause with the fiery spirit of youth and spurred him into reck- 
less pursuit of that abiding rapture which is the dream and the 
despair of the earth's purest soals. The pistol bullet checked 
his course, happily at the right moment. He had gone fer 
enough for experience and not too far for self-recovery. The 
wise man in looking back upon his endeavours regiets nothing 
of which that can be said. 
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By the side of a passion sucli as that whieli had opened 
Hubert's intellectual manhood, the mild, pix^'essivo attach- 
ments sanctioned by society show so colourless as to suggest 
illusion. Thinking of Adela Waltham as he lay recovering 
from his illness, he found it difficult to distinguish between 
the feelings associated with her name and those which he had 
owed to other maidens of the same type. A week or two at 
Wanley generally resulted in a conviction that he was in love 
with Adela; and had Adela been entirely subject to her 
mother's influences, had she fallen but a little short of the 
innocence and delicacy which weie her own, whether for happi-, 
ness or the reverse, she would doubtless have been pledged to 
Hubert long ere this. The merest accident had in truth pre- 
vented it. At home for Christmas, the young man had made 
up his mind to speak and claim her : he postponed doing so till 
he should have returned fcom a visit to a college friend in the 
Bame county. His friend had a sister, five or six years older 
than Adela, and of a warmer type of beauty, with tiie finished 
, graces of the town. Hubert found himself once more without 
guidance, and so left Wanley behind him, journeying to an 
nnknown land. 

Hubert could not remember a time when he had not been 
in love. The objects of his devotion had succeeded each other 
rapidly, but each in her turn was the perfect woman. His 
imagination cast a halo about a beautiful head, and hastened to 
Bee in its possessor al! the poetry of character which he aspired 
to worship. In his loves, as in every other circumstance of Kfe, 
he would have nothing of compromise ; for him the world con- 
tained nothing but his passion, and existence had no other end. 
Between that past and this present more intervened than 
Hubert could yet appreciate; but he judged the change in 
himself by the Jight in which that early love appeared to him. 
Those were the restless ardours of boyhood : he could not hence- 
forth trifle so with solemn meanings. The ideal was harder of 
discovery than he had thought ; perhaps it was not to be found 
in the world at all. But what less perfect could hencefoith 
touch his heart 1 

Yet throughout his convaleaeence he thought often of Adela, 
perhaps, because she was so near, and because she doubtless often 
thought of him. His unespected meeting with heron Stanbury 
Hill aifacled him strangely ; the world was new to his eyes, and 
the gii-l's face seemed to share in the renewal ; it was not quite 
the same face that be had held in memory, but had a fresh sig- 
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(lificance. He read in her looks more tian formerly lie had 
been able to' see. This impie.^sioii was strengthened by liis 
interview with her on the following day. Had she too grown 
much older in a few months ! 

After spending a fortnight with his mother at Agworth, he 
went to London, and for a tinie thought as little of Adela as of 
any other woman. New interests claimed him, interests purely 
intellectual, the stronger that his mind seemed just aroused 
from a long sleep. He threw himself into various studies with 
more zeal than he had hitlierto devoted to siich interests ; not 
Ibat he had as yet any definite projects, but solely because it 
was his nature to he in pursuit of some excellence and to scorn 
mere acquies4»nce in a life of every-day colour. He lived all 
but in lonelinesF, and when the change had had time to work 
upon him fais thoughts began to revert to Adela, to her alone 
of those who stood on the other aide of the gulf. She came 
before his eyes as a vision of purity ; it was soothing to picture 
her face and to think of her walking in the spring m^dows. 
He thought of her as of a white rose, dew-besprent, and gently 
swayed by the sweet air of a sunny morning; a white rose 
newly spread, its heartvirgin from the hands of shaping- Nature. 
He could not decide what quality, what absence of thought, 
made Adela so distinct to him. Was it perhaps the esquisite 
delicacy apparent in all she did or said 1 Even the most reve- 
rent thought seemed gross in touching her ; the mind flitted 
round about her, kept from contact by a supreme modesty, 
which she alone could inspire. If her head were painted, it 
must be against the tendei'est eastern sky; all associations with 
her were of the morning, when heatleas rays strike level across 
the moist earth, of simple devoutness which renders thanks 
for the blessing of a new day, of mercy robed like the zenith at 

His study just now was of the early Italians, in art and 
literature. There was more of Adela than i)e perceived in the 
impulse which guided him in that direction. When he came 
to read the ' Vita Noova,' it was of Adela expressly that he 
thought. The poet's passion of worship entered has heart; 
tranrferring his pi'osent feeling to his earlier self, he grew to 
regard his recent madness as a lapse from the true love of his 
life. Hepersuadedhimself that he had loved Adela in a far more 
serious way than any of the others who from time to time had 
been her rivals, and that the love was now returning to him, 
KtrenjrtJiened and exalted. He began to write sonnets in Dante's 
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manner, striving to body forth in woi'ds the new piety which 
illumined his life. "Whereas love had been to him of late a 
glorificfttion of the senses, he now cleansed himself from what 
he deemed impurity and adored in mere ecstasy of the spirit, 
Adela soon became rather a symbol than a living woman ; he 
identified her ■with the ends to which his life darkly aspired, 
and all but convinced himself that memory and imagination 
wonld henceforth suffice to him. 

In the autumn he went down to Agworth, and spent a few 
days with hia mother. The temptation to walk over to Wan- 
ley and call upon the Walthams proved too strong to be resisted. 
Hie rejection at their door was rather a shock than a surprise ; 
it had never occurred to him that the old friendly relations had 
been in any way disturbed; he explained Mrs. Waltham'a be- 
haviour by supposing that his silence had offended her, and 
perhaps his failure to take leave of her before quitting "Wanley. 
Possibly she thought he had dealt hghtly with Adela. Offence 
on purely moral grounds did not even suggest itself. 

He returned to London anxious and unhappy. The glimpse 
of Adela sitting at the window had brought him back to reality; 
after all it was no abstraction that had become the constant 
companion of his solitude; his love was far more real for that 
moment's vision of the golden head, and had a very real power 
of afllicting him with melancholy. He faltered in his studies, 
and once again had lost the motive to exertion. Then came the 
letter from his mother, telling of Adela's rumoured engagement. 
It caused him to set forth almost immediately. 

The alternation of moods exhibited in his conversation with 
Mr. Wyvem continued to agitate him during the night. Now 
it seemed impossible to approach Adela in anyway; now he 
was prepared to defy every consideration in order to save hep 
and secure his own happiness. Then, after dwelling for awhile 
on the difficulties of his position, he tried to convince himself 
that once again he»had been led astray after beauty and good- 
ness which existed only in his imagination, that in losing Adela 
he only dismissed one more illusion. Snch comfort was unsub- 
stantial; he was, in truth, consumed in wretchedness at the 
thought that she once might easily have been his, and that he 
had passed her by. What matter whether we love a reality or 
a. dream, if the love drive us to frenzy i Yet how eoiild he 
renew his relations with her ? Even if no actual engagement 
bound her, she must be prejudiced against him by stories which 
would make it seem an insult if he addressed her. And if the 
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cngogoment really existei), what shadow of exciise had he for 
troubling her with his ]ove ? 

When fee entered his mother's room in the morning, Mrs. 
Eldon took a Email volume from the table at her side. 

' I found this a few weeks ago among the books you left 
wifh me,' she said. ' How long have you had it, Hubert 1 ' 

It was a copy of the ' Christian Yeai',' and writing on the 
fly-leaf showed that it belongecl, or had once belonged, to Adela 
Waltham. 

Hubert regarded it with surprisie. 

' It was lent to me a year ago,' he said. ' I took it away 
with me. I had forgotten that I had it.' 

The circumstances under which it had been lent to him 
came back very clearly now. It was after that visit to his 
friend which had come so unhappily between him and Adela- 
When he went to bid her good-bye he found her alone, and slie 
was reading this book. She spoke of it, and, in surprise that 
he had never read it, h^ged him to take it to Oxford. 

' I have another copy,' Adela said. 'Tou can return that 
any time.' 

The time had only now come. Hubert resolved to take the 
book to Wauley in the evening ; if no other means offere<l, Mr. 
Wyvem would return it to the owner. Might he enclose a 
note 1 Iristead of that, he wrote out from memory two of his 
own sonnets, the best of those he had recently composed under 
the influence of the ' Vita Nuova,' and shut them between the 
pages. Then he made the book into a parcel and addressed 
it. 

He started for his walk at the same hour as on the evening 
before. There wag fi-ost in the air, and already the stars were 
bright. Ajs he drew near to Wanley, the road was deserted ; 
hia footfall was loud on the hard earth. The moon began to 
show her face overthe dark top of StanburyHill, and presently 
he saw by the clear rays that the figure of a woman was a few 
yards ahead of him ; he was overtaking her. As be drew near 
to her, she turned her head. He knew her at once, for it was 
Letty Tew. He had been used to meet Letty often at the 
Walthams'. 

Evidently he was himself recognised ; the gii-l swerved a 
little, as if to let him pass, and kept her head bent. He obeyed 
an impulse and spoke to her. 

' I am afraid you have forgotten mo, Miss Tew, Yet I 
ion't like to pass you without saying a word.' 
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' I thought it was— rtie light makes it diiEciiIt ' Letty 

murmured, sadly embajraased. 

'But the moon ia beautiful.' 

' Very beautiful.' 

They regarded it together. Letty could not help glancing 
at her companion, and aa he did not turn his face she examined 
him for a moment or two. ' 

' I am going to see my friend Mr.Wy vem,' Hubei-t proceeded. 

A. few more remarks of the kind were exchanged, Letty by 
degrees summoning a cold confidence ; then Hubert said — 

' I have here a book which belongs to Miss Waltham, SKo 
lent it to me a year ago, and 1 v/i'ih to return it. Dare I ask 
you to put it into her hands 1 ' 

Letty knew what the book Dinst be. Adela had told her of 
it at the time, and since had spoken, of it once or twice. 

' Oh, yes, I will give it her,' she replied, rather nervously 

' Will you say that I would gladly have thanked her myself, 
if it had been po^ibl e ? ' 

'Yes, Mr. Eldon, 1 will say that.' 

Something in Hubert's voice seemed to cause Letty to raise 
her eyes again. 

'You wish me to thank herV she added, inconsequently 
perhaps, but with a certain significance. 

' If you will be so kind.' 

Hubert wanted to say more, but found it diiHciilt to dis- 
cover the right words. Letty, too, tried to shadow forth some- 
thing that was in her mind, but with no better success. 

' If I remember,' Hubert said, pausing in his waJk, ' this 
atile will be my shortest way across to the Vicarage. Thank 
you much for your kindness.' 

He had raised his hat and was turning, but Letty im- 
pulsively put forth her hand. ' Good-bye,' he said, in a friendly 
voice, as he took the little fingers. ' 1 wish the old days were 
back again, and we were going to have tea together as we used to.' 

Mr. Wyvem's feee gave no promise of cheerful intelligence 
as he welcomed his visitor. 

'What is the origin of this, I wonder V he said, handing 
Hubert the ' Belwick Chronicle.' 

The stateof the young man's nerves was not well adapted 
to sustain fresh irritation. He turned pale with anger. 

' Is this going the rouad of Wanley f ' 

' Probably. I had It from Mra. Waltham.' 
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' Did you contradict it J ' 

'As emphatically as I could.' 

' I will see the man who edits this to -moirow,' cried 110116111 
hotly. ' But perhaps he is too great a blackguard to talk with.' 

' It purports to come, you see, from a London cori'espondent. 
But I suppose the source ia nearer.' 

'You mean — you think that man Mutimer has originated it) ' 

'I scarcely think that.' 

' Yet it is moi'e than likely. I will go to the Manor at once. 
At least he shall give me yes or no.' 

He had started to his feet, but the vicar laid a hand on hU 
shoulder. 

' I'm afraid you can't do that.' 

'Why not}' 

' Consider. You have no kind of right to charge him with 
such a thing. And there ia another reason : he proposed to 
Miss Waltham this morning, and she accepted him.' 

'This morning} And this paper is yesterday's. Why, it 
maken it more likely thaa ever. How did they get the paper i 
Doubtless he sent it them. If she has accepted him this very 

The repetition of the words seemed to force their meaning 
upon him through his anger. His voice failed. 

' You tell me that Adela Waltham has eng^ed herself to 
that man } ' 

'Her mother told me, only a few minutes after it occurred.' 

' Then it was this that led her to consent.' 

' Surely that is presupposing too much, my dear Eldon,' 
said the vicar gently. 

' No, not more than I know to be trne. I could not say 
that to anyone but you ; you must understand me. The girl 
is beiag cheated into marrying that fellow. Of her own free 
will she could not do it. This is one of numberless lies. You 
are right; it's no use to go to him : he wouldn't tell the truth. 
But she must be told. How can I see her}' 

' It is more difficult than ever. Her having accepted him 
makes all the difference. Explain it to yourself as you may, 
yon cannot give her to understand that you doubt her sincerity.' 

' But does she know that this story is false t ' 

' Yea, that she will certainly hear. I have busied myself in 
, contradicting it. If Mrs. Waltham does not tell her, she will 
hear it from her friend Miss Tew, without question.' 

Hubert pondered, then made the inquiry ; 
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' flow could I procure a meeting with Mias Tew) I met 
her just now on the road and epolce to her. I think she might 
toneent to help me.' 

Mr. Wy vern looted doubtful. 

' You met her t She wns coming from Agworth ! ' 

' She seemed to he,' 

' Her fether and mother are gone to spend to-morrow with 
friends in Bel wick; I suppose she drove into Wanley with 
them, and walked back.' 

The vicar probably meant this fora suggestion; at all events, 
■ rHuhert received it as one. 

' Then J will simply call at the house. She may be alone. 
I can't weigh niceties.' 

Mr. Wyvem made no reply. The announcement that 
dinner was ready allowed him to quit the subject. Hubert 
with difficulty sat through the meal, and as soon as it was over 
took hia departure, leaving it uneerfaiin whether he would 
return that evening. The vicar offered no further remark on 
the subject of their thonghta, but at parting pressed the young 
man's hand warmly. 

Hubert walked straight to the Tews' dwelling. The course 
upon which he had decided had disagreeable aspects and in- 
volved chances anything but pleasant to face ; he had, however, 
abundance of moral cours^, and his habitual scorn of petty 
obstacles was just now heightened by passionate feeling. He 
made his presence known at the house-door as though his visit 
were expected, Letty herself opened to him. It was Saturday 
night, and she thought the ring was Alfred Waltham's. Indeed 
she half uttered a few familiar words ; then, recognising Hubert, 
she stood fixed in surprise. 

' Will you allow me to speak with you for a few moments, 
Miss Tew 1 * Hubert said, with perfect self-possession. ' I ask 
your pardon for calling at this hour. My business is urgent; 
I have come without a thought of anything hut the need of 
seeing you.' 

' Will you come in, Mr. Eldon ! ' 

She led him into a room where there was no 6re, and only 
one lamp burning low. 

' I'm aliaid it's very cold here,' she said, with extreme ner- 
' vousness. "The other room is occupied^mj sister and the 
children ; I hope you ' 

A little girl put in her faee at the door, asking ' Is it Alfred? ' 
Letty hurried her away, closed the door, and, whilst lighting 



,y Google 



t\vo canilka on the mantelpiece, begged her visitor to seat him- 
self. 

' If you will allow me, I will stand,' said Hubert. ' 1 
scarcely know how to begin what I wish to say. It has refer- 
ence to Miss Waltham. I wish to see her ; I must, if she wilt 
' let me, have an opportunity of speakiDg with her. But I have 
no direct means of letting her know my wish ; doubtless yoii 
understand that. In my helplessness I have thought of you. 
Perhaps I am asking an impossibility. Will you — canyon — 
repeat my words to Miss Waltham, and beg her to see me 1 ' 

Letty listened in sheer bewilderment. The position in which 
she found herself was so alarmingly novei, it made such a 
whirlpool in her quiet life, that it was all she could do to 
struggle with the throbbing of her heart and attempt to gather 
lier thoughts. She did not even reflect that her eyes were fixed 
on Hubert's in a steady gaze. Only the sound of his voice after 
silence aided her to some degree of collectedness. 

' There is every reason why you should accuse me of worse 
than impertinence,' Hubert continued, less impulsively. ' I 
can only ask your forgiveness. Miss Waltham may very likely 
refuse to see me, but, if you would ask her —- -' 

Letty was borne on a torrent of strange thoijghts. How 
could this man, who spoke with such impressive frankness, with 
Buch peiBuasiveness, be the abandoned creature that she had o( 
late believed him i With Adela's secret warm in her heart she 
could not but fee! an interest in Hubert, and the interest was 
becoming something like zeal on his behalf. During the past 
two hours her mind had been occupied with him exclusivelj; 
his words when he left her at the stile had sounded so goodand 
tender that she began to question whether there was any truth 
at all in the evil things said about him. The latest story had 
just been declared baseless by no less an authority than the 
vicar, who surely was not a man to maintain fiiendship with a 
worthless profligato. What did it all meani She had heard 
only half an hour agocf Adela's positive acceptance of Mutimer, 
and was wretched about it; secure in her own love-match, it 
was the mystery of mysteries that Adela should consent to marry 
a man she could scarcely endure. And here a chance of rescue 
.seemed to be offering; waa it not her plain duty to give what 
help she might t 

' You have probably not seen her since I gave you the 
book J ' Hubert said, perceiving that Letty was quite at a loaa 
for woids. 
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' No, I haven't seen her at all to-day,' was the reply. ' Do 
you wish me to go to-night t ' 

' You. consent to do me this great kindness 1 ' 
Iiettj blushed. Was she not committing herself too hastily 1 
' There cannot be any harm in giving your message,' she 
eaid, half interrogatively, her timidity throwing itself upon 
Huhert's honour. 

' Surely no harm in that.' 

' But do you know that she^have you heard "i ' 

' Yes, I know. She has accepted an offer of marriage. It 
was because I heard of it that 1 came to you. You are her 
nearest friend ; you can speak to her as others would not ven- 
ture to. I ask only for five minutes. I entreat her to grant 
jne that.' 

To add to her perturbation, Letty was in dread of hearing 
Alfred's ring at the door; she durst not prolong this inter- 

' I will tell her,' she said. ' K I can, I will see her to- 
night.' 

' And how can I hear the result 1 I am afraid to aak you — 
if you would write one line to me at Agworthl I am staying 
at my mother's Louse.' 

He mentioned the address. Letty, who felt herseif caught 
up above the world of common experiences and usages, gave heir 
promise as a matter of course. 
, ' I shall not try to thank you,' Huljert said. ' But you will 
iipt douht that I am gratefuU' 

Letty said no more, and it was with profound relief that she 
heard the door close behind her visitor. But even yet the 
danger was not past; Alfred might at this moment be ap- 
proaching, so as to meet Hubert near the house. And indeed 
this all but happened, for Mr. "Waltham presented himself very 
Boon. Letty had had time to impose secrecy on her sisters, 
such an extraordinary proceeding on her part that they wei« 
awed, and made faithful promise of discretion, 
, Letty drew her lover into the fireless room ; she had blown 
out the csndies and turned the lamp low again, fearful lest her 
fece should display signs calling for comment. 

' I did so want you to come ! ' she exclaimed. ' Tell me 
about Adela.' 

. ' I don't know that there's anything to tell,' was Alfred's 
Btoiid reply. ' It's settled, that's all. I suppose it's all right.' 

' But you speak as if you thought it mightn't be, Alfred t ' 
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* Didii't know tlmfc I did. Well, I liavoa't seen hci aiuce I 
got. home. ■ She's upstairs.' 

, ' Cac't I see her to-night i I do so want to.' 
, , '1 dare say she'd be, glad.' 

. . ' Bat what ia it, my dear boy 1 I'm mva yon 8p3!it as if 
yon weren't quite satbfied.' . 
, :,' The mater says it's all right. I suppose she knows.' 
' But ypu've aljvays bsenso anxious for it.' 
. 'Anxious? I haven't been anxious at all. But I dare say 
it's (ilie wiasat thing she could do. I like Mutjmer well enough.' 

, . ' Alfred, I don't think he's the proper husband for.Adela.' 
, , 'Why not? There's not much chance that slie'll get a 

,, Alfred waa mfinifristly less cheerful than usual. Wiieii 
Letty continued to tax him with it ho grew catfier irritable. 

' Go and talk tg her yourself,' he said at length. ' You'll 
find it's all right. I don't pretend to understand her ; there's 
so much religion mixed up with her doings, and I can't stand 
.that.' . 

Letty shook her head and sighed. 
. . ' What a vile smell of candle smoke there is here ! ' Alfred 
cried. ' And ihe room must be five or six degrees below zero. 
Xiet'a go to .the fire,' 

'I think I shall run over to Adela at once,' said Letty, as 
she followed him into. the hall. 

,.,. ' AJl right. Don't be .vexed if she refuses to let you iu. I'll 
stay hero with the youngsters a bit.' 

The. truth was. that Alfi:ed did feel a little uncomfortable 
this evening, and waa not sony to ba away, from the house for 
ft short time. He was one of those young men who will pursue 
ft.n .end ont of mere obstinacy, aiui who, through default of 
imaginative power, require an event to declare itself before they 
can appreciate the ways in which it will affect them. This 
Biarriage of his sister with a man of the working class had pos- 
sibly, he now felt, other aspects than those which alone he had 
regarded whilst it was merely a matter for speculation. He 
.was not seriously uneasy, but wished his mother had been some- 
what less precipitate. Well, Adela could not be such a simpleton 
fts to be driven entirely counter to her inclinations in an affair 
of so much importance. Girls were confoundedly hai-d to under- 
B.tand, in short; probably they existed for the purpose of keeping 
one mentally active. 

Letty found Mrs. Waltham sitting alone, she too seemingly 
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not in the best of spirits. There was something depressilng irt 
the stillness of the house. Mrs. Waltham had her volume of 
Cimily prayers open before her ; her handkerchief lay upon it. 

' She is naturally a little— a little fluttered,' she said, spealc- 
ing of Adela. ' I hoped you would look in. Try and make her 
laugh, iny dear ; that's all she wants.' 

The girl tripped softly upstairs, and softiy knocked at 
Adela's door. At her ' May I come in ? ' the door was opened. 
Letty examined her friend with surprise; in Adela's face there 
was no indication of trouble, rather the light of some great .joy 
dwelt in her eyes. She embraced Letty tenderly. "The two 
were as nearly as possible of the same age, btit Letty had 
always regarded AdeJa in the light of an elder sister; that feel- 
■jng was very strong in her just now, as well as a diffidence 
greater than she had known before, 

'Are you happy, darling^' she asked timidly. 
'Yes, dear, I am happy, I believe, I am sure, I have done 
•right. Take yonr hat oif; it's quit« early. I've just been read- 
ing tho collect for to-morrow. It's one of those I have never 
quito understood, but I tliink it's clearer to me now,* 

They read over the piayer together, and spoke of it for 
.few minutes. 

'What have you brought me!' Adela asked at length, 
■noticing a little parcel in the other's hand, 

'It's a book I have been asked to givo you. I shall have 
-to explain. Do you remember lending — lending someone your 
" Christian Year " ! ' 

The smile left Adela's face, and tho muscles of her n 
'strung themselves. 
■ ' Yes, I remember,' she replied, coldly, 

' As I was walking back from Agworth this afternoon, he 
overtook me on the road and asked me to return it to joi 
' ' Thank you, dear,' 

Adola toot the parcel and laid it aside. Thei'e.w; 
■awkwaid silence. Letty covild not look np. 

' He was going to see Mr. Wyvern,' she continued, 
-fiiixious to lay stress on this. ' He seoms to know Mr. Wy verii 
'very well,' 

' ■ 'Yes! You didn't miss Alfred, I hope. He went oat 
'Very short time ago,' 

;.- 'No, Lsa'vbim. lie stayed with the others. But I haH 
something more to tell you, about —about him.' 
'=... 'About Alfred!'. . -■ 
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'AboubMr. Eldon.' 

Adela looked at her friend ^vith a gi-ave surprise, much as a 
queen regards a favourite subject who has been over-bold. 
' I think we won't bilk of him, Letty," she said from her 

' Do forgive me, Adela. I have promised to— to say some- 
thing. There must have been a great many things said that 
were not true, just like this ahout his mai-riage ; I am so sure 
of it." 

Adela endeavoured to let the remark pass without replying 
to it. But her thought expressed itself involuntarily. 

'His marriage? What do you know of it J' 

' Mr. Wyvern came to see mother this morning, and showed 
her a newspaper that your mother gave him. It said that Mr. 
Eldon was goiog to marry an acti-ess, and Mr. Wyvern declared 
there was not a word of truth in it. But of coiirse your mothee 
t.old you that ! ' 

Adela eat motionless. Mrs. Waltham bad not troubled 
herself to make known the vicar's contradic'^ion. But Adela 
could not allow herself to admit that. Finding her voice with 
difficulty, she said : 

'It does not at all concern me;' 

'But your mother did tell you, Adela T Letty persisted; 
emboldened by a thought which touched upon indignation. 

' Of course she did.' 

The falsehood was uttered with cold deliberateness. There 
was nothing to ^ow that a pang quivered on every nerve of the 
speaker. 

' Who can have sent such a thing to the paper}' Letty 
exclaimed. ' There must be someone who wishes to do him 
harm. Adela, I don't believe am/thing that people have said I ' 

Even in speaking she was frightened at her own boldness; 
AdeWs eyes had never regarded her with such a look as now, 

' Adela, my darling I Don't, don't be aagjy with me I ' 

She sprang forward and tried to put her arms about her 
friend, but Adela gently repelled her. 

' If you have promised to say something, Letty, you must" 
keep your promise. Will you say it at once, and then let us 
talk of something else J ' 

Letty checked a tear. Her trustful and loving friend eeettiei, 
ehanged to someone she scarcely knew. She too grew colder» 
and began her-story in a lifelecs way, as if it no longef JjOss^eJ 
ftny interest. ■ _,,..■.,..,;■.. , .. ■. , ,.■ 
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'Just when I liad bad tea and was especting Alfred to 
come; somebody rang tke bell. I went to tlie dopr myself, and 
it was Mr. Eldon. He had come to speak to me of you. He 
said he wanted to see you, that he must see you, and b^ged me 
to teli'you that. That's all, Adela. I couldn't refuse him ; I 
felt I had no right to ; he spoke in such a way. But I am very 
Borry to have ao displeased you, dear. I didn't think youwoultt 
take anything amiss that I did in all sincerity. I am sure there 
has. been eome wretched mistake, something worse than a 
mistake, depend upon it. But I won't eay any more, And I 
think I'll go now, Adela.' 

Adela epoke in a tone of measured gravity which was quite 
new in her. 

' You have not displeased me, Letty. I don't think you 
have been to blame in any way; I am sure you had no choieo 
tut to do as he asked you. You have repeated all he said?' 

' Yes, all ; all the words, that is. There was something 
that I. can't repeat.' 

' And if I consented to see him, how was he to know? ' 

'Ipromised to write to him. He is staying at Agworth.' 

'You mualn't do that, dear, I will write to him myself, 
then I can thank hioi for returning the hook. What is- his 
address 1.' 

Letty gave it. 

'It is, of course, impossible for me to see him,' pursued 
Adeia, still in the same measured tones. ' If I write myself it 
will save you any more trouble. Forget it, if I seemed unkind, 

' Adela, I can't forget it. You are not like yourself, not at 
all, Oh, how I wish this had happened sooner 1 Why — why 
can't you see him, darling) I think you ought to; I do really 
think so.' 

'I must be the best judge of that, I^etty Please let ua 
Bjpeak of it no more.' 

The sweet girl-face was adamant, its expression a proud 
vii^nity; an ascetic sternness moulded the small delicate lips 
Letty's countenance could never have looked like th^t 

Left to herself again, Adela took the parcel upon hei lap 
aiid sat dreaming. It was long before her face relaxed; when, 
it did 80, the mood that succeeded was profoundly sorrowful. ■ 
One wo»ild have said that ifc was no personal giief that absorbed 
her, but compassion for the whole world's misery. 

When at length she undid the wrapping, her eye was at 
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once cftugLt by the papers within the volume. She sLarteJ, 
and seemed afraid to touch the book. Her first thought was 
that EldoQ hud enclosed a letter ; but she saw that there waa no 
envelope, only two or three loose slips. At length she ex- 
amjtied thqm and found the sonnets. They had bo heading, 
bub at the foot of each was wntten the date of composition. 

She read them. Adela's study of poetry had not gone 
beyond a school-book of selections, with the works of Mrs. 
Hemans and of Longfellow, and the ' Christian Year.' Hubert's 
verses she found difficult to understand ; their spirit, the very 
vocabulary, was strange to her. Only on a second reading did 
she attain a glimmering of their significance. Then she folded 
them ^ain and laid them on the table. 

Before going to har bedroom she wrote this letter : 

' Bear Mr. Eldon,— I am much obliged to yon for return- 
ing the " Christian Year." Some papers were left in its pages 
by accident, and I now enclose them. 

' Miss Tew also brought me a message from you. I am 

sorry that I cannot do as you wish. 1 am unable to ask you 

to call, and I hope you will tinderstand me when I say that any ' 

other kind of meeting is impossible. : ' 

' 1 am, yours truly, 

' Adela Waltiiam.' 

It was Adela's first essay in this vein of composition. The 
writing cost her an hour, and she was far from satisfied witli. 
the final form. But she copied it in a firm hand, and made it 
ready for posting on 



CHAPTER Xiy. 



' Between Richard Mutimer, bachelor, and Adela Marian 
Waltbam, Spinster, both of this parish.' 

It was the only announcement of the kind that Mr, Wyvera 
had to make this Sunday. To one of his hearers he seemed to 
utter the names with excessive emphasis, his deep voice rever- 
berating in the church. The pews were high; Adela almost 
cowered in her corner, feeling pierced with the eyes, with the 
, thoughts too, of the congregation about her, 
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She had wondoi-eil whether the Manor pew would le oooii'- 
pied to-day, but it was not. When she stood up, her eyoi 
strayed towards it; the red curtains which concealed the interior 
were old and faded, the wooden canopy crowned it with drearj 
Btate. In three weeks that would be her place at service, 
iditting thej'e, it would not be hard to keep her thoughts on 
mortality. 

Would it not have been graceful in him to attend church 
to-day 1 Would she in future worship under the canopy 
alone) 

No time had been lost, Mr. Wyvern received notice of the 
proposed marriage less than two hours after Adela had spoken 
her world-changing motiosy liable. She put in no plea for delay,' 
nnd her mother, though affecting a little consternation at Mu- 
timer's haste, could not seriously object. Wanley, discussing 
the matter at its Sunday tea-tables, declared with unanimity 
that such expedition was indecent. By this time the disappi'oval 
of the village had attached itself excIuBiTeiy to Mrs. Waltham; 
Adela was spoken of as a martyr to her mother's miserable 
calculations. Mrs. Mewling went abont with a story, that only 
by physical restraint had the unhappy girl been kept from 
taking flight. The name of Hubert Eldon once more came up 
in conversation. There was an unauthenticated rumour that 
he had been seen of late, lurking about Wanley. The more 
boldly speculative gossips looked with delicious foreboding to 
the results of a marriage such as this. Given a young man of 
Eldon's reputation— ah me ! 

The Walthams all lunched {or dined) at the Manor. Mn- 
timer was in high spuits, or seemed so ; there were moments 
when the cheerful look died on his face, and his thoughts wan- 
dered from the conversation; but if his eye fell on Adela. he 
never failed to smile the smile of inner satisfaction. She had 
not yet responded to his look, and only answered his questions 
in the briefest words; but her countenance was resolutely 
bright, and her beauty all that man could ask. Richard did 
not flatter himself that she held him dear; indeed, he was a 
good deal in doubt whether affection, as vulgarly understood, 
was consistent with breeding and education. But that did not 
concern him; he had gained his end, and was jubilant. 

In the course of the meal be mentioned that his sister trould 
come down from London in a day or two, Christmas was only . 
a week off, and ho bad thought it would be pleasant to have hw 
at the Manor for that seaison. i 
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Ob, tLat's very nice!' assented Mrs. Waltham. 'Alice, 
horname is, didn't you say 1 Is she dark or fair!' 

'Fair, aad just about Adela's heiglit, I should think, I 
hope you'll like her, Adela.' 

It was unfortunate that Eichard did not pronounce the 
name of his biide elect quite as it sounds on cultured lips, Thia 
may have been partly tlie result of diffidence ; but there was a 
slurring of the second syllable disagi'eeably fiu},^&s"tLve of vul- 
garity. It struck on the girl'a nerves, and made it more 
difBcult for her to grovr accustomed to tliis form of address 
from Mutimor. 

' I'm sure I shall try to,' she replied to the remark about 
Alice, thia time endeavouring to fix her obstinate eyes for a 
moment on Richard's fkee. 

' Your brother won't come, then ? ' Mrs. Waltham asked. 

' Not just yet, I'm afraid. He's busy studying.' 

' To read and write, I fear,' was the lady's silent comment, ■ 
On the score of Alice, too, Mi-s. "Waltham nursed a certain 
anxiety. The damsels of the working class are, or so she 
apprehended, somewhat more difficult of acceptance than their 
fathers and brothers, and for several reasons. An artifan doeS' 
not necessarily suggest, indeed is very distipot from, the foot- 
man or even groom ; but to dissociate an uneducated maiden 
from the lower regions of the house is really an exertion of the 
mind. And then, it is to be feared, the moral tone of such 
young poi'sona leaves for the moat part much to be desii'ed. 
Mrs. Waltham was very womanly in her distrust of her sex. 

After luncheon there was an inspection of the house. 
Adela did not go farther than the drawing-room ; her brother 
remained with her whilst Mutimer led Mrs, Waltham through 
the chambers she might care to see. The lady expressed much 
satisfaction. The furnishing had been peiformed in a substan- 
tial manner, without display ; one might look forward to con- 
siderable comfort at the Manor. 

' Any change that Adela suggests,' said Eichard during this 
tour, ' shall of course be cariied out at once. If she doesn't 
like the paper in any of the rooms, she's only got to say so and 
choose a better. Do you think sho'd care to look at the stables) " 
I'll get a carriage for her, and a horse to ride, if she likes.' 

Richard felt sti'ongly that this was speaking in a goneroua 
way. He was not aware that his tone hinted as much, but it 
unmistakably did. The vulgarity of a man who tries hai-d not 
to be vulgar is always particidarly distressing, 
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•■OK how kind!' nmrimired Mrs. 'Waltliam. 'Adela has 
never ridden ; I should think carriage ecxerciBe would be enough' 
for her, "We muBtn't forget your principles, you know, for I'm 
Bare they are very adtoirable.' 

.' Oh, I don't care anything about luxuries nlyself, but Adela 
shall have everything she wants,' 

Alfred Waltham, who knew the house perfbctly, led his 
mother to inspect the stables, Mutimer remaining with'^Adela 
in tiie drawing .i-oom. . -. ■ 

'You've been very quiet all dinner-time,' he said, taking a 
seat near her and bending forward. 

' A little, perhnps. I am thinking of bo many things,' 
. ' What are they, I wonder } ; 

' Will you let me have some hooks about SociaJism, and the 
other (juGstions in which you are interested f 

' I should think I will I ■ ^ou really mean to study those 
things t ' 

' Yea, I will read and think about them. And I shall be 
glad if you will oxplain-to me more about the works, I have 
never quite imdei-stood all that you wish to do. Perhaps you' 
will have time when you come to see ns some evening.' 

' Well, if I havMi't time, I'll make it,' said Richard, laugh- 
ing. ' ' You can't think how glad I am to hear you say this.' ' 

'When do yon expect your sister 5' 

' On. Tuesdaiy ; at least, I hope it won't he later. I'm sure 
you'll like her, you can't help. She hasn't siich looks as yOu . 
have, vou know, but we've ahvaya thought her very fair^Iooking. 
What" do you think we often call her t The Princess l"- That's 
part because of her name, Alice Maud, and part from a sort of 
way she's always had, Kot a flighty way, but a sort of— well, ' 
I can't describe it. I do hope you'll like her.' 

it was the first time Adela had heard him speak in a tone 
which impressed her aa entirely honest, not excepting 'his talk 
of the Propaganda. Here, she felt, was a aide of his character 
that she hstd not suspected. His vcice was almost tender; tbe 
play of his features betokened genuine feeling. ' 

' I can see she is a great favourite witb you,' she replied. 
'I have no doubt I shall like her.' . ■ 

* You'll find a good deal that wants altering, I've no doubt,' 
he pursued, now quite forgetful of himself. 'She hasn't had 
much education, you know, till just lately. But you'll help 
her in that, won't you! She's as good-natured as any girl 
living, and whenever you put her right you may he sure she'U 
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1 thought I'd wait till I knew whether — you knuw what I 

■ As if in a sudden gloom before her eyes Adela saw his face 
draw nearer. It was a moment's Ioks of confieiouanes=!, in which 
a, ghastly fear flashed upon her boul. Then, with lips that 
quiArered, she began to talk quickly of Socialism, jnst to dispel 
the horror. 

On the following. afterooonMutimer came, bringing a num. 
ber of books, pamphlets, and newspapers, Mrs, Waltham had 
discreetly abandoned the sitting-room. 

'I don't want'tofrighten you,' he said, laying down his 
bundle. ' You haven't got to read through all these, I was 
up nearly all last night marking pages that I thought you'd 
better study flrsb of ail. And here's a lot of baek Mnnibers of 
the "Fiery Cross;" I should like you to read all that's signed by 
Mr. Westlake ; he's the editor, you know.' 

■ 'la there anything here of your own writing^' Adola, 
inquired. 

' No, I haven't written anything, I've kept to lecturing'; 
it. coines easier to me. Aftei' Christmas I sluiU have seyoral 
lectui'es to give in London. Perhaps you'll come and hear 
me?' 

' Yes, of couree.' 

' Then you can get to know Mrs. Westlake, I dare say. 
She's a lady, you know, like yourself. There's some poetry by 
her in the paper; it just has hei' initials, " S. W." She's with 
us heart and soul, as you'll see by her writing.' 

'la Alice a Socialist V Adela aaked, after glancing fitfully 
at the papers. 
' Kichard laughed. ' 

'Oh^ she's a. princess; it would be too much to expect 
Socialism of her. But I dare say shell be beginning to think 
more now. I don't mean she's been thonghtlesa in the wrong 
way ; it's just a — I can't very well describe it. But I hope 
you'll see her to-morrow night. May I bring her to you when 
she comee ? ' 
, ' I hope you will.' 

' I'm gJad your brother won't be here. I only mean, you 
know, I'd rather she got accustomed just to you first of all. I 
dai-e say she'll be a bit tiinid, you won't mind that J ' 

idela returned to the gi-aver subject. 
All the people at New "Wanley are Socialists 1 ' 
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'Yes, all of them. They joio the Union wLen they oouis 
to work, and we take a good deal of care in elioosing oar men,' 

' And you pay higher wages than other employers t ' 

' Not muoh higher, but tiie rents of the cottages ai-e very 
low, and all the food sold at the store is cost price. No, we 
don't pretend to make the men rich. We've Iiad a good lot 
coming with quite mistaken ideas, and of course they wouldn't 
Buit us. And you mustn't call me the employer. AH I have 
I look upon as the property of the Union ; the men own it as 
much aa I do. It's only that I regulate thework, just because 
somebody must. We're not making any profits to speak of yet, 
but that'll only come in time; 'whatever remains as clear 
profit, — and I don't take anything out of the works myself — ' 
goes to tbe Propaganda fund of the Union,' 

' Please forgive my ignorance, I've heard that word " Pro- 
paganda " so often, bub I don't know exactly what it means.' 

Mntimer became patronising, quite without intending it. 

' Propt^nda i Oh, that's the spreading our ideas, you 
know ; printing paper, giving lectures, hiring places of meeting, 
and so on. That's what Propaganda means.' 

'Thank you,' said Adela musingly. Then she continued, — ■ 

'And the workmen only have the advantage, at present, of 
the low rents and cheap food t ' 

' Oh, a good deal more. To begin with, they're housed like. 
human beings, and not like animals. Some day you shall see 
the kind of places the people live in, in London and other big 
towns. You won't believe your eyes. Then they have shorter 
hours of work ; they're not treated like omnibus horses, calcu- 
lating just how much can be got out of them without killing 
them before a reasonable time. Then they're sui'e of their 
work as long as they keep honest and don't break any of our 
rules; that's no slight tiling, I can tell you. Why, on the 
ordinary system a man may find himself and his family without 
food any week end. Then there's a good school for the children ; 
they pay threepence a week for each child. Then there's the 
reading-room and library, and the lectures, and the recreation- 
grounds. You just come over the place with me some day, 
and talk with the women, and see if they don't think they're 
well off.' 

Adela looked him in the face. 

' And it is you they have to thank for all this ? ' 

' WcJl, I don't want any credit for it,' Mutiraer replied, 
waving bis hand, ' Wlmt would you think of me if J worked 
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tlibm liko niggerB and just enjoyed myself on the profitel 
That's what the capitalists do.* 

'I thint yoE are doing more thnu most men would. There 
is only one thing.* 

She dropped her voice. 

'What's that, Adelal' 

'I'll speak of it Bome other time.' 

' I know what you mean. You're sorry I've got no religion. 
Ay, but I have ! There's my religion, down there in New 
Wanley. I'm saving men and women and children from 
hunger and cold and the lives of brute beasts. I teach them to 
live honestly and soberly. There's no public-house in New 
Wanley, and there *on't be.' (It just dashed across Adelft's 
mind that Mutimer drank wine himself.) 'There's no bad 
language if I can help it. The children '11 be brought up to 
respect the human nature that's in them, to honour their 
[»rent6, and act justly and kindly to all they have dealings 
with. Isn't there a good deal of religion in that, Adela ! ' 

' Yes, but not all. Not the most important part.' 

'Weil, as you say, we'll talk over that some other time. 
And now I'm sorry I can't stay any longer, I've twenty oi 
thirty letters to get written before post-time.' 

Adeia rose as he did. 

'If there's ever anything I can do to help you,' Bhe'said 
modestly, ' you will not fail to ask me t ' 

'That 1 won't. What I want you to do now is to read 
what I've marked in those books. You mustn't tire your eyes, 
you know ; there's plenty of time.' 

' 1 will read all you wish me to, and think over it as much 

' Then you're a right-down good girl, and if I don't think 
myself a lucky man, I ought to.' 

He left her trembling with a strange new emotion, the 
beginning of a self-conscious zeal, an enthusiasm forced into 
being like a hothouse fiower. It made her cheeks burn ; she 
could not rest till her study had commenced. 

Eichaxd had written to his sister, saying that he wanted 
her, that she must come at once. To Alice his thoughts had 
been long turning; now that the time for action had arrived, 
it was to her that he trusted for aid. Things he would find it 
impossible to do himseltj Alice might do for him. He did not 
doubt his power of persuading her. With Alice principle 
■would stand second to bis advantage. He had hard things to 
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ask of lier, bub tlie case was a desperate one, and she would 
endure tLe unpleasantness for his sake. He blessed her in 
Dintioipation. 

Alice received the letter summoning her on Monday morn- 
ing. "Richard himself was expected in Highbuiy; expected, 
too, at a sad little house in Hoxton ; for he had Constantly 

E remised to spend Christmas with his friends. The present 
itter did not say that he woiild not come, only that ho wanted 
his sister immediately. She was to bring her best dress for 
wear when she arrived. He told her the train she was to take 
on Tuesday morning. 

■ Thesumrmons filled Alice with delight. Waul ey, whence 
had come the marvellous fortune, was iJi her imagination a 
land flosving with mUk and honey. Moreover, this would be 
her first experience of travel ; as yet she had never been farther 
out of London than to Epping Forest. The injunction to bring 
her best dress excited visions of poKte company. All through 
Monday She practised ways of walking, of eating, of speaking. ■ 
'What can he want you fori' asked Mrs. Mutimer 
gloomily, 'I sh'd 'a thought he might 'a taken you with him 
after Christmas. It looks as if he wasn't coming.' 

The' old woman, had been habitually gloomy of late. The 
reply she had received to her letter was not at all what she 
wanted; it increased her impatjence; she had read it endless 
times, trying to get at the very meaning of it. Ohriatmas must 
bring an end to this wretched state of things; at Christmas 
jpick would come to London and marry Emma; no doubt he 
had that time in view. Fears which she would not consciously 
admit were hovering about her night and day. She had begun 
to talk to herself aloud, a consequence of over-streas on a brain 
never used to anxious thought; she went about the upper 
rooms of the house muttering, ' Dick's an honest man.' To 
keep moving seemed a necessity to her; the chair in the dim 
comer of the dining-room she now scarcely ever occupied, and 
the wonted employment of ber fingers was in abeyance. She 
spent most of her day in the kitchen ; ah-eady two servants had 
left because they could, not endure her fidgety supervision. 
She was growing suspicious of every one; Alice had to listen 
ten times a day to cpmplaints of dishonesty in the domestics or 
the tradespeople ; the old woman kept aa keen a watch over 
petty expenditui-e as if poverty had still to be guarded agaiiat. 
And she was constantly visiting the Vines; she would rise at 
small hours to get her house-work done, so as to be able to 
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Spend .the afternoon in Wilton Square. That, in truth, was 
atill her home ; the new house could never be to Ler what the 
old was ; she was a stranger amid the new furniture, and sighed 
with relief as soon as her eyea rested on the familitr chairs and 
tables which had been her household, gods through, a lifetime. 
, . 'Arry h^ given Qomimrativelyljtuie trouble oE.late; beyond 
an occasional return home an hour or so after midnight, his 
proceedings seemed to be perfectly regular. He saw, a. good 
deal, of Mr. Keene, who,, bs A.Uce gathered from, various, re- 
marks in Richard's letters, exetcised over him a sort of tutorage. 
It was singular how completely Eichard seemed to have changed 
in his judgment of Mr. Keene. ' His connection with news- 
papers makes htm very ns^ul,' said one letter. ' Be as friendly 
with him as you like ; I trust to your good sense and under- 
standing pf your own interest to draw the line.' "When at the 
house Mr. Keene was profoundly respectful; hia position, at 
such times was singular, for as often aa not Alice had to enter- 
tain him. alone. Profound, too, was the journalist's discretion 
in reggrd to all doings down at Wanley. Knowing he had 
several times visited the Manor, Alice often sought. information 
from him about her brother's way of life. Mr,. Keene always 
replied wiUi generalities. He was a man of humour in his 
wary, and Alice came to regard him with amusement. Then 
hia extreme respect flattered her; insensibly she took him. for 
her criteiion of gentility in men. He supplied her with 'society' 
journals, and now and then suggested the new novel that, it 
behoved her to read, Richard had even withdrawn his oppo^ 
svtion to the theatre-going; about once in three weeks Mr, 
Keene presented himself with tickets, and Alice, accompanied 
by her brother, accepted his invitation. 

He called this Monday evening. Mrs. Mutimer,, after 
spending a day of fretful misery, had gone to ^Wilton Square,; 
'Arty was away at his classes. Alice .was packing certain 
artidea she had purchased in the afternoon, and had.just, de- 
lighted her soul with the inspection of a^ travelling cloak, also 
boaght to-day. Whep. the visitor was annonnced, she threw 
the garment over her shoulders and appeared in it. , 

' Does this look nice, do you think i ' she asked, after shak- 
ing hands as joyously as her mood dictated.. 

' About as nice as a perfect thing always does when it's worn 
by a perfect woman,' Mr. Keene replied, drawing back and in- 
eiining hia body at what ho deemed a graceful angle. 

' Oh, come, that's too much ! ' laughed Alice. 
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' Nota bit, Miss Mufcimer. I suppose you travel in it tff 
morrow morning J ' 

' How did you know that J ' 

' I have heard from your brother to-day, I thought I might 
perhapshave the great ple^ure of doing you some slight service 
either to-night or in the morning. You will allow me to attend 
you to the station ! ' 

* I really don't tiunk there's any need to trouble you,' Aiice 
replied. These respectful phrases always stirred liev pleasur- 
ably ; in listening to them she bore herself with dignity, atid 
endeavoured to make answer in becoming diction, 

'Trouble) What other object have I in life but to serve 
you t I'll put it in another way t you won't refuse me the 
pleasuie of being near you for afew minutes )' 

' I'rj sure you're very kind, I know very well it's taking you 
out of your way, but it isn't likely I shall refuse to let you couie.' 

Mr, Keene bowed low in silence. 

' Have you brought me that paper J ' Alice asked, seating 
herself withcai-eful arrangement of her dress, ' The Christmas 
number with the ghost story yon spoke of, you know t ' 

In the coarse of a varied life Mr. Keene had for some few 
months trodden the boards of provincial theatres ; an occasional 
turn of his speech, and still more his favourite gestures, bore 
evidence to that period of his career. Instead of making dii'ect 
iflply to Alice's question, he stood for a moment as if dazed ; 
then fiinj^ing back his body, smote his forehead with a ringing 
slap, and groaned ' Heaven .' ' 

'What's the matter )' cried the girl, not quite knowing 
whether to bo amused or alarmed. 

But Mr. Keene was rushing from the room, and in an 
instant the house door sounded loudly behind him. Alice stood 
disconcerted ; then, .thinking she understood, laughed gaily and 
ran upstairs to complete her packing. In a quarter of an hour 
Mr. Keeue's return brought her to the drawing-room agaim 
The journalist was propping himself against the mantelpiece, 
gasping, his arms hanging limp, his hair disordered. As Alice 
approached he staggered forward, fell on one knee, and held to 
l^r the paper she had mentioned. 

' Pardon — forgive I ' he panted. 
. . 'Why, where ever have you been 1' exclaimed Alice. 
-1,. '.No matter I what are time and space ? Forgive me,. Miss 
Mutimer I ■ I deserve to be turned out of the house, and nevo^ 
atand in the light of j'onr.counteiiflnee again.' 
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'But how foolish! As if it mattered all th.it. What a 
i(at« you're in ! I'll go and get you a glass of wine.' 

She raa. to tbe dining-room, and returned with a decanter 
(ind glass on a tray. Mr. Keene had sunk upon a settee, one 
arm hanging over the back, his eyes closed, 

'You have pardoned mel' he murmured, regarding her 
with weary rapture. 

' I don t see what there is to pardon. Do drink a glass of 
wine I Shall I pour it out for yoii J ' 

' Drink and service for the gods ! ' 

'Do you mean the people in the gallery t' Alice asked 
r(^uishly, recalling a term in which Mr. Keene had instructed 
her at their latest visit to the theatre. 

' You are as witty as you are beautiful ! ' he sighed, taking 
the glass and draining it, Alice turned away to the fire; 
decidedly Mr. Keene was in a gallant mood this evening ; 
hitherto his compliments had been far moi-e guarded. 

They began to converse in a more terrestrial manner. Alice 
wanted to know whom she was likely to meet at "Wanley ; and 
Mr. Keene, in a light way, sketched for her the Waltham 
family. She became thoughtful whilst he was describing Adela 
Waltham, aud subsequently recurred sevei'al times to that 
young lady. The journalist allowed himself to enter into de- 
tail, and Alice almost ceased talking. 

It drew on to half-past nine, Mr. Keene never exceeded 
discretion in the hours of his visits. He looked at his watch 
and rose. 

'I may call at nine!' he said. 

'If you re.tHy have time. Eut I can manage quite well by 
Bij-self, you know.' 

' What you can do is not the question. If I had my will 
you should never know a moment's trouble as long as you 
lived,' 

' If I never have worse trouble than going to the railway 
station, 1 shall think myself lucky.' 

' Miss Mutimer ' 

'. Yes i ' 

' You won't drop me altogether from your mind whilst 
you're away ( ' 

There was n change in his voice. Ho had abandoned th« 
tone of excessive politeness, and spoke very much like a man 
who hae feeling at the back of his- words. . Alice regai'ded hiin 
nervously, ■■ - 
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' I'm not going to be away more than a drny or two,' sli3 
said, smoothing a fold in her dre«js. 

'If it, was only an hour or two I couldn't bear to think 
.you'd altogether forgotten me.' . 

' Why, of course I sban't I ' 

'Bat— — Mias . Mutimer, I'm abusing. conGdence. Your 
brother trusts me ; he's done me a good many tindnesses. But 
I can't help it, uppa my sou!. If yoij betray me, I'm done for. 
You ■tt'on.'t do thatt I put myself in your power, and you're 
too good to hnrt a fly.' . . . . ' 

'What do you mean, Mr. Keenel'. Alice asted, inwai-dly 
pleased, yet feeling uncpnt Portable . 

' I caa't go away to-night without sivying it, and tea to one 
it meana I ^all never see. you again. You know what I.mean. 
Well, harm me a^ you like ; I'd rather be harmed by you than 
done good to by any one else. I've got so far, there's no going 
back. Do yon think some day you could^do you think you 

COitld f';. 

Alice dropped her eyes and shook her pretty head slowly. 

' I can't give any promise of that kiniJ,' she replied .under 
her breath. 

'You hate me^ I'm a.diaagreeable beast to youi. I'm a 
low — — ' 

*0h dear, don't say such, things, Mr. Keenel The. idea.! 
I don't dislike yon a bit; but of course that's a different 

He held out his hand sadly, dashing the other over, his 
eyes. 

'Good-bye, I don't, think I can come again. I've abused 
confidence. When yoar brother hears of it — r-. But no 
matter, I'm only a — a sort of crossing-sweeper in yoareyes.' 

Alice's laugh rang, merrily, 

' What things yow do call yourself I Now, don't go off like 
that, Mr. Keene. 1o, begin with, my brother won't hear »n^-; 
thing about it ' 

' You mean that 1 You are so noble, so forgiving 1 . .Fooh, 
as if I didn't know you were ! Upon my soul, I'd run from 
here to South Kensington, like the raKamuffina after the cabs 
with luggage, only j ust to get a smde from you. Ob, Miaa 
Mutimer— —oh ! ' 

' Mi-. Koene, I can't say yes, and I don't like to bs so un? 
kind to you as to say no. You'll lot that do for the present, 
won't you ) ' 
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' Bleas your bright eyes, of course I will I If I don't love 
yoii for your own sake, I'm the wretchedest turnip-snatcher in 
London. Good-bye, Princess 1 ' 

' Who taught you to call me that ? ' 

' Taught me J It was only a word that came naturally to 
my lips.' 

Curiously, this was -juite true. It impressed Alice Maud, 
and she thought of Mr. Keene for at least five minutes con- 
tinuously after his departure. 

8ho was extravagantly gay as they drove in a four-wheeled 
cab to the station next morning. Mr. Keene made no advanceK. 
He sat respectfully on the seat opposite her, with a travelling 
bag on his knees, and sighed occasionally. When she had 
secured her seat in the railway carriage he brought her sand 
wiches, buns, and sweetmeats enough for a voyage to New 
York. Alice waved her hand to him as the train moved away. 

She reached A-gworth at one o'clock ; Richard had been 
pacing the platform impatiently for twenty minutes. Porters 
were eager to do his bidding, and his instructions to them were 
suavely imperative. 

* They know me,' he remarked to Alice, with his air of 
satisfaction. 'I suppose you're half frozen^ I've got afoot- 
warmer in the trap.' 

The carriage promised to Adela was a luxury Eichard had 
not ventured to e^low himself. Alice mounted to a seat by his 
side, and he drove off, 

' Why on earth did you come second-class 1 ' he asked, after 
examining her attire with approval. 

' Ought it to have been first t It really seemed such a lot 
of money, Dick, when I came to look at the fares,' 

' Tes, it ought to have been first. In London things don't 
matter, but here I'm known, you see. Did mother go to the 
station with you ? ' 

' No, Mr. Keene did.' 

' Keene, eh 1 ' He bent his brows a moment. 

'I hope he behaves himself t' 

' I'm sure he's very gentlemanly,' 

' Yes, you ought to have come first-class. A princess riding 
second 'U never do. You look well, old girl i Glad to come, eh 1' 

' Well, guess ! And is this your own horse and trap, 
;D(ck1' 

'Of course it is.' 
I ' Who was that man 1 He touched bis b.at to yon.' 
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Mutimer glanced back carelessly. 

' I'm sure I doa't know. Most people touch their hats to 
me about here.' 

It was an ideal winter day. A feathering of snow had 
fallen at dawn, and now the clear, cold sun made it sparkle far 
and wide. The horse's tread rang ou the frozen highway. A 
breeze from the north-west chased the blood to healthsome leap- 
ing, and cangiit the breath like an unexpected kiss. The colour 
was high on Alice's fair cheeks; she laughed with delight. 

' Ob, Dick, what a thing it is to be rich ! And you do look 
such a gentleman; it's those gloves, I think.' 

'Now we're going into the village,' Mufeimersaid pjresently. 
' Don't look about you too much, and don't seem to be asking 
questions. Everybody '11 be at the windows.' 



CHAPTEE XV. 

Between the end of the village street and the gateS of the 
Manor, Mutimer gave his sister hasty directions as to her be- 
haviour before the servants, 

' Put on just a bit of the princess,' he said. ' Hot too much, 
you know, but just enough to show that it isn't the first time 
m your life that you've been waited on. Don't always give a 
' thank you ; ' one every now and then'll do I wouldn't smile 
too much or look pleased, whatever i ou see Keep that all till 
we're alone together. We shall have lunch at once; 111 do 
most of the talking whilst the servants are about; you just 
answer quietly.' 

These instructions were interesting but not altogether in- 
dispensable; Alice Maud had by this time i very pretty notion 
of how to conduct herself in the pretence of meaials. The try- 
ing moment was on entering the bowse; it was very hard indeed 
not to uttor her astonishment and delight at the dimensions of 
the ball and the handsome staircase. This point safely passed, 
she resigned heraelf to splendour, and was conducted to her 
room in a sort of romantic vision. The Manor satisfied her 
idea of the ancestral mansion so frequently described or alluded 
to in the fiction of her earlier years. If her mind had just now 
reverted to Mr, Keene, which of eouj'so it did not, she would 
aaVe (imiled very I'oyaJly indeed. 
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Wheu ehe entered the drawing-room, clad in that best gown 
which her brother bad needlessly requested her to bring, and 
saw that Eiehard was standing on the hearth-rug quite alone, 
she could no longer cont^n herself, but bounded towards him 
like a young fawn, and threw her arms on his neck. 

' Oh, Dick,' she whispered, ' what a thing it is to be rich ! 
How ever did we live so long in the old way I If I had to go 
back to it now I should die of iniBery,' 

' Let's have a look at you,' he returned, holding her at arm's 
length. ' Yea, I think that'll about da Now mind you don't 
let them see that you're excited about it. Sit down bere and 
pretend to be a bit tired. Tbey may come and say lunch is 
ready any moment.' 

' Dick, I never felt so good in my life! I should like to. 
go about the streets and give sovereigns to everybody 1 met,' 

Eiehard laughed loudly. 

' Well, well, there's better ways than that. I've beon 
giving a good many sovereigns for a long time now. I'm only 
sorry you weren't here when we opened the Hall.' 

* But you haven't told me why you sent for me now.' 

' All right, we've got to have a long talk presently. It isn't 
all as joUy as you think, but I can't help that.' 

' Why, what can be wrong Dick? ' 

' Nei-er mind ; it'll all come out in time.' 

Alice came back upon certain reflections which hadoocupied 
her earlier in the morning ; they kept her busy through lun- 
cheon. Whilst she ate, Eiehard observed her closely; on the 
whole be could not perceive a great difference between her 
manners and Adela'a. Difference there was, but in details to 
which Mutimer was not very sensitive. He kept up talk about 
the works for the most part, and described certain diiBcuIties 
concerning rights of way which had of late arisen in tile vicinity 
of the industrial settlement. 

'I think you shall coma and sit with me in the library,' ha 
said as they rose from table. And he gave orders that cofiee 
should be served to them in that room. 

The library did not as yet quite justify its name. There waa 
only one bookcase, and not more than fiity volumes stood on its 
sbdves. But a large writing-table was well covered with 
papers. There were no pictures on the walls, a lack which was 
noticeable throughout the house. The effect was a certain 
severity ; there was no air of home in the spacious chambers ; 
the walls seemed to frown upon then- master, the heai-ths were 
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cold'to him as to an intruding alien Peihips Alice felt some- 
thing of this; on entering the libraiy ehe shivered a little, and 
vent to warm her hands at the fiie 

' Sit in this desp cliair,' said her brother ' I'll have a cigar- 
ette. How's mother i ' 

' Well, she hasn't been quite hcrsell,' Alice replied, gazing 
into the fire. ' She can't get to feel at home, that's the truth 
of it. She goes very often to the old house.' 

' Goes very often to the old house, does she % ' 

He repeated the words mechanically, watching smoke that 
issued from his lipa. ' Suppose she'll get all right in time.' 

When the coffee arrived a decanter of cognac accompanied 
iti, Kichard had got into the habit of using the latter rather 
freely of late. He needed a stimulant in view of the conversa- 
tion that was before hiiu. The conversation was difficult to 
begin. For a quarter of an hour he strayed over subjects, each 
of which, he thought, might bring him to the point. A 
question from Alice eventually gave hfm the requisite impulse. 

'What's the bad newa you've got to tell me, Dick)' she 
asked shyly. 

' Bad news? Why, yes, I suppose it is bad, and it's no use 
pretending anything else. I've brought you down here just to 
tell it you. Somebody must know first, and it had better be 
somebody who'il listen patiently, and perhaps help me to get 
over it, I don't know quite how you'll take it, Alice. For 
anything I can tell you may get up and be off, and have no- 
thing more to do with me.' 

'Why, what ever can it be, Dick! Don't talk nonsense. 
You're not afi-aid of me, I should think.' 

' Tes, I am a bit afraid of you, old giri. It isn't a nice 
thing to tell you, and there's the long and short of it. I'm 
hanged if I know how to begin.' 

He laughed in an irresolute way. Trying to light a new 
cigarette from the remnants of the one he had smoked, his 
hands shook, Then he had recourse again to cognac. 

Alice was drumming with her foot on the floor. She sat 
forward, her arms crossed upon her lap. Her eyes were still 
on the fire. 

' Is it anything about Emma, Dick 1 ' she asked, after a dis- 
Goncei'ting silence, 

' Yes, it is.' 

' Hadn't yoB better tell me at once ) It isn't at all nice to 
feel like this.' 
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' Woll,ril tell you. Ican'tmaiTyBmma; Fia going to marry 
Bombone eke.' 

Alice was prepared, but the plain words caused her a 
moment's consternation. 

' Oh, what ever will they all say, Dick t ' she exclaimed in a 

' That's bad enough, to be sure, but I think more about 
Emma herself. I feel ashamed of myself, and that's the plain 
truth. Of course I shall always give her and her sisters all the 
money they want to live upon, but that isn't altogether a way 
out. If only I could have hinted something to her before now. 
I've let it go on so long. I'm going to be married in a fortnight.' 

He could not look Alice in the face, nor she him. His shame 
made him angry ; he flung the half-smoked cigai-ette violently 
bito the fire-place, and began to walkabout theroom, Alice was 
;, but he did not heed her, and continued with impatient 



' Who the devil could imagine what was going to 
happen? Look here, Alice; if it hadn't been for mother, I 
shouldn't have engaged myself to Emma. I shouldn't have 
cared maoh in the old kind of life ; she'd have suited me very 
well. You can say all the good about her you like, I know it'll 
be true. It's a cursed shame to treat her in this way, I don't 
need telling that. But it wouldn't do as things are; why, you 
can see for yourself — wpuld it now 1 And that's only half the 
question ; I'm going to marry somebody I do really care for. 
What's the good of keeping my word to Emma, only to be miser- 
able myself and make her the samel It's the hardest thing 
ever happened to a man. Of course I shall be blackguarded 
right and left. Do I deserve it now J Can I help it J' 

It was not quite consistent with the tone in which he had 
begun, hut it had the force of a genuine utterances To this 
Eiohard had worked himself in fretting over his position ; he 
was the real sufferer, though decency compelled him to pretend 
it was not so. He had come to think of Emma almost angrily ; 
she was a clog on him, and all the more irritating because he 
knew that his brute strength, if only he might exert it, could 
sweep her into nothingness at a blow. The quietness with 
which Alice accepted his revelation encouraged him in self- 
defence. He talked on for several minutes, walking about and 
swaying his arms, as if in this way he could literally shake 
himself free of moral obligations. Then, finding his throat 
dry, he had recourse to cognae, and Alice could at length speak. 
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' You hiiven't told me, Diclt, who it is you're going to marry.' 

'A lady called Miss Waltham— Adela Waltfaam. She lives 
here in "Waoley.' 

' Does she know about Emma ) ' 

The question was simply put, but it seemed to affect Richard 
very disagreeably. 

' No, of course she doesn't. What would be the. use ! ' 

He threw himselfintoacliaii-,crossed his feet, and kept silenca 

' I'm veiy sorry for Emma,' murmured his sister, 

Richard said nothing, 

' How shall you tell her, Dick 1 ' 

' I can't tell her ! ' he replied, throwing out an aim. ' How 
is it likely I can tell her r 

'And Jane's bo dreadfully bad,' continued Alice in' the 
undertone. ' She's always saying she cai'es for nothing but to 
see Emma married. What ehaU we do^ And everything 
seemed so flrst-rate. Suppose she summonses you, Dick^' 

The nobie and dignified legal process whereby maidens right 
themselves naturally came into Alice's thoughts. Her brother 
scouted the suggestion. 

' Emma's not that kind of girl. Besides, I've told you 1 
shall always send her money. She'll find another husband 
before long. Lots of men 'ud be only too glad to marry her.' 

Alice was not satisfied with her brother. The practical 
aspects of the rupture she could consider leniently, but the tone 
he assumed was jarring to her instincts. Though nothing like 
a warm friendship existed between her and Emma, she sympa- 
thised, in a way impossible to Kiehai-d, with the sorrows of the 
abandoned girl. She waa conscious of what her judgment 
would be if another man had acted thus; and though this was 
not ao much a matter of consciousness, she felt that Richnrd 
might have spoken in a way more calculated to aid her in taking 
his side. She wished, in fact, to see only his advantage, and 
was very much tempt«d to see everything but that. 

' But you can't keep her in the dark any longer,' she urged. 
' Why, it's cruel ! ' 

' I can't tell her,' he repeated monotonously. 

Alice drew in her feet. It symbolised retiring within her 
defences. She saw what he was aiming at, and f^t not at all 
disposed to pleasure him. There was a long silence j Alice 
was determined not to be the first to break it, 

' You refuse to help me ! ' Richtu-d asked at length, between 
his teeth. 
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' 1 think it would be every bit ae b.id for me as for you,' 
Bbo replied. 

' TTiat you caa't think/ he argued. ' She can't blame you ; 
you've only to say I've behaved like a blackguard, and you're 
out of it.' 

' And when do you mean to tell mother J ' 

'She'll have to hear of it from other people. 1 can't tel! 
her.' 

Richard had a aaapiciou that he was irretrievaijly ruining 
himself in hia sister's o[jinion, and it did not improve his temper. 
It was a foretaste of the wider obloquy to come upon him, pos- 
sibly as hard to bear as any condemnation to which he had 
exposed himself. He shook himself out of the chair. 

' Well, that's all I've got to tell you. Perhaps you'd better 
think over it. I don't want to keep you away from home 
longer than you care to stay. There's a train at a few minotes 
after nine in the morning.' 

He shuffled for a few moments about the writing- table, 
then went from the room, 

Alice was unhappy. The reaction from her previous high 
spirits, as soon ae it had fully come about, brought her even to 
tears. She cried silently, and, to do the girl justice, at least 
half her sorrow was on Emma's account. Presently she rose 
and began to walk about the room ; she went to the window, 
and looked out on to the white garden. The sky beyond the 
thin houghs was dusking ; the wind, which sang so merrily a 
few hours ago, had fallen to sobbing. 

It was too wretched to remain alone ; she resolved to go 
into the drawing-room ; perhaps her brother was there. As 
she approached the door somebody knocked on the outside, 
then there entered a dark man of spruce appearance, who drew 
back a step as soon as he saw her. 

' Pray excuse me,' he said, with an air of politeness. ' I 
supposed I should find Mr. Mutimer here.' 

' I think he's in the house,' Alice replied. 

Richard appeared as they were speaking. 

' What is it, Rodman 1 ' he asked abruptly, passing into the 
library. 

' I'll go to the drawing-room,' Alice said, and left the men 
together. 

In half an hour Richard again joined her. He seemed in a 
b«ttep frame of mind, for he came in humming. Alice, having 
glanced at him, averted her face again and kept silence. She 
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felt a hand smoothing bef hair. Her brotiier, leaning over the 
back of her seat, whispered to her, — 

' You'll help me, Princess 1 ' 

She did not answer. 

'You won't be hard, Alice! It's a wretched business, and 
I don't know what I shall do if you throw mo over. I can't 
do without you, old girl.' 

' I can't tell mother, Dick. You know very well what it'll 
be. I daren't do that.' 

But even that task Alice at last took upon herself, after 
another half-hour's discussion. Alas ! she would never again 
feel towards her brother as before this necessity fell upon her. 
Her life had undergone that impoverishment which is ao 
ilangerous to elementary nature, the loss of an ideal. 

'You'll let me stay over to-morrow 1' she said. 'There's 
nothing very pleasant to go back to, and I don't see that a 
day '11 matter.' 

' You can stay if you wish. I'm going to take you to have 
tea with Adela now. If you stay we'll have her to dinner 
to-morrow.' 

' I wonder whether we shall get along ? ' Alice mused. 

' I doii'C see why not. You'll get lots of things from her, 
little notions of all kinds.' 

This is always a more or less dangerous form of recom- 
msndation, even in talking to one's sister. To suggest that 
Adela would benefit by the acquaintance would have been a 
fur more polilio procedure. 

' "What's wrong with me 'i ' Alice inqnired, still depressed 
by the scene she had gone through. 

' Oh, there's nothing wrong. It's only that you'll see differ- 
ences at first; from the people you've been nsed to, I mean. But 
1 think you'll have togoandgetyourthingson; it's nearly five.' 

In Alice's rising from her chair thei-e was nothing of the 
elasticity that had marked her before luncheon. Before moving 
away she spoke a thought that was troubling her. 

' Suppose mother tries to stop it 1 ' 

Richard looked to the ground moodily. 

' I meanc to tell you,' he said, ' You'd better say that I'm 
already married.' 

'You're giving me a nico job,' was the girl'a iliurmured 
rejoinder. 

'Well, it^s as good as true. And it doesn't make the job 
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As in wont to be the case -when two pei-sous come to mutual 
understanding on a piece of baseness, the tone of brother and 
Bister had suffered in the course of their diftlogiie, At first 
meeting they had both kept a certain watch upon their lips, 
feeling that their position demanded it ; a moral limpness was 
evident in them by this time. 

They set forth to walk to the Waithama', Exercise in the 
keen air, together with the sense of novelty in her surround- 
ings, restored Alice's good huniour before the house was reached. 
She gazed with astonishment at the infernal glare over New 
Wanley. Her brother explained the sight to her with 
gusto. 

' It used to be all fields and gardens over there,' he said. 
' See what money and energy can do ! You shall go over the 
works in the morning. Perhaps Adela will go with us, then 
we can take her back to the Manor.' 

' Why do they call the house that, Dick t ' Alice inquired. 
' Is it because people who live there are siipposed to have good 



' May be, for anything I know,' was the capitalist's reply. 
' Only it s spelt different, you know. I say, Alice, you must 
be careful about your spelling ; there were mistakes in your 
last letter. Won't do, you know, to make mistakes if you 
write to Adela.' 

Alice gave a little shrug of impatience. Immediately after, 
they stopped at the threshold sacred to all genteel accompHsh- 
ment« — so Alice would have phrased it if she could have fully 
expressed her feeling — and they speedily entered the sitting- 
room, where the table waa ah-eady laid for tea. Mrs. Waltham 
and her daughter rose to welcome them. 

' We knew of your arrival,' said the former, bestowing on 
Alice a maternal saint?. ' Not many things happen in Wanley 
that all the village doesn't hear of, do they, Mr. Mutimer) 
Of course we expected you to tea.' 

Adela and her future sister-in-law kissed each other. 
Adela was silent, but she smiled. 

' You'll take your things off, my dear ! ' Mrs. Waltham con- 
tinued. ' Will you go upstairs with Miss Mutimer, Adela 1 ' 

But for Mrs. Waltham's persistent geniality the hour which 
followed would have shown many lapses of conversation. 
, Alice appreciated at once those ' differences ' at which her 
brother had hinted, and her present frame of mind was not 
! quite consistent with patient humility. Naturally, she suffered 
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much from self- consciousness ; Mrs. Waltham annoyed her by 
too frequent obsei-vafion, Adela by Keemiog incliffereiice. The 
delicacy of the latW was made perhaps & little -excessive by 
Btrain of feelings, Alice at once came to the conclusion that 
Dick's future wife was cold and supercilious. She was not pre- 
disposed to like Adela. The circumstances were in a number 
of ways unfavourable. Even had there not existed the very 
natural resentment at the painful task which this young lady 
had indirectly imposed upon her, it was not in Alice's blood 
and breeding to take kindly at once to a girl of a class above 
her own, Alice had warm affections; as a lady's maid she 
might very conceivably have attached herself with much de- 
votion to an indulgent mistress, but in the present case too 
much was asked of her. Eichard was proud of his sister; he 
saw her at length seated where be had so often imagined her, 
and in . his eyes she bore herself well. He glanced often at 
Adela, hoping for a return glance of congratulation ; when it 
failed to come, he consoled himself with the reflection that such 
silent iaterchange of sentiments at table would be ill mannei's. 
la his very heart he believed that of the two maidens his sistes 
was the better featured. Adela and Alice eat over against 
each other; their contrasted appearances were a chapter of 
social history. Mark the difference between Adela's gently 
closed lips, every muscle under control ; and Alice's, which 
could never quite close without forming a saucy pout or a seff- 
conacio us primness. Contrast the foreheads; on the one hand 
that tenderly shadowed curve of brow, on the other the surface 
which always seemed to catch too much of the light, which 
moved irregularly with the arches above the eyes. The grave 
modesty of the one face, the now petulant, now abashed, now 
vacant expression of the other. Richaid in his heart preferred 
the type'he bad so long been familiar n :th ; a state of feeling 
of course in no way inconsistent with the emotions excited. in 
him by continual observation of Adela. 

The two returned to the Manor at half-past seven, Alice 
rising with evident relief when he gave the signal. It was 
agreed that the latter part of the next morning should be 
spent in going over tlie works. Adda was very willing to be 
of the party. 

' They haven't much money, have they i ' was Alice's first 
question as soon as she got away from the door. 

' No, they are not lich,' replied her brother. ' You got on 
very nicely, old girl.' 
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•"Why shouldn't I? You talk as if I didn't know how Ui 
behave mysdf, Dick.' 

' No, I don't. I say that you did behave yourself,' 

' Yes, and you were surprised at it.' 

' I wasn't at all. What do you think of her ! ' 

' She doesn't say much.' 

' Ko, she's always very quiet. It'a her way.' 

' Yes.' 

The monosyllable meant more than Richard gathered from 
it. They walked on in silence, and were met presently by a 
gentleman who waa coming along the village street at a sharp 
pace. A lamp discovered Mr. Willis Rodman. Uicharil 
stopped. 

' Seen to that little business 1 ' he asked, in a cheerful voice. 

' Yes,' was Rodman's reply. ' We shall hear from Agworth 
in the morning.' 

, 'All right.— Alice, this is Mr. Rodman.— My sister, 
Rodman.' 

Richard's right-hand man performed, civilities with de. 
cidedly more finish than Richard himself had at command. 

' I am very happy to meet Miss Mutimer. I hope weshall 
have the pleasure of showing her New Wanley to-morrow.' 

' She and Miss Waltham will walk down in the morning. 
Good night, Rodman. Cold, eh t ' 

' Why didn't you introduce him this afternoon t ' Alice asked 
as she walked on. 

' I didu't think of it — I was bothered.' 

' He seems very gentlemanly.' 

'Oh, Rodman's seen a deal of life. Ife's a useful fellow — 
gets through work in a wondei'ful way.' 

< But i« he a gentleman % I mean, was he once ) ' 

Richard laughed. 

' I suppose you mean, had he ever money ! No, he's made 
himself what he is.' 

Tea having supplied the place of the more substantial even- 
ing meal, Richard and his sister had supper about ten o'clock. 
Alice drant champagne; a few bottles remained from those 
dedicated to the recent festival, and Mutimec felt the necessity 
of explaining the presence in his house of a luxury which to 
his class is more than anything associated with the bloated 
aristocracy. Alice drank it for the first time in her life, and 
her spirite grew as light as the foam upon her glass. Brother 
und sister wei* quietly confidential as midnight drew near. 
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' Shall you bring her to Loniion t ' Alice inquired, without 
previous mention of Adela. 

' For a week, I think. We shall go to an hotel, of course. 
She's never Been London since she was a child.' 

' She won't come to Highbui-y J ' 

' No. I shall avoid that somehow. You'll have to come 
and see us at the hotel. We'll go to the theatre together one 

' What about *Arry 1 ' 
'I don't know, I shall think about it.' 
Digesting much at his ease, Kichai'd naturally became 
dreamful. 

'I may have to take a house for a time now and then,' he 

' In London i ' 

He nodded. 

' I mustn't forget you, you see, Princess. Of course you'll 
come here sometimes, but that's not much good. In London 
I dare say I can get you to know some of the right kind of 
people. I want Adela to be thick with the Westlakes ; then ' 
your chance '11 come. See, old woman V 

Alice, too, dreamed. 

' I wonder you don't want me to maiTy a Socialist working 
man,' she said presently, as if twitting him playfully. 

' You don't understand. One of the things we aim at is to 
remove the distinction between classes. I want you to marry 
one of those they call gentlemen. And you shall too, Alice ! ' 

' Well, but I'm not a working girl now, Dick.' 

He laughed, and said it was time to go to bed. 

The same evening conversation continued to a late hour 
between Hubert Eldon and his mother. Hubert was returning 
to London the next morning. 

Yesterday there had come to him two letters from Wanley, 
both addressed in female hand. He knew AdeJa's writing from 
her signature in the ' Christian Year,' and hastily opened the 
letter which came from her. The sight of the returned sonnets 
checked the eager flow of his blood; he was prepared for what 
he afterwards read. 

' Then let her meet ber fate, '—-so ran his thoughts 
when he had perused the cold note, unassociable with the 
Adela he Imagined in its bald formality. 'Only life can teach 
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The otter letter he Buspected to be fl.-om Letty Tew, aa 
ft was. 

' Dbae Mr. EldoNj^I cannot helji writing a Jine to you, 
lest you should think that I did not keep my promiKe in tlie 
way you understood it. I did indeed. You will hwii- from 
her ; she prefeired to write herself, and perhaps it was better ; 
I should only have had painful things to say. 1 wish to aak 
yon to have no unkind or unjust thoughts; I scarcely think 
you could have. Please do not trouble to anawei' this, but 
believe me, yours sincerely, 

'L.TEW.' 

' Good little girl ! ' he said to himself, smiling sadly. ' I 
feel sure she did her beet.' 

But his pride was asserting itself, always restive under 
provocation. To rival with a man like Mutimer ! Better 
that the severance with old days should be complete. 

He talked it all over very frankly with his mother, who 
felt that her son's destiny was not easily foreseen. 

'And what do you propose to do, Hubert J'ahe asked, when 
they spoke of the future. 

' To study, principally art. In a fortnight I go to Kome.' 

Mrs. Eldon had gone thither thirty years ago. 

' Think of me in my chair sometimes,' she said, touchinsf 
his hands with her wan flcgers. 



CHAPTBli XVI. 



Alice reached home again on Christmas Eve, It was snow- 
ing ; she came in chilled andlooking miserable. Mrs. Mutimer 
met her in the hall, passed her, and looked out atr the open 
door, then turned with a few white flecks on her gown. 

' Where's Dick r 

' He couldn't come,' replied the girl briefly, and ran up to 

'Arry was spending the evening with friends. Since tea- 
tirao the old woman had never ceased moving from room to 
room, up and down stairs. She had got oat an old pair of 
Richard's slippers, and had put them before the dining-room 
fire to warm. She had made a bed for Kichavd, and had a fire 



,y Google 



i06 nEMoe . 

burning in the cliamber. Sbe bad made arrangements for her 
eldest son's supper No noid had come fiom Wanley, but she 
held to the conviction that this night nould see Richard in 
London. 

Alice came down and declaied that she was very hwngiy 
Her mother went to the kitchen to ordei » meal, which in the 
end she prepared with hei own hands Sbe seemed to have a 
difficulty in addressing anyone 'Whiht Alice ate in silence, 
Mrs. Mutimer kept going in and out of the room ; when the 
girl rose from the table, she stood before her and asked : 

' Why couldn't he come 1 ' 

Alice went to the fireplace, knelt down, and spread her 
hands to the blaze. Her mother approached her again. 

' Won't you give me no answer, Alice ) ' 

' He couldn't come, mother. Something important is keep- 
ing him.' 

'Somethingimportfiiit! And why did he want you there!' 

Alice rose to her feet, made one false beginning, then spoke 
to the point. 

' Dick's married, mother.' 

The old woman's eyes seemed 1o grow small in her wrinkled 
£ice, as if directing ^emselvee with effort upon something 
minute. They looked straight into the eyes of her daughter, 
but had a more distant focus. The fixed gaze continued for 
nearly a minute. 

' What are you, talking about, girl 1 ' she said at length, in 
a strange, rattling voice. ' Why, I've seen Emma this very 
morning. Do you think she wouldn't 'a told me if ahe'd been 
a wife t ' 

Alice was frightened by the look and the voice. - 

' Mother, it isn't Emma at all. It's" someone at Wanley. 
We can't help it, mother. It's no use taking on. Now ait 
down and make-youraelf quiet. It isn't our fault.' 

Mrs. Mutimer smiled in a grim way, then laughed — a most 
unmusical laugh, 

' Now what's the good o' joking in that kind o' way i That's 
like your father, that is; he'd often come 'ome an' tell me sich 
things as never was, an' expect me to believe 'em. An' I used 
to purtend I did, jist to please him. But I'm too old for that 
kind o' jokin'. — Alice, where's Dick ! How long '11 it be before 
be's here ! Where did he leave you 1 ' 

'Kowdojust ait down, mother; here, in thia chair. Just 
Bit quiet for a little, do.' 
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Mre. Mutinier pushed aside the girl's hand ; her face had 
Ijecome grave again. 

'Let me be, child. And I tell yon I have seen Emma 
to-day. Do you think she wouldn't 'a told me if things o' that 
kind was goin' on ? ' 

' Emma knows nothing about it, mother. He hasn't told 
any one. He got me to, come because he couldn't tell it 
himself. It was as mocii a surprise to me as to you, and I 
think it's very cniel of him. But it's over, and we can't help 
jt. X shall have to tell Emma, I suppose, and a nice thing 
too!' 

The old woman had begun to quiver; her hands shook by 
her sides, her very features trembled with gathering indigna- 

' Dick has gone an' done this ? ' she stammered. ' He's gone 
an' broke his given word ? He's deceived that gu'l as trusted 
to him an' coulda't help herself J ' 

' Now, mother, don't take on so ! You're going to make 
yourself ill. It can't be helped. He says he shall send Emma 
money jwst the same.' 

' Money ! There you've bit the word ; it's money as 'as 
ruined him, and as 'U be the ruin of us all. Send her money ! 
What does the man think she's made of? Is all his feelings 
got as hard as money ! and does he think the same of every one 
elset If I know Emma, she'll throw his money in his face. I 
kbew wliat 'ud come of it, don't tell me I didn't. That veiy 
night as he come 'ome an' told me what had 'appened, there 
was a cold shiver run over me. X told him an it was the worst 
, news ever come into our 'ooae, and now see if I wasn't right ! 
He was angry with me 'cause I said it, an' who's a right to be 
angry now ) It's my belief as money's the curse o' this world ; 
I never knew a trouble yet as didn't somehow come of it, either 
'cause there was too little or else too much. And Dick's gone 
an' done this J And him with all his preachin' about rights 
and wrongs an' what not ! Him as was always a-eryin' down 
the rich folks 'cause they hadn't no feelin' for the poor ! What 
feeling's he had, I'd like to knowl It's him as is rich now, an' 
where 's the difference 'tween him and them as he called names t 
No feelin' for the poor! An' what's Emma Vinel Poor 
enough by now. There's Jane as can't have not a week more 
to live, an' she a-nursin' her night an' day. He'll give her 
money I — has he got the face to say it i Nay, don't talk to me, 
girl; I'll nay. what I think, if it's the k«6 I speak in this 
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world- Don't let him come to mo i Never a word a^aiti ehall 
he have from me as long as I live. He's disgraced himself, an' 
me his mother, an' his fether in the grave. A poor girl as 
couldn't help herself, as trusted him an' wouldn't hesir not a 
word against him, for all be kep' away from her in her trouble, 
I'd a fear o' this, but I wouldn't believe it of Dick ; I wouldn't 
believe it of a son o' mine. An' 'Arry '11 go the same way. 
It's all the money, an' a curse go with all the money as ever 
was made I An' you too, Alice, wi' your fine dresses, an' your 
piannerin', an' your faldedale. But I warn you, my gill. 
There '11 no good come of it. I waj-n you, Alice ! You're 
, ashamed o' your own mother — oh, I've seen it! But it's a 
meroy if you're not a disgrace to her. I'm thankful as I waa 
always poor ; I might 'a been tempted i' the same way.' 

The dogma of a rude nature full of secret forces found 
utterance at length under the scouige of a resentment of very 
mingled quality. Let half be put to the vaiiouB forms of die- 
interested feeling, at least half was due to personal exasperation. 
The whole change that her life had perforce undergone was an 
outrage upon the stubbornness of uninstructed habit; the old 
woman could see nothing but evil omens in a revolution which 
cost her bodily discomfort and the misery of a mind pei-plexed 
amid alien conditions. She was prepared for evil ; for months 
she had brooded over every sign which seemed to foretell its 
approach ; the egoism of the unconscious had made it plain to 
her that the world must suffer in a state of things which so 
grievously affected herself. Maternal solicitude kept her rest- 
lessly swaying between apprehension for her children and inj ury 
in the thought of their estrangement from her. And now at 
length a bitter shame added iteelf to her torments. She was 
shamed in her pride as a mother, shamed before the girl for 
whom she nourished a deep aSbction. Emma's injuries she felt 
chai^d upon herself; she would never dare to stand before 
her again. Her moral code, as much a part of her as the sap 
of the plant and as little the result of conscious absorption, 
declared itself on the side of all these rushing impulses; she 
was borne blindly on an exhaustless flux of words. After vain 
attempts to make herself heard, Alice turned away and sat 
sullenly waiting for the outburst to spend itself. Herself 
comparatively unaffected by the feelings strongest in her mother, 
this ear-affiicting clamour altogether checked her Sympathy, 
and in a great measure overcame those personal reasons which 
had made her annoyed with fiiohard. She found herself takin| 
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his side, even knew something of his impatience with Einma 
and her sorrows. When it came to rebukes and charges 
iigainst herself her impatience grew active. She stood up 
again and endeavoured to nJake herself heard, 

•What's the good of going on like this, mother 1 Just 
because yon're angry, that's no reason you should call as all 
the names yon can turn your tongue to. It's over and done 
with, and there's an end of it. I don't know what you mean 
about disgracing you ; I think you might wait till the time 
comes. I don't see what I've done as yoii can. complain of.' 

' No, of course you don't,' pursued her mother bitterly. 
' It's the money as prevents you from seeing it. Them as was 
good enough for you before you haven't a word to say to now ; 
ft man as works honestly for his living you make no account of. 
Well, weUj you must go your own way ' 

' What IS it you want, mother^ You don't expect me to 
look no higher than when I hadn't a penny but what I worked 
for 1 I've no patience with you. You ought to be glad ' 

' You haven't no patience, of eourae you haven't. And I'm 
to be glad when a son of mine does things as he deserves to be 
sent to prison for ! I don't understand that kind o' gladness. 
But mind what I say; do what you like with your money, I'll 
have no moi'e part in it. If I had as much as ten shillings a 
week of my own, I'd go and live by myself, and leave you to 
take your own way. But I tell you what I mn do, and what 
I will. I'll have no more servants a-waitin' on me; I wasn't 
never used to it, and I'm too old to begin. I go to my own 
bedroom upstairs, and there I live, and there 'il be nobody go 
into that room but myself. I'll get my bits o' meals from the 
kitchen. 'Tain't much as I want, thank goodneas, an' it won't 
l>e missed. I'll have no more doin's with servants, understand 
that; an' if I can't be left olone i' my own room, I'll go an' 
And a room where I can, an' I'll find some way of earnin' what 
little I want. It's your own house, and you'll do what you 
like in it. There's the keys, I've done with 'em ; an' here's the 
money too, I'm glad to be rid of it. An' you'll just tell Dick. 
I ain't one as says what I don't mean, nor never was, as that 
you know. You take your way, an' I'll take mine. An' now 
may be I'll get a night's sleep, the first I've had under this 

As she spoke she took from her poclcets the house keys, and 
from her puMe the money slie used for current expenses, and 
throw all together on to the table. Alice had turned to the iire- 
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place, and she (^tDOIl so for a long time after her molher had 
left the room. Then she took the keys and the money, con- 
sulted her watch, and in a few Jnimutes was walking from the 
house to & neighbouring cab-stand. 

She drove to Wiitoii Square. Inspecting the front of the 
house before knocking at the door, ^e saw a light in the 
kitchen and a dimmer gleam at an upper window. It was 
Mrs. Clay who opened to her. 

' la Emma in 1 ' Alice inquii'ed as she shook hands rather 
coldly. 

' She's sitting with Jane, I'll tell her. There's no fire 
except in the kitchen,' Kate added, in a tone which implied 
tbftt donbtless her visitor was above taking a seat downstairs. 

' I'll go down,' AUce replied, with just a touch of con- 
descension, ' 1 want to speak a word or two witL Emma, 
that's all,' 

Kate left her to descend the stairs, and went to inform ber 
sister. Emma was not long in appearing ; the hue of her face 
was troubled, for she had deceived herself with the belief that 
it was Richard who knocked at the door. What more natural 
than for him to have come on Christmas Eve 1 She approached 
Alice with a wistful look, not venturing to utter any question, 
only hoping that some good news might have been brought her. 
Long watching in the sick room had given her own complexion 
the tint of ill-health ; her eyelids were swollen and heavy ; the 
brown bair upon her temples seemed to droop in languor. You 
would have noticed that her tread was very soft, as if she stil! 
were moving in the i^oom above. 

'How's JaneT Alice began by asking. She could not 
quite look the other in the face, and did not know how to begin 
her disclosure. 

' No better,' Emma gave answer, shaking her head. Her 
voice, too, was suppressed ; it was weefe since she had spoken 
jtherwiae. 

'I am BO sorry, Emma. Are you in a hurry to go up 
again 1 ' 

' Ko. Kate will sit there a little,' 

' Ton look very poorly yourself. It must he very trying 
for you.' 

' I don't feeJ it,' Emma said, with a pale smile, ' She gives 
tto trtjuble. It's only her weakness now ; the pain has almost 



' But then slip muat be gottiiig hetter,' 
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Emma lihook her head, looking aside. As Alice kept 
silence, ehe continued : 

' I was glad to hear you'd gone to see Richard. He wouldn't 
— I was afraid he mightn't have time to get here for ChriatmaB.' 

There was a question in the words, a, timorously expectant 
question, Emma had learnt the Bad lesson of hope deferrecl, 
always to meet disoour^^ment halfway. It is thus one seeks 
to propitiate the evil powers, to turn the edge of their blows 
T>y meekness. 

' No, he couldn't come,' said Alice. 

She hail a muff on her left hand, and was turning it round 
and round with the other. Emma had not asked her to sit 
down, merely because of the inward agitation which absorbed 

• He's quite well)' 

' Oh jes, quite well.' 

Again Alice paused. Emma's heart was beating painfully. 
She Imew now that Richard's sister had not come on an 
ordinary visit ; she felt that the call to Wanley had had some 
special significance. Alice did not ordinarily behave in this 
hesitating way. 

' Did — did he send me a message ? ' 

'Yes.' 

But even now Alice could not speak. She found a way oi 
leading up to the catastrophe. 

' Oh, mother has been going on so, Emma! What do you 
think? She won't have anything to do with the house any 
longer. She's given me the keys and all the money she had, 
and she's going to live just in her bedroom. She says she'll get 
her food from the kitchen herself, and she won't have a thing 
done for her by any one. I'm sure she means it ; I never saw 
her in such a state. She says if she'4 ever so little money of 
her own, she'd leave the house altogether. She's been telling 
me I've no feeling, and that I'm going to the bad, that I shall 
live to disgrace her, and I can't tell you what. Everything is 
so iniserable ! She says it's all the money, and that ^e knew 
from the first how it would be. And I'm afraid some of what 
Fihe says is true, I am indeed, Emma. But things happen in a 
way you could never think. I half wish myself the money 
had never come. It's making ns all miserable.' 

Emma listened, expecting from phrase to phi'ase some word 
which would bo to her a terrible enlightenment. But Alice 
had ceased, and the word still unspoken, 

V2 
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' You say he sent me a message 1 ' 

She did not ask directly the t-'anse of Mi's. Mutimer's anger. 
Inetiiict told her that to hee^r the message would expiain al] 
else, 

' Emma, I'm afraid to tell you. You'll blame me, like 
mother did.' 

' I shan't blame you, Alice. Will you please tell me tho 



Emma's lips seemed to speak without hei- volition. The 
rest of her face was fixed and cold. 

' He's married, Emma.' 

' ilTe asked yon to tell me 1 ' 

Alice was surprised at the self-restiuiiit proved by so ijuiet 
an interrogation. 

' Yes, be did. Emma, I'm so, so sorry ! If only you'll 
believe I'm son-y, Emma ! He made me come and tell you. 
He said if 1 didn't you'd have to find out by chance, because he 
couldn't for shame tell you himself. And he couldn't tell 
mother neither. I've had it all to do. If you knew what 
I've gone through with mother ! It's very hard that other 
l>eople should suffer so much just on his account. I am really 
sorry for you, Emma.' 

' Who is it he's married ? ' Emma asked. Probably all the 
last speech had been but a vague nim-mur to her ears. 

' Some one at Wanley.' 

'A lady?' 

' Yes, I suppose she's a lady.' 

' You didn't see her, then ! ' 

' Yes, I saw her. I don't like her.' 

Poor Alice meantthis to be soothing. Emma knew it, and 
smiled. 

' I don't think she cares much after all,' Alice said to 
herself. 

' But was that the message % ' 

' Only to tell you of it, Emma. There was something 
else,' she added immediately ; ' not exactly a message, but he 
told me, and I dare say he thought I should let you know. 
He said that of course you were to have the money still as 

Over the listener's face came a cJoud, a deep, turbid red. 
It was not anger, but shame which rose from the depths of her 
being. Her head sank; she turned and walked aside. 

' You'i-n not angry with me, Emma ) ' 
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' Not uugry at all, Alice,' was the reply in a monotoue, 

'I must say good-bye now. I hope you won't take on much 
And I hope Jane '11 soon be better.' 

'Thank yon. Iraustgo up to her; she doesn't like me to 
be away long.' 

Alice went before up the kit<;hen stairs, the dark, nan-ow 
stairs which now seemed to her so poverty-stricken. Emma 
did not speak, but pressed her hand at the door. 

Kate stood above her on the first landing, and, as Emma 
r^irae up, whispered : 

'Has he come 3' 

' Something has hindered him.' And Emma added, ' Hs 
couldn't help it.' 

' Well, then, I think he ought to have helped it,' said the 
other tartly. ' When does he mean to come, I'd like to know ) ' 

' It's uncertain.' 

Emma passed into the sick-room. Her sister followed her 
with eyes of ill-content, then returned to the kitchen. 

Jane lay against pillows. Red light from the fire played 
over her face, which was wasted beyond recc^nition. She 
looked a handmaiden of Death. 

The atmosphere of the room was warm and sickly. A small 
green-shaded lamp stood by the looking-glass in. front of the 
window ; it oast a disk of light below, and on the ceiling con- 
centric lings of light and shade, which flickered ceaselessly, and 
were at times all but obliterated in a gleam from the fire- 
place. A kettle sang on the trivet. 

The sick girl's hands lay on the counterpane ; one of them 
moved as Emma came to the bedside, and rested when the 
warmer fingers claaped it. There was eager inquiry in the 
sunken eyes ; her hand tried to raise itself, but in vain, 

'What did Alice sayl' she asked, in' quick feeble tones, 
'le he coming?' 

' Not for Christmas, I'm afraid, dear. He's stiU veiy busy.' 

' But he sent you a message 1 ' 

' Yes. He would have come if he could.' 

' Did you tell Alice I wanted to see her ! Why didn't she 
come up 1 Why did she stay such a short time t ' 

' She couldn't stay to-night, Jane. Are you easy still, 
love t ' 

' Oh, I did so want to see her I Why couldn't she stop, 
Emma? It wasn't kind of her to go wlthovit seeing me, I'd 
have made time if it had been her as was lying in bed. And 
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he doesn't even answer what I wrote to him. It was piich 
work to writ© — I couldn't now j and he might have answered.' 

' He very seldom writes to any one, you know, Jane. ^He 
has so little time.' 

' Little time 1 I have less, Emma, and he must know that. 
It's unkind of him. What did Alice tell yout Why did he 
want her to go there! Tell me everything.' 

Emma felt the suckfin eyes burning her with their eager 
look. She hesitated, pretended to think of something that had 
to be done, and the eyes burned more and more. Jane made 
repeated efforts to raise herself, as if to get a fuller view of her 
slater's face. 

' Shall I move you ) ' Emma asked. ' Would you like . 
another pillow 1 ' 

■No, no,' was the impatient answer. 'Don't go away from 
me ; don't take your hand away. I want to know all that 
Alice said. You haven't any secrets from me, Emmy. Why 
rfoeshestayaway solongl It seems years since he came to see 
you. It'awrong of him. There's no business ought to keep him 
away all this time. Look at me, and tell me what she said.' 

' Ooly that he hadn't time. Dear, you mueto't excite your- 
self BO. Isn't it all right, Jane, as long as 1 don't mind it ) ' 

' Why do you look away from me J No, it isn't all right. 
Oh, I can't rest, I can't lie here ! Why haven't I strength to 
go and say to him what I want to say % I thought it waa him 
when the knock came. When Kate told me it wasn't, I felt as 
if my heart was sinking down; and I don't seem to have no 
tears left to cry. It'ud ease me a little if I could. And now 
1/ou're beginning to have secrets. Emmy 1 ' 

It was a cry of anguish. The mention of tears had brought 
them to Emma's eyes, for they lurked very near the surface, 
and Jane had seen the firelight touch on a moist cheek. For 
an instant she raised herself from the pillows. Emma folded 
soft arms about her and pressed her cheek against the heat 
which consumed her sister's. 

' Emmy, I must know,' wailed the sick girl. ' Is it what 
I've been afraid of? No, not that! Is it the worst of all ? 
You wmm( tell me now. You don't love me if you keep away 
the truth. I can't have anything between you and me,' 

A dry sob choked her she gasped for breath. Emma, 
fearful lest the very life was escaping from Ler embrace, drew 
away and looked in anguish. Her involuntary t«ars had 
ceased, but she could no longer practise deoeptiou. The cost to 
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Jane wiis greater psrhapa than if she knew the truth. At least 
their souls must be united ere it was too late. 

' The truth, Emmy 1 ' 

' I will tell it you, darling,' she replied, with quiet sid 
ness. ' It's for him that I'm sorry. I never thought any 
thing (wuld tempt him to break his word. Think it it in the 
same way as I do, dear sister; don't be sorry for me but foi 
him.' 

' He's never coming ! He won't marry you t ' 

' He's already married, Jane. Alice came to tell me.' 

Again she would have raised herself, but this time there 
was no strength. Not even her arms could she lift from the 
coverlets. But Emma saw the vain effort, raised the thin 
arms, put them about her neck, and held her sister to her heail 
as if for eternity. 

' Darling, darling, it isn't hard to bear. I care for nothing 
but your love. Live for my sake, dearest dear; I have for- 
gotten every one and everything but you. It's so much better. 
I couldn't have changed my life so ; I was never meant to be 
rich. It seems unkind of him, but in a little time we shall see- 
it was best. Only you, Janey ; you have my whole heart, and 
I'm so glad to feel it ia so. Live, and I'll give every minute of 
my life to loving you, poor sufferer.' 

Jane could not breathe sound into the words she would 
have spoken. She lay with her eyes watching the fire-play on 
the ceiling. Her respiration was quick and feeble. 

Mutimer's name was not mentioned by either again that 
night, by one of them never again. Such silence was bis * 
punishment. 

Kate entered the room a little before midnight. She saw 
one of Jane's hands I'aised to impose silence. Emma, still 
sitting by the bedside, slept ; her head rested on the pillows. 
The sick had become the watcher. 

' She'd better go to bed,' Kate whispered. ' I'U wake her.' 

' No, no 1 You needn't stay, Kate. I don't want anything. 
Let her sleep as she is.' 

The elder sister left the room. Then Jane approached her 
head to that of the sleeper, softly, softly, and her arm stole 
across Emma's bosom and rested on her farther shoulder. The 
fire burned with little whispering tongues of flame ; the circles 
of light and shade quivered above the lamp. Abroad the snow 
full and froze upon the ground. 

Three days later Alice Mutimer, as she sat at breakfast, 
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was told that a visitor named Mrs. Clay desired to see iier. 
It was nearly ten o'clock ; Alice had no passion for early 
rising, and since her mother's retirement from the common 
table she breakfasted alone at any hour which seemed good to 
her, 'Arry always — or nearly always— left the house at eight 
o'c'ook, 

Mrs. Clay was introduced into the dining-room. Alice 
i-eceived her with an anxious face, for she was anticipating 
(rouble fi'om the house in Wilton Square. But the trouble 
was ether than she bad in mind. 

' Jane died at four o'clock this morning,' the visitor b^;an, 
without agitation, in the quick, unsympathetic voice which she 
always used when her equanimity was in any way disturbed. 
' Emma hasn't closed her eyes for two days and nights, and now 
I shouldn't wonder if she's going to be ill herself. I made her 
lie down, and then came out just to ask you to write to your 
brother. Surely he'il come now. I don't know what to do 
about the burying ; we ought to have some one to help us. I 
expected your mother would be coming to see us, but slie's 
kept away all at once. Wi!l you write to Dick 1 ' 

Alice was concerned to perceive that Kate was still 
unenlightened. 

' Did Emma know you were coming 1 ' she asked. 

'Yes, I suppose she did. But it's hard to get her to attend 
to anything. I've left her alone, 'cause there wasn't any one I 
could fetch at once. Will you write to-day ? ' 

' Yes, I'll see to it,' said Alice, ' Have some breakfast, 
will yonJ' 

' Well, I dont mind just a cup o' coffee. It's very cold, 
and I had to walk a long way before I could get a 'bus.' 

Whilst Kate refreshed herself, Alice played nervously with 
her tea-spoon, trying to mate up her mind what must be done. 
The situation was complicated with many miseries, but Alice 
had experienced a growth of independence since her return 
from Wanley, All she had seen and heard whilst with her 
brother had an effect upon her in the afterthought, and her 
mother's abrupt surrender into her hands of the household 
control gave her, when she had time to realise it, a sense of 
increased importance not at all disagreeable. Already she had 
hired a capable servant in addition to the scrubby maid-of-all- 
work who had sufficed for Mrs. Mutfmer, and it was her fnten- . 
tion that henceforth domestic arrangements should be estab- 
lished on quite another basis. 
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^ I'll telogntph to Dick,' sbe said, presently. ' I've no doubt 
he'il see that everything's done properly.' 

'But won't he come himself i ' 

'We shall see.' 

'Is your mother in 1' 

' She's not very well ; I don't think I must disturb her with 
bad news. Tell Emma I'm very sorry, will you t I do hope 
she isn't going to be ill. You must see that 3ie gets rest now. 
Was it sudden t ' she added, showing in her faj» how little 
disposed she was to dwell on such gloomy subjects as death and 
burial. 

' She was wandering all yesterday. I don't think she knew 
anything after eight o'clock last night. She went o£f in a sleep.' 

When the visitor had gone, Alice drove to the nearest tele- 
graph office and despatched a message to her brother, giving 
the news and asking what should be done. By thi'ee o'clock in 
the afternoon no reply had yet arrived ; b«t shortly after Mr. 
Keene presented himself at the house. Alice had not seen him 
since her return. He bowed to her with extreme gravity, and 
spoke in a subdued voice. 

' 1 grieve that I have lost time. Miss Mutimer. Important 
business had taken me from home, and on my return I found 
a telegram from Wanley. Your brother directs me to wait 
upon you at once, on a very sad subject, I fear. He instructs 
me to purchase a grave in Manor Park Cemetery. No near 
relative, I trusts' 

' No, only a friend,' Alice replied. ' You've heard me 
speak of a girl called Emma Vine. It's a sister of hers. She 
died this morning, and they want help about the funeral.' 

' Precisely, precisely. You know with what zeal I hasten 
to perform your'^ — a slight emphasis on tliis word — 'brother's 
pleasure, be the btiainess what it may. I'll see about it at 
once. 1 was to say to you that your brother would be in 
town this evening.' 

'Oh, very well. But you needn't look so gloomy, you 
know, Mr, Keene. I'm very sorry, but then she's been ill for 
a very long time, and it's really almost a relief — to her sisters, 

' I trust yoii enjoyed your visit to Wanley, Miss Mutimer ! ' 
said Keene, still preserving his very respectful tone and 
bytring. 

' Oh yes, thanks. I dare say I shall go there again before 
very long. No douht you'll be glad to hear that.' 
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'I will try to be, Mi^ Mutimer. I tnist that your 
. pleasure is my first consideration itt life.' 

Alice was, to speak vulgarly, practising on Mr. Keene. 
He was her first visitor since she had entered upon rule, and i 
she had a double satisfaction in subduing him with airs and 
graces. She did not trouble to reflect that under the circum- 
stances he might think her rather heartless, and indeed 
hypocrisy was not one of her failings. Her ndiv«tS constituted 
such charm as she possessed; in the absence of any deep 
qualities it might be deemed a virtue, for it was inconsistent 
with serious deception. 

' I suppose you mean you'd reaJIy much rather I stayed here J ' 

Keene eyed her with observation. He himself had slight 
depth for a man doomed to live by his wits, and he was under 
the disadvantage of really feeling something of what he said. 
He was not a rascal by predilection ; merely driven that way 
by the forces which in our social state abundantly make for 
rascality, 

' Miss Mutimer,' he replied, with a stage sigh, ' why do yon 
tempt my weakness! I am on my honour; I am endftivouring 
to earn your good opinion. Spare me ! ' 

' Oh, I'm sure there's no harm in you, Mr. Keene. I sup- 
pose you'd better go and see after your — your business.' 

' You are right. I go at once. Princess. I may call you 
Princess ( ' ■ 

' Well, I don't know about that. Of course only when 

' But I shall think it always," 

' That I can't prevent, you know.' 

'Ah, I fear you mean nothing, Miss Mutimer.* 

'Nothing at all.' 

He took hia leave, and Alice enjoyed reflecting upon the 
dialogue, which certainly had meant nothing for her in any 
graver sense. 

' Now, that's what the books call flirtation^ she said to 
herself. ' I think I cam do that.' 

And on the whole she could, vastly better than might have 
been expected of her birth and breeding. 

At six o'clock a note w^s delivered for her. Richard wroto 
from an hotel in the neighbourhood, Eiskiog her to come to him. 
She found him in a private sitting-room, taking a meal. 

'Why didn't you come to the honsej' she asked. 'You 
knew mother never comes down-stairs.' 
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Richard looked at hor with lowered brows. 

' You mean to say she's doing that in earnest t ' 

' That she is ! She comes down early in the morning and 
gets all the food she waats for the day. I heard her cooking 
something in a frying-pan to-day. She hasn't been out of .the 
honfe yet.' 

' Does she know about Jane ! ' 

' No. I know what it would be if I went and told her.' 

He ate in silence. Alice waited. 

' You must go and see Emma,' was hia next remark. ' Tell 
her there's a grave in Manor Park Cemetery ; her father and 
mother were buried there, you know, Keenelt look after it 
all, and he'll come and tell yon what to do.' 

' Why did you come up 1 ' 

'Oh, I couldn't talk about these things in letters. You'll 
have to tell mother ; she might want to go to the funeral.' 

' I don't see why I shoiild do all your disagreeable work, 
Dick ! ■ 

' Very well, don't do it,' he replied suiJenly, throwing down 
his knife and fork. 

A scene of wrangling followed, without violence, but of the 
kind which is at once a cause and an effect of demoralisation. 
The old disi^eements between them had been in another tone, 
at all events on Kiohard's side, for they had arisen irom his 
earnest disapproval of frivolities and the like, Eichard could 
no longer speak in that way. To lose the power of honest 
reproof in consequence of a moral lapse is to any man a wide- 
reaching calamity ; to a man of Mutimer's calibre it meant 
disaster of which the end could not be foreseen. 

Of course Alice yielded ; her affection and Kichard's 
superior force alwa}^ made it a foregone result that she should 
do so. 

' And you won't come and see mother 1 ' she asked. 

' No. She's behaving foolishly.' 

' It's precious dull at home, I can tell you. I can't go on 
much longer without friends of some kind. I've a good mind 
to marry Mr. Keene, just for a change.' 

Richard stai-ted up, with his fiat on the table. 

' Do you mean to say he's been talking to you in that way I ' 
he cried angrily. 

Alice had spoken with thoughtless petulance. She hastened 
eagerly to correct her error. 

' As if I meant it ! Don't be stupid, Dick. Of course he 
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hasn't said a wot J; I believe he's engaged to somebody; 1 
thought so from something ho said a little while ago. The idea 
of me marrying a man like that I ' 

He examined her closely, and Alice was not afraid of tell- 
tale cheeks, 

' Well, I can't think you'd be such a fool. If I thought 
there wns any danger of that, I'd soon stop it.' 

' Would you, indeed ! ' Why, that would be just the way to 
make me say I'd have him. You'd have known that if only 
you read novels.' 

' Novels r he exclaimed, with profound contempt. ' Don't 
go piayiDg with that kind of thing ; it's dangerous. At least 
you can wait a week or two longer. I've only let him see so 
much of you because I. felt sure you'd got common sense.' 

' Of course I have. But what's to happen in a week or 
twol' 

'1 should' think you might come to Wanley for a little. 
We shall see. If mother had only 'Arry in the housOj she 
might come back to her senses.' 

' Shall I tell her you've been to London 1 ' 

' You can if you like,' he replied, with a show of indiffer- 



Jane Vine was buried on Sunday afternoon, her sisters 
alone accompanying her to the grave. Alice had with difficulty 
obtained admission to her mother's room, and it seemed to her 
' that the news she brought was received with little emotion. 
The old woman had an air of dogged weariness ; she did not 
look her daughter in the face, and spoke only in monosyllables. 
Her face was yellow, her cheeks like wrinkled parchment. 

Manor Pai'k Cemetery lies In the remote East End, and 
gives sleeping-places to the inhabitants of a vast district. There 
Jane's parents lay, not in a grave to themselves, but buried 
amidst the nameless dead, in that part of the ground reserved 
for those who can purchase no more than a portion in the foss 
which is filled when its occupants reach statutable distance 
from the surface. The regions around were then being built 
upon for the first time ; the familiar streets of pale, damp brick 
were stretching here and there, continuing London, much like 
the spreading of a disease. Epping Forest is near at hand, and 
nearer the dreary expanse of Wanstead Flats. . 

Not grief, but chill desolation makes this cemetery its abode, 
A country churchyard touches the tenderest i 
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RoTtens the heart with longing for the eternal ^est. The ceme- 
teries of wealthy London abound in dear and great a^ooiationB, 
oi" at worst preacli homilies which connect themselves with 
~faaman dignity and pride. Here on the waate limits of that 
dread East, to wander among tombs ia to go Iiand in hand with 
the stark and eyeless emblem of mortality ; the spirit fails 
beneath the cold burden of ignoble destiny. Here lie those 
who were born for toil; who, when toil has worn them to the 
uttermost, have but to yield their usele^ breath and pass into 
oblivion. Kor them is no day, only the brief twilight of a 
winter sky between the former and the latter night, For them 
no aspiration ; for them no hope of memory in the dust ; their 
very children are weaiied into forgetfulnese. Indistinguishable 
units in the vast throng that labours but to support life, the 
name of each, father, mother, child, is as a dumb cry for the 
warmth and love of which Fate so stinted them. The wind 
wails above their narrow tenements; the sandy soil, soaking in 
the rain as soon as it has fallen, is a symbol of the great world 
which absorbs their toil and straightway blots their being. 

It being Sunday afternoon the number of funerals was con- 
siderable ; even to bury their dead the toilers cannot lose a day 
of the wage week. Around the chapel was a great collection 
of black vehicles with sham-tailed mortuary horses; several of 
the families present must have left themselves bare in order to 
clothe a coffin in the way they deemed seemly. Emma and her 
Bister had made their own funeral garments, and the former, in 
consenting for the sake of poor Jane to receive the aid which 
Mutimer offered, had insisted through Alice that there should 
l)e no expenditure beyond the strictly needful. The carriage 
which conveyed her and Kate alone followed the hearse from 
Hoxton; it rattled along at a merry pace,,for the way was 
lengthy, and a bitt«r wind urged men and horses to speed. 
The occupants of the box kept up a jesting colloquy. 

Impossible to read the burial service over each of the dead 
separately ; time would not allow it. Emma and Kate found 
themselves crowded among a number of sobbing women, just 
in time to seat themselves before the service began. Neither 
of them had moist eyes ; the older looked about the chapel with 
blank gaae, often shivering with cold; Emma's face was bent 
downwards, deadly pale, set in unchanging woe. A world had 
fallen to pieces about her; she did not feel the ground upon 
which she trod ; there seemed no way from amid the ruins. 
Blio had no strong religious faith ; a wail in the darknesn was 
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all the expression her heart could attain to ; in the present 
anguish she could not turn her thoughts to that far vision of a 
life hereafter. All day she had striven tc realise that a box of 
wood contained all that was left of her sister. The voice of the 
clergyman atrnck her ear with meaningless monotony. Not 
immortality did she ask for, but one more whisper froin tne 
lips that could not speak, one throb of the heart she had Rtriven 
HO despairingly to warm against her own. 

Kate was plucking at her arm, for the service was over, 
and nnconscioHsly she was impeding people who wished to pass 
from the seats. With difficulty she I'ose and walked ; the cold 
seemed to have checked the flow of her blood ; she noticed the 
breath rising from her mouth, and wondered that she could 
have so much whilst those dear lips were breathles-s. Then she 
was being led over hard snow, towards a place where men 
stood, where there was new-turned earth, where a coffin, lay 
upon the ground. ■ She aufiered the sound of more words which 
she could not follow, then heard the dull falling of clods upon 
hollow wood. A hand seemed to clutch her throat, she stru^led 
convulsively and cried aloud. But the tears would not come. 

No memory of the return home dwelt afterwards in her 
mind. The whito earth, the headstones sprinkled with snow, 
the vast grey sky over which darkness was already creeping, 
the wind and the clergyman's voice joining in wofal ohaht, 
these alone remained with her to mark the day. Between it 
.and the days which then commenced lay formless void. 

On Tuesday morning Alice Mutimer came to the house. 
Mrs. Clay chanced t6 be trom home ; Emma received the visitor 
apd led her down into the kitchen. 

' I am glad you have come,' she said ; ' I wanted to see you 

' Are you feeling better "i ' Alice asked. She tried in vain 
to speak with the friendliness of past days; that could never 
be restored. Her advantages of person and dress were no help 
against the embarrassment caused in her by the simple dignity 
of the wronged and sorrowing girl. 

Emma replied that she waS better, then asked : 
' Have you come only to see me, or for something else I ' 
'I wanted to know how you were; but I've brought you 
something as well.' 

She took an envelope from within her muff. Emma shook 
her head. 

' No, nothing moie,' she said, in a tone removed alike from 
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resentment and Irom pathos. ' I want you, please, to say that 
we can't take anything after this.' 

' But what are you going to do, Emma J' 

' To leave this house and live as we did before.' 

' Oh, but you can't do that ! What does Kate say 1 ' 

' X haven't t<i]d her yet ; I'm going to do so to-day.' 

' But she'll feel it very hard with the children.' 

The children were sitting together in a corner of the kitchen. 
Emma glanced at them, and saw that Bertie, the elder, was 
listening with a surprised look. 

' Yes, I'm sorry,' she replied simply, ' but we have no choice.' 

Alice had an impulse of generosity. 

'Then take it from me,' she said. 'You won't mind that. 
You know I have plenty of my own. Live here and let one or 
two of the rooms, and I'll lend you what you need tiO the 
business is doing well. Now you can't have anything to say 
against that ! ' 

Emma still shook her head. 

' The business will never help us. We must go back to the 
old work ; we can always live on that. I can't take anything 
from ycu, Alice.' 

' Well, I think it's very unkind, Emma.' 

' Perhaps so, but I can't help it. It's kind of you to offer, 
I feel that; but I'd rather work my fingers to the bone than 
touch one halfpenny now that I haven't earned.' 

Alice bridled slightly and ui^ed no more. She left before 
Kate returned. 

In the course of the morning Emma strung herself to the 
effi)rt of letting her sister know the true state of affairs. It 
was only what Kate had for a long time snspected, and she 
freely said aa much, expressing her sentiments with fluent 
indignation. 

' Of course I knov? you won't hear of it,' she said, ' but if I 
was in your place I'd make him smart. I'd have him «p and 
make him pay, see if I wouldn't. Trust him, he knows you're 
too soft-hearted, and he takes advantage of you. It's girls 
like you as encourages men to think they can do as they like. 
You've no right, you haven't, to let him off. I'd have him in 
the newspapers and show him up, see if I wouldn't. And he 
shan't have it quite so easy as he thinks neither ; I'll go about 
and tell everybody as I know. Only let him come a-lecturin' 
hereabouti^, that's all ! ' 

' ICate,' broke in the other, 'if you do .iiiytliingof the kind. 
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I don't know how I shall speak to you again. Xt'ts not yoa he's 
harmed; you've no right to siji-ead taik about me. It's my 
affaii', and I muat do as I think fit. It'a all over, and there's 
no occasion for neither you nor me to speak of him again. I'm 
going out this afternoon to find a room for lis, antl we shall be 
no worse off than we was before. We've got to work, that'a all, 
and to earn our living like other women do.' 

Her sister stared incredulously. 

' You mean to say he's stopped sending money t ' 

' I have refused to take it.' 

' You've done what 1 Well, of all the ! ' Compai'isons 

failed her. ' And I've got to take these children back again 
into a hole like the last t Not me I You do as you like ; T 
suppose you know your own business. Bat if he doesn't send 
the money as usual, I'll find some way to make him, see if I 
don't 1 You'i'o off your head, I think.' 

Emma had antioipated this, and was prepared to bear the 
brunt of her sister's anger. Kate was not originally blessed 
with much sweetness of disposition, and an unhappy marriage 
had made her into a sour, nagging woman. But, in spite of 
her wretched temper and the low moral tone induced during 
her years of matrimony, she was not evil-natured, and her 
chief safeguard was affection for her sister Emma. This 
seldom declared itself, for she was of those unhappily con- 
stituted people who find nothing so hard aa to betray the 
tenderness of which they are capable, and, as often as not, are 
driven by a miserable perversity to words and actions which 
seem quite inconsistent with such feeling. For Jane she had 
cared far leas than for Emma, yet her grief at Jane's death was 
more than could be gathered from her demeanour. It had, in 
fact, resulted in a state of nervous irritableness ; an outbreak 
of anger came to her as a relief, such as Emma had recently 
found in the shedding of tears. On her own account she felt 
strongly, but yet move on Emma's ; coarse methods of revenge 
naturally suggested themselves to her, and to be thwarted 
drove her to exasperation. When Emma persisted in steady 
opposition, exerting all the force of her character to subdue her 
sister's ignoble purposes, Kate worked herself to irenzy. For 
more than an hour her voice was audible in the street, as she 
poured forth torrents of furious reproach and menace; all the 
time Emma stood patient and undaunted, her own anger often 
making terrible struggle for mastery, but ever finding itself 
subdued. For she, too, was of a passionate nature, but the 
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ti-easuves of sensibility which her heai'fc eiiclosud consecrated ail 
her being to noble ends. One invaluable aid she had in a con- 
test such as this— her inability to grow sullen. Righteous 
anger might gleam in her eyes and quiver upon her lips, but the 
fire always burnt clear ; it is smoulder that poiKOns the air. 

She knew her sister, pitied her.always made for her the 
gentlest allowances. It would have been easy to stand aside, 
to disclaim responsibility, and let Kate do as she chose, but the 
easy eoui'se was never the one she choae when endurance pro- 
mised bettei' reaulte. To resist to the uttermost, even to claim 
and exert the authority she derived from her suffering, was, 
she knew, the truest kindness to her sister. And in the end 
she prevailed. Kate tore her passion to tatters, then succumbed 
to exhaustion. But she did not fling out of tboroom, and 
this Emma knew to be a hopeful sign. The opportunity of 
sti-ong, placid speech at length pi'esented itself, and Emma 
used it well. She did not succeed in eliciting a promise, but 
when she declared her confidence in her sister's better self, Kate 
made no ret«rt, only sat in stubborn muteness. 

La the afternoon Emma went forth to fulfil her intention of 
finding lodginsiB. She avoided the neighbourhood in which she 
had formerly lived, and after long search discovered what she 
wanted in a woful byway near Old Street. It was one worn. 
only, but larger than she had hoped to come upon ; fortunately 
hei- own furniture had been preserved, and would now suffice, 

Kate remained sullen, but proved by her actions that she 
had surrendered; she began to pack her possessions. Emma 
wrote to Alice, announcing that the house was tenantless; she 
took the note to Highbury herself, and left it at the door, 
together with the house key. The removal was efiected after 
nightfall. 



CHAFIEE. XVII. 



Movements which appeal to the reason and virtue of humanity, 
and are consequently doomed to remain long in the speculative 
stage, prove their vitality by enduring the testa of schism. A 
Socialistic propaganda in times such as our own, an inastence 
upon the principles of Christianity in a modern Christian state, 
the advocacy of peace and gootl-wil[ in an age when falsehood is 
the foundation of the social structure, and internecine warfare is 
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presupposed in every compact between man and mail, might 
anticipate that the test woultl come soon, and be of a 6tririgeht 
nature. Accordingly it did not surprise Mr. "Westlake, when 
he discerned the bt^innings of commotion in the Union of 
which he repi'esented the cultured and leading elements. A 
comrade named Eoodhouse had of late been coming into pi-o- 
minence by addresfiing himself in fiery eloquence to open-air 
meetings, and at length had taJi:en upon himself'to more than 
hint that the movement was at a standstill owing to the luke- 
warmness (in guise of practical moderation) of those to whom 
its guidance had been entrusted. The reports of Comrade 
Eoodhoose's lectures were of a nature that made it difficult for 
Mr.Westlake to print them in the 'Fiery Cross; 'one such report 
arrived at length, that of a meeting held on Olerkenwell G-reen 
on the first Sunday of the new year, to which the editor refused 
admission. The comrade who made it bis business to pen notes 
of the new apostle's glowing words, had representfd; him as 
referring to the recognised leader in such very uncompromising 
terms, that to publish the report in the official columns woald 
have been stultifying. In &e lecture in question Roodhouse 
declared his adherence to the principles of assassination; he 
pronounced them the sole working principles; to deny to 
Socialists the right of assassination was to rot tbem of the very 
sinews of war. Men who afiboted to be revolutionists, but wer6_ 
in reahty nothing more than rose-water romancers, would of 
course object to anything which looked like business ; they 
liked to sit in their comfoi'table studies and pen daintily worded 
articles, thus earning for themselves a humanitarian reputation 
at a very cheap rate. That would not do; A bos all such 
penny-a-liner pretence I Blood and iron ! that must be the 
revolutionists' watchword. Was it not by blood and iron that 
the present damnable system was maintained! To arms, then 
— secretly, of course. Let tyrants be made to tremble upon 
their thrones in more countiies than Russia. Let capitalists 
fear to walk in the daylight. This only was the path of 
progress. 

It was thought by the judicious that Comrade Eoodhouse 
would, if he repeated this oration, find himself the subject of 
a rather ugly indictment. For the present, however, his words 
were ignored, save in the Socialihfc body. To them, of course, 
he had addressed himself, and doubtless he was willing to run 
a little risk for the sake of a most practical end, that of splitting 
the party, and thus estebli&hing a aovereigaity for hiiuaelf ; this 
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done, he could ia future be more guarded. Hia reporter p«r- 
pose\y seat ' copy ' to Mr. Westlake which could not bo printed, 
and the rejection of the report was the signal for secession. 
Comrade Eoodhouse printed at his own expense a considerabla 
number of leaflets, and sowed them, broadcast in the Socialist 
meeting. places. There were not wanting disaffected brethren, 
who perused these appeals with satisfaction. Schism flourished, 

ComraJe Roodhouse wasof course a man: of no means, but ho 
numbered among his followers two extremely serviceable men, 
one of them a practical printer who carried on a small business 
in Camden Town; the other aji oil merchant, who, because his 
profits had never exceeded a squalid two thousand a year, 
whereas another oil merchant of his acquaintance made at least 
twice aa much, was embittered against things in general, and 
ready to assist any aubversionai-y movement, yea, even with ■ 
coin of the realm, on the one condition that he should be 
allowed to insert articles of his own composition in the new 
orjfau which it was proposed to establish. There was no diffi- 
culty in conceding this trifle, and the ' Tocsin ' was the result. 
The name was a suggestion of the oil merch^int him.'^elf, and no 
bad name if Socialists at large could be supposed capable' of 
understanding it ; but the oil merchant was too important 
a man to be thwarted, and theargument by whicTi he supported 
his choice was incontestable. ' Isn't it our aim to educate the 
people 1 Very well, then let them begin by knowing what 
Tocsin means. I shouldn't know myiself if I hadn't come 
across it in the newspaper and looked it up in the dictionary ; 
SO there you are 1 ' 

And there was the ' Towtin,' a weekly paper like the ' Fiery 
Cross.' The fii'st number appeared in the middle of February, 
BO admirably prepared were Bhe plans of Comrade Eoodhousis. 
It appealed on Fiiday ; the next Sunday promised to be a lively 
day at Commonwealth Hall and elsewhere. At the original 
head-quarters of the Union addresses were proinised from two 
leading men, Ccimrades "Westlake and Mutimer. Comrade 
Roodhonse would in the morning address an assembly on 
Clerkenwell Green ; in the evening his voice would summon 
adherents to the meeting- place in Hoxton which had been the 
scene of our friend iUehard's earliest triumphs. With few 
exceptions the Sociahsts of tliat r^ion had gone over to the 
new man and the new paper. 

Richai-d arrived in town on the Saturday, and went to the 
houi« in Highbury, whither disagreeable business once more 
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summoned him. Alice, who, owing to her mother's resolute 
refusal to direct the household, had not as yet been able to 
spend more than a day or two with Richard and his wife, sent 
nothing but ill news to Wanley. Mrs. Mutimer seemed to be 
breaking down in health, and 'Any was undisguisedly return- 
ing to evil ways. For the fornjer, it was suspected— a locked 
door prevented certainty — that she had of late kept her bed the 
greater part of the day ; a servant who met her downstairs in 
the early morning reported that she ' looked very bad indeed,' 
The case of the latter was as hard to deal with. 'Arry had 
long ceased to attend his classes with any r^ijlarity, and he 
was once more asserting the fi-eeman's right to immunity fi-om 
day labour. Moreover, he claimed in practice the freeman's 
right to get drunk four nights out of the seven. No one knew 
whence he got his money; Richard pui'posely stinted him, but 
the provision was useless, Mr. Keene declared with lamenta- 
tions that his influence over 'Any was at an end; nay, the 
youth had so far forgotten gratitude as to fi'ankly announce his 
intention of ' knockin' Keene's lights out'- if he were further 
intei'fered with. To the journalist his 'lights' were indis- 
pensable; in no sense of the word did he possess too many of 
them; so it was clear that he must abdicate his tutorial 
functions. Alice implored her brother to come and ' do some- 

Ricliard, though a married man of only six weeks' stand- 
ing, had troubles altogether in excess of his satisfactions. 
Things were not as they should have been in that earthly 
paradise called New "Wanley. It was not to be expected that 
the profits of that undertaking would be worth speaking of for 
some little tiine to come, but it was extremely desirable that it 
should pay its own expenses, and it began to be doubtful 
whether even this moderate success was being achieved. 
Various members of the directing committee had visited New 
Wanley recently, and Richai'd had talked to them in a some, 
what discouraging tone ; his fortune was not limitless, it had 
to he remembered ; a considerable portion of old Mntimer's 
money had Wo in the vast Belwick concern of which he was 
senior partner ; the surviving members of the firm were under 
no specified obligation to receive Richard himself as partner, 
and the product of the realised capital was a very different 
thing from the share in the profits which the old man had 
enjoyed. Other capital Richard had at his command, but 
all-eady he was growing chary of encroachments upon principal 
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Uo began to murmur inwardly that the entire fortune tlid not 
lie. at his disposal; willingly lie would have allowed Alice a 
handsome portion; and as for 'Arry, the inheritance waa 
clearly going to be his ruin. The practical difficulties at New 
Wanley were proving considerable ; the aSaiv was viewed with 
hostility by ironmastem in general, and the results of such 
hostility were felt. But llichard was committed to his scheme; 
all his ambitions based themselvea thereupon. And those 
ambitions grew daily. 

These-greater troubles must to a certain extent solve them- 
selves, but in Highbury it was evidently time, as Alice said, to 
' do something.' His mother's obstinacy stood in the way of 
almost every seheme that suggested itself. Richard was losing 
patience with the poor old woman, and suffered the more fi-om 
his in-itation Ijecause he would so gladly have behaved to her 
with filial kindness. One plan there was to which she might 
possibly agree, and even have pleasure in accepting it, hut it 
was not easy to propose. The house in Wilton Square was still 
on his hands ; upon the departure of Emma and her sister, a 
certain Mrs. Chattaway, a poor friend of old times, who some- 
how supported hereelf and a grandchild, had been put into t!ie 
house ae caretaker, for Eichard could not sell all the furnituro 
to which hb mother was so attached, and he had waited for liei' 
return to reason before ultimately deciding how to act in that 
matter. Could he now ask tbe old woman to return to the 
Squai-e, and, it might be, live there with Mrs. Chattaway i In 
that case both 'Any and Alice would have to leave London. 

On Saturday afternoon he had a long talk with his sister. 
To Alice also it had occuri'ed that their mother's return to the 
old abode might be desirable. 

'And you may depend upon it, Dick,' she said, ' she'll nevi'i' 
rest again till she does get back. I believe you've only got to 
speak of it, and she'll go at once.' 

' She'll think it unkind,' Richard objected. ' It looks as if 
we wanted to get her out of the way. Why on earth does she 
carry on like this ? As if we hadn't bother enough I ' 

' Well, we can't help what she thinks. I believe icll be for 
lier own good. She'll be comfortable with Mrs. Chattawaj', 
and that's more than she'll ever be here. But wiiat about 
'Arryr 

' He'll have to come to Wanley. I shall find him work 
there— 1 wish I'd done so months ago.' 

There were no longer the objections to 'Arry's appearance 
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at Wanley that had existed previoTis to Richard's marriage ; 
nope the less the resolution was courageous, and proved the 
depth of Mutinier's anxiety for his brother. Having got the 
old woman to Wilton Square, and Alice to the Manor, it wouM 
have been easy enough to bid Mr. Henry Mutimer betake him- 
self—whither his mind directed him. Richaivl could not adopt 
that rough-and-ready way out of his diiEculty. Just as )ie 
suffered in the thought that he might be treating his mother 
unkindly, so he was constrained to undergo annoyances rather 
than abandon the hope of saving 'Arry from ultimate de- 
struction. 

' Will he live at the Manor ! ' Alice asked unensily. 

Richard mused ; then a most happy idea struck him. 

' i have it ! He shall live with Rodman. The vei-y thing ! 
Rodman's the fellow to look after him. Yes; that's what 
we'll do.' 

' And I'm to live at the Manor ? ' 

'Of course.' 

' You think Adela won't mind i ' 

' Mind t How the deuce can she mind it t ' 

As a matter of form Adela would of course be consulted, 
but Richard had no notion of submitting practical arrange- 
ments in his own household to hia wife's decision, 

' Now wo shall have to see mother,' he said. ' How's that 
to be managed ! ' 

' Will you go and speak at her door ? ' 

' That be hanged ! Confound it, has she gone crazy 1 Jnat 
go up and say I want to see her.' 

' If I say that, I'm quite sure she won't come.' 

Richard waxed in anger. 

' But she skaS come 1 Go and say 1 want to see her, and that 
if she doesn't come down I'll force the door. There 'II have 
to be an end to this damned fooleiy. I've got no time to spend 
liumbugging. It's four o'clock, and I have letters to write be- 
fore dinner. Tell her I must see her, and have done with it.' 

Alice went upstairs with small hope of success. She 
knocked twice before receiving an answer. 

' Mother, are you there 1 ' 

' Wiiat do you want t ' came back in a voice of irritation. 

'Pick's hei-e, and wants to speak to jon. Hess/sbe mmi 
Bee you ; it's something very important.* 

' I've nothing to do with hiip,' was the reply. 

' Will you see him if he comes up here ! ' 
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•No, I won't/ 

Alice went down and repeated this. After a moment's 
hesitation Miitimer ascended the stairs by threes. He rapped 
loudly at the bed-room door. No answer was vouchsafed, 

'Mother, you must either open the door or come down- 
stairs,' hecried with decision. ' This has gone on long enough. 
Which will you do ^ ' 

' I'll do neither,' was the angry reply. ' What right bave 
, you to order me about, I'd like to know ) You mind your 
business, and I'll mind mina' 

' All right. Then I shall send for a man at once, and have 
the door forced.' 

Mrs. Mutimer knew well the tone in which these words 
were spoken ; more than once ere now it bad been the pre- 
liminary of decided action. Already Kichard had reached the 
head of the stairs, when he heard a key turn, and the bedroom 
door was thrown open with such violence that the walls shook. 
He approached the threshold and esn.mined the interior. 

There was only one noticeable change in the appearance of 
the bedroom since he had last seen it. The dressing-table was 
drawn near to the fire, and on it were a cup and saucer, a few 
plates, some knives, forks, and spoons, and a folded tablecloth. 
A kettle and a saucepan stood on the fender. Her bread and 
butter Mrs. Mutimer kept in a drawer. All the appointments 
of the chamber were as clean and orderly as conld be. 

The sight of his mother's face all hut stilled Richard's 
anger ; she was yellow and wasted ; ber hair seemed far more 
grizzled than he remembered it. She stood as far from him as 
she could get, in an attitude not devoid of dignity, and looked 
him straight in the face. He closed the door. 

' Mother, I've not come here to quarrel with you,' Mutimer 
began, his voice much softened, 'What's done is done, and 
there's no helping ic I can understand you being angiy at 
first, but there's no Sense in makirig enemies of us all in thia 
way. It can't go on any longer— neither for your sake nor 
ours. I want to talk reasonably, and to make some kind of 
arrangement.' 

' You want to get mo oitt o' the 'ouse, I'm ready to go, an' 
glad to go, I've eamt my iivin' beibre now, an' I'm not so old 
but I can do it again. You always was one for talkin', but 
the fewest words is best. Them as talks most isn't alius the 
most straightfor'ard.' 

' It isn't that kind of talk that'll do any good, mother, 1 
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tell you again, I'm not going to oae angry words. You know 
perfectly well I've never behaved badly to you, and I'm not 
going to begin now. What I've got to say is that you've no 
rigbt to go on lite this. Whilst you've been shutting yourself 
up in this room, there's Alice living by herself, which it isn't 
right she should do ; and there's 'Arry going to the bad as fast 
as he can, and jnst because you won't help to look after him. 
If you'll only think of it in the right way, you'll see that's a 
good deal your doing. If 'Arry tunis out a scamp and a black- 
guard, it's you that '11 be greatly to blame for it. You might 
have helped to look after him. I always thought you'd more 
common sense. You may say what you like about me, and I 
don't care; but when you talk about working for your living, 
you ought to remembei' that there's work enough near at hand, 
if only you'd see to it.' 

' I've nothing to do neither with you nor 'Arry nor Alice,' 
answered the old woman stubbornly. ' If 'Ai'ry disgraces his 
name, he won't be the first as has done it. I done my best ,to 
bring you all up Lonest, but that was a long time ago, and 
things has changed. You're old enough to go your own ways, 
an' your ways isn't mine, I told you how it 'ud be, an' the 
only mistake I made was comin' to live bore at all. Now I 
can't be left alone, an' I'll go. You've no call to tell me a 
second time.' 

It was a long, miserable wrangle, lasting half an hour, 
before a possibility of agreement presented itaeif, Kicbard at 
length ceased to recriminate, and allowed his mother to talk 
herself to satiety. He then said : 

' I'm thinking of giving up this house, mother. What I 
want to know is, whether it would please you to go back to 
the old place again ! I ask you because I can think of no other 
way for putting you in comfort. You must say and think what 
you like, only just answer me the one question as I ask It — that 
is, honestly and good*temperedly. I shall have to take 'Arry 
away with me ; I can't let him go to the dogs without another 
tl-y to keep Tiim straight. Alice '11 have to go witb me too, at 
all events for a time. Whether we like it or not, she'll have 
to accustom herself to new ways, and I see my way to helping 
her. I don't know whether you've been told that Mrs. Chatta- 
way's been living in the house since the others went away. 
The furniture'sjust asyou left Jt;.I dare say you'd feel it like 
going home again.' 

' They've gone, have they 1 ' Mrs. Mutimer asted, as if un- 
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willing to shoTT the interest which this proposal had excited in 
her, 

' Yes, they went more than a month ago. We put Mra. 
Chattaway in just to keep the place in order. I look on the 
house aa yours. You might let Mrs. Chattaway stay there 
atill, perhaps ; but that's just as you please. You oughtn't to 
live quite alone.' 

Mrs. Miitimer did not soften, but, after many words, 
Richard understood her to agree to what he proposed. She 
had stood all through the dial<^ue ; now at length she moved 
to a seat, and sank upon it with trembling limbs. Richard 
wished to go, but had a difficulty in leaving abruptly. Dark- 
ness had fallen whilst they talked; they only saw each other 
by the light of the fire. 

' Am I to come and see you or not, mother, when you get 
ba«k to the old quarters?' 

She did not reply. 

'You won't tell mel' 

' You must come or stay away, as it suits you,' she said, in 
a tone of indiffei'ence. 

' Very well, then I shall come, if it's only to t«li you about 
'Arry and Alice. And now will you let Alice come up and 
have some tea with you t ' 

There was no answer. 

' Then 111 tell her she may,' he said kindly, and went from 

He found Alice in the drawing-room, and persuaded her to 
goup. _ 

' Just take it as if there 'd been nothing wrong,' he said to 
his sister. ' She's had a wretched time of it, I can see that. 
Take some tea-cakes up with you, and talk about going back to 
the Square as if she'd proposed it herself. We mustn't be 
hard with her just because she can't change, poor old soul.' 

Socialiatic business took him away during the evening. 
When he returned at eleven o'clock, 'Arry had not yet come in. 
Shortly before one there were sounds of inefiectual effort at the 
front-door latch. Mutimer, who happened to be crossing the 
hall, heard them, and went to open the door. The result was 
that bis brother fell forward at full length upon the mat. 

' Get up, drunken beast I ' Eichard exclaimed angrily, 

' Beast yourself,' was the hiccupped reply, repeated aeverai 
times whilst 'Arry struggled to his feet. 1'hen, propping him- 
self against the door-post, the maligned youth aRsumed the 
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attitude of pugilism, inviting all and sundry to come oi> and 
liavo their lights extinguished. Richard flung him into the 
hall and closed the door, 'Arry had agtiin to struggle with 
gravitation. 

' Walk upstairs, if you can ! ' ordered his brother with 
ContemptiiouH severity. 

After much trouble 'Arry was got to his room, tbrnst in, 
and the door slammed behind him. 

Richard was not disposed to argue with hia brother this 
time. He waited in the dining-room next morning till the 
champion of liberty presented himself; then, scarcely looking 
at him, said with quiet determination : 

' Pack your clothes some time to-day. You're going to 
Wanley to-morrow morning.' 

' Kot uoless I choose,' remarked 'Arry. 

'You look here,' exclaimed the elder, with concentrated 
savageness which did credit to his powers of command, ' "What 
you choose has nothing to do with it, and that you'll please to 
understand. At half-past nine to-morrow morning you're 
ready for me in this room ; hear that ! I'll have an end to this 
kind of thing, op I'll know the reason why. Speak a word of 
impudence to me and I'll knock half your teeth out ! ' 

He was capable of doing it. 'Arry got to bis momiog meal 
in silence. 

In the course of the morning Mr. Keene called. Mutimer 
received him in the dining-room, and they smoked together. 
Their talk was of the meetings to be held in the evening. 

' There'll he nasty doings up there,' Keene remarked, indi- 
cating with his head the gathering place of Comrade Eood- 
house'a adherents. 

'Of what kfndl' Mutimer asked with indifierence. 

'There's disagreeable talk going about. Probably they'll 
indulge in personalities a good deal.' 

' Of course they will,' assented the other after a short pause. 
'Westlake, ehV 

' Not only Westlake. There's a more important man,' 

Mutimer could not resist a smile, though he was uneasy. 
Keene understood the smile ; it was always an encouragement 
to him. 

' What have they got hold of! ' 

' I'm afraid there'll be references to the girl,' 

'The gii-ir Richard hesitated. 'What girl* What do 
you know about any girl ) ' 
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'It's only tlie gossip I've heard. I tlioiaght it would be as 
well if I went about among them last night just to pick up 
hints, you know.' 

' They're talking about that, are they 1 Welt, let them. 
It isn't l^rd to invent hes.' 

' Juflt so,' ohserved Mr. Keene sym pa tlii singly. ' Of course 
I know they'd twisted the affair,' 

Mutimer glanced at him and smoked in silence. 

' I think I'd better be there to-night,' the journalist con- 
tinued. ' I shall be more useful there than at the hall.' 

' As you like,' said Mutimer lightly. 

The subject was not pursued. 

Though the occasion was of bo much importance, Conimon- 
wealth Hall contained but a moderate audience when Mr. 
Westlake rose to deliver his address. The people who occupied 
the benches were obviously of a different stamp from those 
wont to assemble at the Hoxton meeting-place. There were 
perhaps a dozen artisans of intensely sober appearance, and the 
rest were men and women who certainly had never wrought 
with their hands. Near Mrs. Westlake sat several ladies, her 
personal friends. Of the men other than artisans the majority 
were young, and showed the countenance which bespeaks 
meritorious intelligence rather than ardour of heart or brain. 
Of enthusiasts in the true sense none could be discerned. It 
needed but a glance over this assembly to understand how very 
theoretical were the convictions that had brought its members 
together. 

Mr. Weatlake'a address was interesting, very interesting ; 
he had prepared it with much care, and its literary qualities 
were admired when subsequently it saw the light in ope of the 
leading periodicals. Now and tiien he touched eloquence ; the 
sincerity animating him was unmistakable, and the ideal he 
glorified was worthy of a noble mind. Not in anger did he 
speak of the schism from which the movement was suffering; 
even his sorrow was dominated by a gospel of hope. Optimism 
of the most fervid kind glowed through his discoarse ; he grew 
almost lyrical in his anticipation of the good time coming. For 
to-night it seemed to him that encouiagement should be the 
prevailing note; it was always easy to see the dark side of 
things. Thejrwork, he told his hearera, was but just beginning. 
They aimed at nothing less than a revolution, and revolutions 
were not bronght about in a day. None of them wonld in the 
flenh behold the rdgn of justice ; was that a feason why they 
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should neglect the highest impulaes of their natuie and sit 
contented in the shadow of the woild s mouinmg i He spoke 
with passion of the millions disinheiited befoie their birth, with 
infinite t«ndemess of those ■weak one^ whom oui sotial system 
condemns to a life of tortui-e jufit because they are weak. One 
loved the man for his great heait ind for his gift of moving 
speech. 

His wife sat, as she always did when hsttmng intently, her 
body bent forward, one hand supporting her chin Her ejes 
never quitted his face. 

To the second speaker it had fallen to handle in detail the 
difierences of the hour. Mutimej si exordium was not inspirit- 
ing after the rich-roUing periods with which Mr Westlake had 
come to an end ; his hard voice contrasted pamfuLj with the 
other's cultured tones. Richard was piobably conscious of this, 
for he hesitated more than was hia wont, seekiog words which 
did not coiue naturally to him. However, he warmed to his 
work, and was soon giving bis audience clearly to understand 
how he, Richard Mutimer, regarded the proceedings of Comrade 
Eoodhouse. Let us be pracfcical^this was the butden of bis 
exhortation. We are Englishmen — and women — not flighty, 
frothy foreigners. Besides, we bave the blessings of free 
speech, and with the tongue and pen we must he content to 
fight, other modes of warfare being barbarous. Those who in 
their inconsiderate zeal had severed the Socialist body, were 
taking upon themselves a very grave responsibility; not only 
had they troubled the movement internally, but they would 
doubtless succeed in giving it a bad name with many who were 
hitherto merely inditferent, and who might in time have been 
brought over. Let it be understood that in this hall the true 
doctrine was preached, and that the ' Fiery Cross ' was the true 
organ of Elnglish Socialism as distinguished from foreign crazes. 
The strength of England had ever been her sobriety ; English- 
men did not fiy at impossibilities like noisy children. He 
would not hesitate to say that the revolutionism preached in 
the newspaper called the ' Tocsin ' was dangerous, was immoral. 
And so on. ' 

Hichard was not at his l>est this evening. Tou might have 
seen Mrs. Wei-tlake abandon her attentive position, and lean 
back rather weaiily ; you might have seen a covert smile on a 
few of the more intelligent faces. It was awkward for Mutimer 
to be praising moderation in a movement directed against 
capital, and this was not exactly the audience for eulogies of 
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Cti'eat Britain at the expense of other countiies. The applause 
when the omtor seated himself was anything but hearty, 
Kicbaiti knew it, and inwardly cursed Mr. "Westlake for taking 
the wind out of his sails. 

Very different was the scene in the meeting-room behind 
the coffee-shop. There, upon Comrade Eoodhouse's harangue, 
Followed a debate more stirring than any on the records of the 
lelingtou atid Hoxton branch. The room was thoroughly full ; 
the roof raug with tempestuous acclamations. Messrs. Cowes 
and CuUen were in their glory; they roared with delight at 
each depreciatory epithet applied to Mr. Westlake and his 
henchmen, and prompt«d the speakers with words and phrases 
of a rich vernacular. If anything, Comrade Eoodhouse fell a 
little short of what was expected of him. His friends hiid 
come together prepared for gory language, but the murderous 
instigations of Clerkeuwell Green were not repeated with the 
same crudity, Tbe speaker dealt in negatives ; not thna and 
thus wm the social millennium to be brought about, it was 
open to his hearers to conceive the practical course. For the 
rest, the heresiarch bad a mighty flow of vituperative speech. 
Aspirates troubled him, so that for the most part he cast them 
away, and the syntax of his periods was often anacoluthic ; but 
these matters were of no moment. 

Questions being called for, Mr. Cowes and Mr. Cullen of 
course staiiied up simultaneously. The former gentleman got 
the ear of tbe meeting. With preliminary swaying of the 
band, he looked round as one about to propound a quration 
which would for ever establish his reputation for acumen. In 
his voice of quiet malice, with his frequent deliberate pauses, 
with the wonted emphasis on absurd pronunciations, he spoke 
somewhat thus : — 

' In tbe course of his address^l shall say nothin' about its 
qualities, the time for discussion will come presently — our 
Comrade has said not a few 'ard things about certain indivi- 
dooals who put themselves forward as perractical Socialists ' 

' Not 'ard enough ! ' roared a voice from the back of the 

Mr. Cowes turned his lank figure deliberately, and ga^ed 
for a moment in the quarter whence the interruption had come. 
Then he resumed. 

* I agree with that involuntary exclamation. Certainly, 
not 'ard enough. Atid the question 1 wish to put to our Com 
cade is this : Is he, or is he not, aweer of certain scandalous 
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dtiin's on the part of one of the^o said individooals, I might flaj* 
antione which, from the Socialist point of view, tunouat to 
erimes ? If our Comrade is aweer of what I refOr to, then it 
Becms to me it was his dooty to distinctly mention it. If he 
was not ftweer, then we in this neighbourhood shall be only too 
glad to enlighten him, I distinctly assert that a certain indi- 
vidooal we all have in our thoughts has proved himself a 
traitor to the caiise of the people. Comrades will Understand 
me. And that's the question I wish to pat,' 

Mr. Cowes had introduced the subject which a considerable 
number of those pi-esent were bent on publicly discussing. 
Who it was that had first spread the story of Mutimer's matri- 
monial concerns probably no one could have determined. It 
was not Daniel Dabbs, though Daniel, partly fi-om genuine in- 
dignation, partly in consequence of slowly growing? persOrtisl 
filling against the Mutimers, had cei'tainly supplied Richard's 
enemies with corroborative details. Under ordinary circum- 
etances Mutimer's change of fortune would have seemed to his 
old mates a sufficieat explanation of his behaviour to Emlna 
Vine; they certainly would not have gone out of their way to 
condemn him, ButEJchard'was by this time vastly unpopular 
with most of those who bad once glorified him. Envy had had 
time to grow, and was assisted by Richard's avoidance of per- 
sonal contact with his HoKton friends. When they spoke of 
him now it was with sneers and Sivrcasms. Some one had con- 
fidently asserted that the so-called Socialistic enterprise at 
Wanley was a mere pretence, that Mutimer was making money 
just like any other capitalist, and the leaguers of Hostoa 
firmly believed this. They encouraged one another to positiv** 
hatred of the working man who had suddenly become wealthy ; 
his name stank in their nostrils. This, in a great measure, ex- 
plained Comrade Roodhouse's success; personal feeling is alMost 
always the spring of public action among the uneducated. In 
the excitement of the schism a few of the more energetic spirits 
had determined *'<* drag Richard's domestic concerns into 
fjublicity. They suddenly became aware that private morality 
was at the root of the general good ; they urged each other to 
wghteous indignation in a matter for which they did not really 
care two straws. Thus Mr. Cowes's qitestioii was received with 
vociferous appravaJ. Those pceseat who Aid not understand 
the allusion were quickly enlightened by their neighbours. A 
crowd of Englishmen working itself into a moral rage is aa 
glorious a spectacle as the world can show. Not one of these 
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mon but heartily believed himself justified in reviling the tmi tor 
to his class, the betrayer of confiding iunoceDce. Betuetnber, 
too, how it facilitates speech to have a concrete topic on which 
to enlai^e; in this matter a West End drawing-room and the 
Hoxtbn coffee-shop are akin. EeguLi'ity of procedure was at 
ah end ; question grew to debate, and debate was riot, Mr. 
Cullen succeeded Mr. Cowes and roared himself hoarse, defying 
the feeble protests of the chairman. He abandoned mere allu- 
sion, and rejoiced the meeting by declaring naimes. His 
esample was followed by those who succeeded him. 

Little did Emma think, as she Kat. working, Sunday tliough 
it was, in her poor room, that her sorrows were being b!ai«d 
forth to a gross assembly in venomous accusation against the 
man who had wronged her. We can imagine that the know- 
ledge would not greatly have soothed her. 

Comrade Koodhouse at length obtained a hearing, It was 
his policy to deprecate these extreme, personalities, and in doing 
so he heaped on thB enemy greater condemnation. There was 
not a little art in the heresiai'ch's modes of speech ; the less 
obtuse appreciated him and bade him live for ever. The secre- 
tary o£ the branch busily took notes. 

When the meeting had broken up into groups, a number of 
the moi* prominent Socialists surrounded Comrade Roodhouse 
on the (ilatform. Their talk was still of Mutimer, of his 
shameless hypocrisy, his greed, his infernal arrogance. Near 
at hand stood Mr. Keene ; a word brought him into conversa- 
tion with a neighbour. He began by repeating the prevalent 
abuse, then, perceiving that his hearer merely gave assent in 
general terms, he added : — 

' I shouldn't wonder, though, if there was some reason we 
haven't heai-d of— I mean, about the girl, you know.' 

' Think so ? ' said the other. 

' Well, I fiave heaid it said— but then one do&in't care to 
repeat such things,' 

'What's that, eh)' put in another man, who had caught 
the words. 

' Oh, nothing. Only the girl's made herself scaice. Dare 
say the fault wasn't altogether on one side." 

And Mr. Keene winked meaningly. 

The hint spread among those on the platform. Daniel 
Dabba happened to hear it repeated in. a gross form. 

' Who's been a-sayin' that t ' he loiired. ' Whoie have you 
got that from, eh ) ' 
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The source wa* alraaiiy forgottec, but Daniel would not let 
the calumny take its way unopiHwetJ. He harangued those 
about him with furious indignsiUon. 

' If any man's got a word to eay against Emma Vine, let 
him come an' say it to me, that's all ! Now look 'ere, all 
o' you, I know that girl, and I know that anyone as talks like 
that about her tells a damned lie.' 

' Most like it's Mutimer himself as baa set it goin',' observed 



In five minutes all who remained in the room were con- 
vinced that Mutiinor had sent an agent to the meeting for the 
l)urpo<ie of assailing Emma Vine's good name. Mr. Keene had 
ali'eady taken his depaitui'e, and no suKpicions character was 
discernible; a pity, for the evening might have ended in a 
picturesque way. 

But Daniel Dabba went home to his brother's public-house, 
obtained note-pa'pev and an envelope, and forthwith indited 
a brief epistle which he addressed to the house in Highbury. 
It had no formal commencement, and ended with ' Yours, ifec.' 
Daniel demanded an assurance that his former friend had not 
instigated certain vile accusations against Gmma, and informed 
him that whatever answer was received would he i-ead aloud 
at next Sunday's meeting. 

The one not wholly ignoble incident in that evening's trans- 



CHAPTEE XVIII. 



In the partial reconciliation between Mra. Mutimer and her 
children there was no tenderness on either side. The old con- 
ditions could not be restored, and the habits of the family did 
not lend themselves to the polite hypocrisy which lubricates the 
wheels of the refined world. There was to be a parting, and 
probably it would be for life. In Richard's household bis 
mother could never have a part, and when Alice married, 
doubtless the same social difficulty would present Itself. It 
was not the future to which Mrs. Miitimei- had looted forward, 
but, having said her say, she resigned herself and hardened her 
heart. At least she would die in the familiar home. 

Xtichard had supper with hia sister on his return from 
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Com mon wealth Hail, and their plans wei-e diacuRsed in further 
detail. 

' I want you,' he said, ' to go to the Squai'o with niothec 
to-morrow, and to stay there till Wednesday. You won't mind 
doing that i ' 

' I think she'd do every bit as well without mo,' said Alice. 

'Never mind; I should like you to go. I'll take 'Any 
down to-mon-ow moi'ning, then I'll come and fetch yon on 
Wednesday, You'll just see that everything's comfortable in 
the house, and buy her a few presents, the kind of things she'd 
like.' 

' 1 don't suppose slio'll take anything,' 

' Try, at all events. And don't mind her talk; it does no 
harm.' 

In the morning came the letter from Daniel Dabbs. Kichard 
read it without any feeling of surprise, still less with indigna- 
tion, at the calumny of which it complained. During the night 
he had wondered uneasily what might have occurred at the 
Hoxton meeting, and the result was a revival of his ignoble 
anger agaiust Emma. Had he not anxiety enough that she 
must bring Lim new trouble when he believed that all relations 
between him and her were at an endt Doubtless she was 
posing as a martyr before all who knew anything of her story ; 
why had she refused his money.if not that her case might seem 
all the bai'der^ It wei-e difficult to say whether he really 
believed tliis ; in a natui* essentially egoistic, there is often no 
line to he drawn between genuine convictions and the irre- 
sponsible charges of resentment. Mutimer had so persistently 
trained himself to r^ard Emma as in the wrong, that it was 
no wonder if he had lost the power of judging sanely in any 
matter connected with her. Her refusal to benefit by his 
genei-osity had aggravated him ; actually, no doubt, because she 
thus deprived him of adefenee against liis conscience. 

He was not surprised that libellous rumours were afliKit, 
simply because since his y^terday's conversation with Keene 
the thought of justifying himself in some such way — should 
it really prove necessary — had several times occuri'ed to him, 
suggested probably by Keene's own words. That thejoui'nalist 
had found means of doing him this sei-vice was very likely 
indeed. He remembered with satisfaction that no hint of such 
a thing had escaped his own lips. Rtill, he was uneasy. Keene 
might have fallen short of prudence, with the result that 
Daniel Dabbs might be in a position to trace this calumny to 
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Itiin, Mutimei*: It would not be ploasant if tEe affair, thiu 
represented, came to the ears of his friends, particularly of 
Mr. Westlake, 

He hnd jusfc finished his breakfast, and was glancing over 
the newspaper in a dull and irritable mood, when Keene him- 
self arrived. Mutimei' expected him. Alice quitted the 
dining-room when he was announced, and 'Arrj, who at the 
game moment came in for breakfast, was bidden go about his 
business, and be ready to leave the house in half-an-hour. 

' What does this meun J ' Eichard asked abruptly, handing 
the letter to his visitor. 

Kcene perused the crabbed writing, and uttei'ed sundry 
' Ah's ' and ' Hum's.' 

' Do you know anything about it ? ' Mutinier continued, in 
a tone between mere annoyance and serious indignation. 

'I think I had better tell you what took place last night,' 
Raid the jonrnalist, with side glances. He bad never altc^ther 
thrown off the deferential manner when conversing with his 
patron, and at present he emphasised it. ' Those fellows carry 
party feeling too far; the proceedings were scandalous. It 
I'eally was enough to make one feel that one mustn't be too 
Bcmpulous in trying to stop their motiths. If I'm not mis- 
taken, an action for defamation of chai'acter would lie against 
half-a-dozen of them.' 

Mutimer was unfortunately de6cjent in sense of humour. 
He continued to scowl, and merely said : ' Go on ; what 
happened J ' 

Mr. Keene allowed the evening's proceediogs to lose nothing 
in his narration. He was successful in exciting his hearer to 
wrath, but, to his consternation, it was forthwith turned against 
himself, 

'And you tried to make things better by going about telling 
what .■!everal of them would know perfectly well to be lies 1 ' 
exclaimed Mutimer, savagely ' Who the devil gave you 
authority to do so ) 

' M.y dear sir,' protested the jomnalist, 'you have quite 
mistaken we. I did not mean to admit that I had told lies. 
How could I for a moment suppo'* that n man of your 
character would sanction that kind of thing ! Pooh, I hope 
Ifcnowjou better' No no, I merelym the course of con- 
versation ventured to hint that, asyoujouwelf had explained to 
me, there were reasons quite other than the vulgar mind woltld 
Gonceive for — for the course you had pursued. To my own 
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ftpprelieneion such reasons are abundant, and, I will add, luo^t 
conclusive. Yoii have not endeavoured to explain them to me 
in detail ; I truat you felt that I was not so dull of understand- 
ing as to be incapable of — of jippreciating motives when 
sufficiently indicated. Situations of this kind are wcwer to 
be explained grossly ; I mean, of course, in the case of men 
of intellect. I flatter myself that I have come to know your 
ruling principles; and I will say that beyond a doubt your 
behaviour has been most honourable. Of course I was mis- 
taken in tiding to convey this to those I talked with last night ; 
they niisintei'preted me, and I mia;ht have expected it. We 
cannot give them the moral feelings which they lack. But 
I am glad that the error has so quickly come to light. A mere 
word from you, and such a delusion goes no farther. I regret 
it extremely.' 

Mutimerheld the letter in bis hand, and kept looking from 
it to the speaker. Keene's subtleties were nob very intelligible 
to him, but, even with a shrewd suspicion that he was being 
humbugged, he could not resist a sense of ple-mure in heai-ing 
himself cla«ied with the superior men whose actions are not to 
be explained by the vulgar. Nay, he asked himself whether 
the defence was not in fact a just one. After all, was it not 
possible that his conduct had been praiseworthy? He re- 
covered the argument by which he had formerly tried to silence 
disagreeable inner voices; a man in his position owed it to 
society to effect a union of classes, and private feeling must give 
way before the higher motive. He I'eflected for a moment 
when Keene ceased to speak. 

'What did you say J ' he then wsked, still bluntly, but with 
less anger. ' Just tell me the words, as far as you can remember.' 

Keene was at no loss to recall inofl'ensive phrases; in 
another long speech, full of cajolery sufficiently artful for the 
occasion, he represented himself as having merely protested 
against misrepresentations obviously sharpened by malice. 

' It. ia just possible that I made some reference to her 
character,' he admitted, speaking more slowly, and as if 
desirous that no word should escape his hearer; 'but it did 
not occur to me to guard against misunderstandings of the 
word. I might have remembered that it has such different 
meanings on the lips of educated and of uneducated men. 
STou, of course, would never have missed my thoughts.' 

' If I might suggest,' he added, when Mutimerfcept silence, 
' T think, if you condescend rto notice the letter at all, you 
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ehould reply otily iu the moat generul terms. Who is this' 
man Dabbs, I wonder, who has the impudence to writ* to you 
in this way 1 ' 

' Oh, one of the Hoxton Socialiats, I sappoeo,' Mutimer 
answered carelessly. ' I remember the name.' 

' A gross impertinence ! By no means encourage them in 
thinking you owe explanations. Tour- position doesn't allow 
anytbing of the kind,' 

' All right,' said Richard, his ill-humour gone ; ' I'll see 
to it.' 

He was not able, after all, to catch the early train by which 
he had meant to take his brother to Wanley. He did not like 
to leave without some kind of good-bye to his mother, and 
Alice said that the old woman would not be ready to go before 
eleven o'clojk. After half an hour of restlessn^s he sat down 
to answer Daniel's letter. Keene's flattery had not been with- 
out its fruit. Prom anger which had in it an element of 
apprehension he passed to an arrogant self-confidence which 
character and eii-cumstances were conspiring to make hia 
habitual mood. It was a gross impertinence in Daniel to 
address him thus. What was the use of wealth if it did not 
exempt one from the petty laws binding on miserable hand-to- 
mouth toilers ! Ho would have done with Emma Vine ; his 
time was of too much value to the world to be consumed in 
wranglings about a work-girl. What if here and there someone 
believed the calumny ! Would it do Emma any harmi That 
was most unlikely. On the whole, the misunderstanding was 
useful; let it take its course. Men with large aims cannot 
affoi'd to be scrupulous in small details. Was not Now Wanley 
a sufficient balance against a piece of iiyustice, which, after aJl, 
was only one of words I 

He wrote ; 

' Dear Sir, — I have received your lelter, but it is impos- 
sible for me to spend time in refuting idle stories. What's 
more, I cannot see that my private concerns are a fit subject 
for discussion at a public meeting, as I understand they have 
been made. You we at liberty to read this note when and 
where you please, and in that intention let me add that the 
cause of Socialism will not be advanced by attacks on the 
character of those mosfcearnestly devoted to it. Iremain, yours 
truly, 'EicHAHo Mutimer.' 

It seemed to Eichai'd that this was the very thing, alike in 
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stttie and phrasing. A week or two previously a cert^n states- 
man bad written to the same effect in reply to calumnious 
Btatements, and Richard conaeiously made that letter his model. 
The statesman had probably been sounder in his syntax, but 
his imitator had, no doubt, the advantage in other points. 
Eiohard perused his composition several times, and sent it to 
the post. 

At eleven o'clock Mrs. Mutimer descended to the hall, 
ready for her journey. She would not enter any room. Her 
eldest son came out to meet her, and got rid of the servant 
who had fetched a cab. 

'Good-bye for the present, mother,' he said, giving hia 
hand. ' I hope you'll find everything just as you wish it.' 

' If I don't, I shan't complain,' was the cold reply. 

The old woman had clad herself, since her retreat, in the 
gai-ments of former days ; and the truth must be told that they 
did not add to the dignity of her appearance. Probably no 
costume devisable could surpass in ignoble ugliness the attire 
of an English working-class widow when she api>ears in the 
streets. The proximity of Alice, always becomingly clad, 
drew attention to the poor mother's plebeian guise. Richard, 
watching her enter the cab, felt for the first time a distinct 
shame. His feeling mi^ht have done him more credit but 
foi' the repulse he bad suffered. 

'Arry contented himself with standing at the front-room 
window, his hands in his pockets. 

Later in the same day Daniel Dabbs, who had by chance 
been following the British workman's practice and devoting 
Monday to recreation, entered an omnibiia in which Mrs. 
Clay was riding. She had a heavy bundle on her lap, shop- 
work which she was taking home. Daniel had already re- 
ceived Mutimer's replj', and was nursing a fit of anger. He 
seated himself by Kate's side, and conversed with. her. 

' Heard anything from htm lately t ' he asked, with a motion 
of the head which rendered mention of names unnecessary. 

' Not we,' Kate replied bitterly, her eyes fixing themselves 
in scorn. 

' No loss,' remarked Daniel, with an expression of disgust, 

' He'll hear from me some day,' said the woman, ' and in a 
way as he won't like.' 

The noise of the vehicle did not favour conversation. 
Daniel waited till Kate got out, then he too descended, and 
walked along by her side. He did not offer to relieve her of 
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Lhe bundle— in primitive societies woman is Datwrally tha 
buideri-bettier. 

' I wouldn't a' thooght it o' Dick,' he said, his head thrust 
forwar(l, and his eyes tui'iiiiii[ doggedly from side to side. 
' They say as how too much money ain't good for a man, but 
it's changed kvm, past all knowin',' 

' He always had a good deal too much to say for himself,' 
remarked Mrs. Clay, speaking with difficulty through her 
ijuickened bi«ath, the bundle almost more than she could 
manage. 

' 1 wish just now as he'd say a bit more,* said Daniel. 
' Now, see, here's a letter I've just got from him. I wrote to 
him last night to let him know of things as was goin' i-ound at 
the lecture. There's one or two of our men, you know, think 
he'd ought to be made to smart a bit for the way lie's treated 
Emma, and last night they «p an' spoke— you should just a 
'eard them. Then someone set it goin' as the fault wasn't Dick's 
at all. See what I mean ? I don't know who started that. T 
can't think as he'd try to blacken a girl's name just to excuse 
himself; that's goin' a bit too far.' 

Mrs. day came to a standstill. 

' He's been saying things of Emma)' she cried. 'Is that 
what you meanl' 

' Well, see now. I couldn't believe it, an' I don't rightiy 
believe it yet, I'll read you the amBwer as he's sent me.' 

Daniel gave forth the letter, getting rather lost amid its 
pretentious periods, with the eccentric pauses and intonation of 
an uneducated reader. Standing in a busy thoroughfare, he 
and Kate almost blocked the pavement ; impatient pedestrians 
pushed against them, and uttered maledictions. 

' I suppose that's Dick's new way o' sayin' be hadn't nothin' , 
to do witti it,' Daniel commented at the end. ' Money seems 
always to bring long words with it somehow. It seems to me 
he'd ought to speak plainer,' 

'Who's done it, if he didn't)' Kate eselaimed, with 
shrill anger, ' You don't suppose there's another man 'ud go 
about telling coward lies) 'lhe mean wretch! Says things 
about my sister, does bel I'll be even with that man yet, 
never you mind.' 

' Well, I can't believe it o' Dick,' muttered Dabbs. ' Ha 
says 'ere, you see, as he hasn't time to contradict " idle stories." 
I suppose that means ho didn't start 'em.' 

' If he tells one lie, won't he tell another 1 ' cried the womaii. 
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She was obliged to put down her buudJe on a doorstep, and 
used the momeat of i-ehef to pour forth vigorous vituperation. 
Dick listened with an air half of approval, half doggedly doubt- 
ful. He was not alt<^ther satisfied with himself. 

' "Well, I must get off 'ome,' he said at length. ' It's only 
right as you should know what's goin' on. There's no one 
believes a word of it, and that you can tell Emma. If I hear 
it repeated, you may be sure I'll up an' say what I think. It 
won't go no further if I can stop it. Well, so long ! Give my 
respeeta to your sister." 

Daniel waved his arm and made off across the street. 
Kate, clutching her bundle again, panted along by-ways; 
reaching the house-door she rang a bell twice, and Emma ad- 
mitted her. They climbed together to an upper room, where 
Kate flung her bu^en on to the floor and began at once to 
relate with vehemence all that Daniel had told her. The 
calumny lost nothing in her repetition. After listening in sur- 
prise for a few moments, Emma turned away, and quietly 
began to cut bread and butter for thechildren, who were having 
their tea, 

' Haven't you got anything to say ? ' cried her sister. ' I 
suppose he'll be telling his foul lies about me next. Oh, he's a 
good- 'carted man, is Mutimer ! Perhaps you'll believe me now. 
Are you going to let him talk what ho likes about you t ' 

Since the abandonment of the house in Wilton Square, 
Kate had incessantly railed in this way; it was a joy to her 
to have discovered new matter for invective. Emma's per- 
sistent silence maddened her ; even now not a word was to be 
got from the girl. 

'Can't you speak!' shrilled Mrs. Clay. 'If you don't do 
something, X let you know that 1 shall ! I'm not going to 
stand this kind o' thing, don't think it. If they talk ill of you 
they'll do the same of me. It's time that devil had something 
for himself. You might be made o' stone ! I only hope I 
may meet him in the streets, that's all ! I'll show him up, sea 
if I don't ! Ill let all the people know what he is, the cur ! I'll 
<lo something to make him give me in charge, and then I'll 
tell it all out before the ma^sti'ates. X don't care what comes, 
rU find some way of paying out that beast I ' 

Emma turned angrily. 

' Hold your tongue, Kate ! If you go on like this day 
after day we shall have to pai't ; I can't put up with it, so there 
now ! I've begged and pi-ayed you to stop, and you don't paj 
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the least heed to me; I think you might have more tinclness. 
yon'll never make me say a single word about him, do what 
you will ; I've told you that many a. time, and I mean what I 
say. I*t him say what he likes and do what he likes. It's 
nothing to me, and it doesn't concern you. You'll drive me 
out of the house ^ain, like yon did the other night. I can't 
bear it. Do you nnderstiand, Kate ? — I can't bear it ! ' 

Her voice shook, and there were fears of uttermost shame 
and misery in her eyes. The children sitting at the table, 
though accustomed to scenes of this kind, looked at the dis- 
putants with troubled faces, and at length the younger began 
to cry. Emma at once turned to the little one with smiles of 
re-flssurance. Kate would have preferred to deal slaps, but 
contented herself with taking a cup of tea to the fireside, and 
sulking for half an hour. 

Emma unrolled the bundle of work, and soon the hum of 
the sewing-machine began, to continue late into the night. 



CHAPTER XIX. 



Yoc remember that one side of the valley in which stood New 
Wanley was clad with trees. Through this wood a public path 
made transverse ascent to the shoulder of the hill, a way little 
used save by Wanley ramblers in summer time. The section 
of the wood above the path was closed against trespassers ; 
among the copses below anyone might freely wander. In places 
it was scarcely possible to make a way for fern, bramble, and 
underwood, but elsewhere mossy tracks led one among hazels or 
under arches of foliage which made of the mid-day sky a cool, 
golden shimmer. One such tract, abruptly turning round a 
grea^ rock over the face of which drooped the boughs of an ash, 
came upon a little sloping lawn, which started from a high 
hazel-covered bank. The bank itself was so shaped as to afford 
an easy seat, shaded even when the grass in front ivae all 
sunshine. 

Adela had long known this retreat, and had been accus- 
tomed to sit here with Letty, especially lyhen she needed to 
exchange deep confidences with her friend. Once, just as they 
were settling themselves upon the bank, they were startled by 
a movement among the leaves above, followed by the voice of 
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iomeone a:ddresaing them with cheerful friendliness, and making 
request to be allowed to descend and join them. It was Hubert 
Elaon, just home for the long vacation. Once or twice subse- 
quently the girls had met Hubert on the same spot ; there had 
been a picnic here, too, in which Mrs. Eldon and Mrs. Waltham 
took part. Bub Adela always thought of the place ua peculiarly 
her own. To others it was only a delightfully secluded corner 
of the wood, fresh and green ; for her it had something inti- 
mately dear, as the haunt where she had first met her own self 
face to face and had heard the whispering of secrets as if by 
another voice to her tremulous heai't. 

She aat here one morning in Jnly, six months after her 
marriage. It was more than a year since she had seen the 
spot, and on reaching it today it seemed to her less beautiful 
than formerly; the leafage was to. her eyes thinner and less 
warm of hue than in eailier years, the grass had a coarsei' look 
and did not clothe the soil so completely. An impulse had 
brought her hither, and her first sense on arriving had been one 
of disappointment. Was the change in her way of seeing? or 
had the retreat indeed suffered, perchance from tlie smoke of 
Mew Wanley t The disappointment was like that we expe- 
rience in revkiting a place kept only in memory since child- 
hood. Adela had not travelled much in the past year, but her 
growth in experience had put great tracts between her and the 
days when she came here to listen and wonder. It was indeed 
a memoi-y of her childhood that led her into th^ wood. 

She had broiight with hei- a German book on Socialwm and 
a, little German dictionary. At the advice of Mr. Westlake, 
g^ven some months ago on the occaaion. of a visit to the Manor, 
she had applied herself diligently to this study. But it was 
not only with a view to using the time that she had selected 
these books this morning. In visiting a scene which, would 
strongly revive the past, instinct — rather than conscious pur- 
pose — had bidden her keep firm hold upon the present. On 
experiencing her disillusion a sense of trouble had almost led 
her to retrace her steps at once, but she overcame this, and, 
seating herself on the fiimiliar bank, began to toU through hard 
sentences. Such moments of self discipline wei* of daily occur- 
rence in her life ; she kept watch and ward over her feelings 
and found in efforts of the mind a short way out of inner con- 
flicts which she durst not suffer to pass beyond the first stage. 

Near at hand there grew a silver birch. Hubeil; Eldon, on 
one of the occasions when he talked here with Adela and' Ijetty, 
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had by chance let Ms eyes wander from Adela to the birch troa, 
and bis fancy, just then active among tender images, suggested 
a likeness between that graceful, gleaming etem with its deli- 
cately drooping foliage and the sweet-featured girl who stood 
before him with her head bowed in unconsdous loveliness. As 
the silver birch among the trees of the wood, so was Adela 
among the men and women of the world. And to one looking 
upon her by chance such a comparison might still have occurred. 
But in face she was no longer what she had then been. Her 
eyebrows, formerly so. smooth and smiling, now constantly 
drew themselves to^-ether as if at a thought of pain or in some 
mental exertion. Her cheeks had none of their maiden colour. 
Her lips were closed too firmly, and sometimes trembled like 
those of old persons who have known much trouble. 

In spite of herself ber attention flagged from the hard, dull 
book ; the spirit of the plaee was too strong for her, and, as in 
summers gone by, she was lost in vision. But not with eyes 
like these had she been wont to dream on the green branches 
or on the sward that lay deep in sunlight. On her raised lida 
sat the heaviness of mourning ; she seemed to strain her sight 
to something very far off, something which withdi'ew itself from 
her desire, upon which her soul called and called in vain. Her 
cheeks showed their thinness, her brow foretold the lines which 
would mark it when she grew old. It was a sob in her throat 
which called her back to consciousness, a sob wrhich her lips, 
well-trained warders, would not allow to pass. 

She forced herself to the book again, and for some minutes 
plied her dictionary with feverish zeal. Then there came over 
ber countenance a strange gleam of joy, as if she triumphed in 
self-conquest. She smiled as she continued her work, clearly 
making a happiness of each mastered sentence. And, looking 
up with the smile still fixed, she found that her solitude was 
invaded. Letty Tew had just appeared round the i-ock which 
sheltered the green haven. 

' You here, AdelaJ ' the girl exclaimed. ' How strange ! ' 

' Whystrange, ]Jetty t ' 

' Oh, ouiy because I had a sort of feeling that perhaps I 
might meet you. Not here, particularly,' she added, as if eager 
to explain herself, ' but somewhere in the wood. The day is so 
fine; it tempts one to walk about.' 

Letty did not approach her friend as alie would have done 
when formerly they met here. Her manner was constrained, 
almost timid ; it seemed an afterthought whenshe bent forward 
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fur the kisa. Since Adela'a marriage the iutercoiirse between 
them had l)eeu oouiparativelj slight. For the &'n~t three niontha 
they had seen each other only at long intervals, in part owing 
to circumstances. After the fortnight she spent in I^ondon at 
the time of her marriage, Adela had returned to "Wanley in 
far from her usual state of health ; during the firat days of 
February there had been a fear that she might fall gravely ill. 
Only in advanced spring had she begun to go beyond the 
grounds of the Manor, and it was still unusual for her to do so 
except in her cari-iage. Letty had acquiesced in the altered 
relations; she suffered, and for various reasons, but did not 
endeavour to revive an intimacy which Adela seemed no longer 
to desire. Visits to the Manor were from the first disti'essing 
to her; the natural subjects of conversation were those which 
both avoided, and to talk in the manner of mere acquaintances 
was scarcely possible. Of course this state of things led to 
remark. Mrs. Waltham was inclined to suspect some wiwug 
feehng on Letty'a aide, though of what nature it was hard to 
determine. Alfred, on the other liand, took his sister's beha- 
viour ill, more especially as he felt a distinct change in her 
manner to himself. Was the girl going to be spoilt by the 
possession of wealth i What on earth did she mean by her 
reserve, her cold dignity 1 Wasn't Letty good enough for her 
now that she was lady of the Manor f Letty herself, when 
the subject was spoken of, pretended to recognise no change 
beyond what was to be expected. 80 far from being hurt, her 
love for Adela grow warmer during these months of seeming 
estrangement ; her only trouble was that she could not go often 
and sit by her friend's side — sit silently, hand holding band. 
That would have been better than speech, which misled, or at 
best was inadequate. Meantime she supported herself with 
the hope that love might some day again render her worthy of 
Adela's confidence. That her friend was far above her she had 
always gladly confessed ; she felt it more than ever now tliat 
she tried in vain to I'ead Adela's secret thoughts. The marriage 
was a mystery to her; to the last moment she had prayed that 
something might prevent it. Yet, now that Adela was Mrs. 
Matimer, she conscientiously put away every thought of dis- 
content, and only wondered wlmt high motive had dictated the 
choice and— for such she knew it must be— tho sacrifice. 

' "What are you reading? ' Letty asked, sitting down on the 
bank at a little distance. 

' It's hardly to be called reading, I have to look out every 
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other word. It'a a book by a rpau called SchaefBe, on tha 
" Social Qaestioii." ' 

' Oh yea,' said the girl, hazarding a conjecture that the work 
had something to do with Soctaliam. ' Of course that interests 

' I think I'm going to write a translation of it. My hus 
band doesn't read German, and this book is important.' 

'I suppose yon are quite a Socialist, Adela?' Letty in 
quired, in a tone which seemed anxious to presuppose the 
affirmative answer. She had never yet ventured to touch on 
the subject. 

' Yes, I am a Socialist,' said Adela firmly, ' I am sure any- 
one will bo who thinks about it, and really understands the 
need for Socialism. Does the word still sound a little dreadful 
to you 1 I remember so well when it did to me. It was only 
because I knew nothing about it,' 

' I don't think I have that excuse,' said the other. ' Alfred 
is constantly explaining. But, Adela ' 

She paused, not quite daring to speak her thoughts, Adela 
smiled an encouragement. 

' I was going to say I'm sure you won't be offended. 

But you still go to church 1 ' 

' Oh yes, I go to church. You mustn't think that every- 
thing Alfred insists upon belongs to Socialism. I believe that 
all Christians ought to be Socialists ; I think it is part of our 
religion, if only we cany it out faithfully,' 

'But does Mr. Wyvem think so T 

'Yes, he does; he does indeed. I talk with Mr. Wyvem 
freqoentiy, and I never tnew, before he showed me, how neces- 
sary it is for a Christian to he a Socialist.' 

' You surprise me, Adela. Yet he doesn't confess himself a 
Socialist.' 

' Indeed, he does. When did you hear Mr. Wyvem preach 
a sermon without insisting on justice and unselfishness and 
love of our neighbour ? If we try to be just and unselfish, and 
to love our neighboiir as ourself, we help the cause of Socialism. 
Mr. Wyvern doesn't deal with politics — it is not necessary he 
should, That is for men like my husband, who give their lives 
to the practical work. Mr. Wyvem confines himself to spiritual 
teaching. He would injure his usefulness if he went beyond 
that.' 

Letty was awed by the exceeding change which showed it- 
self not only in Adela's ways of thought, but in her very voice 
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Mid manner of speaking. The tone was so authoritative, so 
free fram the diffidence which had formerly kept Adela from 
asserting strongly even her cherished faitiis. She felt, too, 
that with the maiden hesitancy something else had gotue, at all 
events in a great degree; something that it troubled her to 
miss; namely, that winning persuasiveness which had been one 
of the characteristics that made Adela so entirely lovable. At 
present Mrs. Mutiniei- scarcely sought to persuade ; she uttered 
her beliefs as indubitable. A. competent observer might now 
and then have surmised that she felt it needful to remind her- 
self of the creed she had accepted. 

' You were sniiling when I first caught sight of you,' Letty 
said, after reflecting for a moment. ' Was it something in the 
bookr 

Adela again smiled. 

' No, something in myself,' she replied with an air of 



e you ai* happy, Adela t ' 

' Yea, because 1 am happy.' 

' How glad I am to hear that, dear I ' Letty exclaimed, for 
the first time allowing herself to use the affectionate word. 
' You will let me be glad with you 1 ' 

Her hands stole a little forward, bat Adela did not notice 
it, for she was gazing straight before her, with an agitated look. 

' Yes, 1 am very hE:ppy, I have found something to do in 
life. I was afrnd at first that 1 shouldn't be able to give my 
husband any help in his work ; I seemed useless. But I am 
learning, and I hope soon to be of I'eal use, if only in little 
things. You know that I have begun to give a tea, to the 
children every Wednesday^ They're not in need of food and 
comforts, I'm glad to say; nobody wants in Sew Wanley; 
but it's nice to bring them together at the Manor, and teach 
them to behave gently to each other, and to sit properly at 
table, and things like that. Wilt yon come and see them to- 
day )' 

' I shall be very pleased.' 

' To-day I'm going to begin something new. After tea we 
shall have a reading. Mr. Wyvern sent me a book this morn- 
ing—" Andersen's Fairy Tales." ' 

' Oh, I've read them. Yes, that'll do nicely. Eead them 
" The Ugly Duckling," Adela; it's a beautiful story. I thought 
perhaps you were going t,a read something^something instruc- 
tive, you know.' 
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Adek laugheiJ. It was Adela'a laugh Mtill, but not what it 
used to be. 

' No, I want to amuse them. They get enough instruction 
in school, 1 hope soon to give another evening to the uHer 
girls. I wonder whether you would like to come and help me 
thenT 

' If only you would let me ! There ia nothing I should like 
more than to do something foi' you.' 

' But you mustn't do it for me. It must be for the girls' 

o much more for yours. 
lad I am that you have asked 
mu. 

Again the little hand was put forward, and this time .iiiej™ 
took it. But she did not soften ae she once would have done. 
With eyes still far away, she talked for some minutes of the 
hopes with which her life was filled. Frequently she made 
mention of her husband, and always as one to whom it was a 
privil^e to devote herself. Her voice had little failings and 
uncertainties now and then, but this appeared to come of 



Tbey lose and walked from the wood togetbei'. 

'Alfred wants us to goto Malvern fov a fortnight,' Letty 
said, when they were near the gates of the Manor. ' Wo were 
wondering whether yon could come, Adela 1 ' 

' No, I can't leave Wanley,' was the reply. ' My husband ' 
— she never inferred to Mutimer otherwise than by this name — ■ 
' spoke of the seaside the other day, but we decided not to go 
away at all. There is so much to be done.' 

When Adela went to the drawing-room just beforelnncheon, 
she found Alice Mutimer engaged with a. novel. Beading 
novels had become an absorbing occupation with Alice. She 
took them to bed with her so as to read late, and lay late in 
the morning for the same reason. She must have been one of 
Mr. Mudic's most diligent subscribers, She had no taute tor 
walking in the countiy, and could only occasionally be per- 
suaded to take a drive. It was not surprising that her face 
had not quite the healthy colour of a year ago; there was 
negligence, too, in her dress, and she had grown addicted to 
recumbent attitudes. Between her and Adela no semblance of 
friendship had yet arisen, though the latter frequently sought 
to substitute a nearer relation for superficial friendliness. Al^ 
never exhibited anything short of good-will, but her first im- 



,, Google 



DEMOS 255 

pressioiiH" were lasting; she euepeotcd her sister-in-law of a 
desire to patronise, and was det«cmiiied to allow nothing of the 
kind. With a more decided character, Alice's prepossessions 
would certainly have made life at the Manor anything but 
smooth ; aa it was, nothing ever occurred to malce unpleasant- 
ness worth her while. Besides, when not buried in her novels, 
she gave herself up to absent-mindedness ; Adela found conver- 
sation with her almost impo^ible, for Alice would answer a 
lemark with a smiling ' Yes ' or ' No,' and at once go oiF into 
dreaialand, ko that one hesitated to disturb her. 

'What time is it!' she inquired, when she became awai'e 
of Adela moving about the room, 

' All but half-past one.' 

'Really! I suppose I must go and get leady for lunch. 
What a pity we can't do without meals ! ' 

' You ehonld go out in the morning and get an appetite. 
Eeally, you are getting very pale, Alice. I'm sure you read far 
too much.' 

Adela had it on her lijw) to say ' too many novels,' but was 
Bfi'aid to administer a direct rebuke. 

' Oh, 1 like reading, and I don't care a bit for going out.' 

' What about your practising t ' Adela asked, with a playful 
shake of the head. 

' Tes, I know it's very neglectful, but I'eally it is such 
awful work.' 

' And your French 1 ' 

' I'll make a beginning to-'morrow. At least, I think I 
will. I don't neglect things wilfully, but it's so awfully hard 
to really get at it when the time comes.' 

The liincheon-bell rang, and Alice, with a cry of dismay, 
sped to her room. She knew that her brother was to lunch at 
home to-day, and Richard was terrible in the matter of punc- 
tuality. 

As soon as the meal was over Alice hastened I 
low chair in the drawing-rt 
together into the garden. 

' What do you think Rodman's been advising me this 
morning 1 ' Mutimer said, speaking with a cigar in his mouth. 
'It's a queer idea; I don't quite know what to think of it. 
You know there'll be a general election some time next year, 
and he advises me to stand for Belwick.' 

Ho did not look at his wife. Coming to a garden-seat, ho 
put up one foot upon it, and brushed the cigar ash against tt'.s 
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back. Adek gat down ; she had not replied at ones, and wafl 
thoughtful, 

' Ah a Socialist candidate 1' she asked, when at leugth he 
turned his eyes to her. 

' Well, I don't know. Radical rather, I should think. It 
would cwme to the same thing, of couree, and there'd he no nse 
in spoiling the thing fof the sake of a name.' 

Adela hnd a Japanese fan in hof hand ; she put it against 
bei' forehead, and still seemed to consider. 

' Do yoa think you could find time for Parliament t ' 

' That has to be thought of, of <!oursft ; but by then I should 
think we might arrange it. There's not much that Bodman 
can't see to.' 

'You are inclined to think of it^' 

Adela's tone to her husband was not one of tenderness, but 
of studious r^ard and deference. She very seldom turned her 
eyes to his, but there was humility in her bent look. If ever he 
and she began to speak at the same time, she checked herself 
instantly, and Mutimer had no thought of giving hei' precedence. 
This behaviour in his wife struck him as altogether becoming. 

' I almost think I am,' he replied. ' I've a notion 1 could 
give them an idea or two at Westminster. It would bo news 
to theui to hear a man say what he really thinks.' 

Adela smiled faintly, but said nothing. 

' Would you like me to be in Parliament 1 ' Richaxd asked, 
putting down his foot and leaning hack his head a little. 

' Certainly, if you feel that it is a step gained.' 

' That's just what I think it would be. Well, we must talk 
•hout it again. By-the-by, I've just had to send a fellow about 
his business.' 

' To discharge a man t ' Adela asked, with pain. 

' Yes. It's that man Sendal ; I was talking about him the 
other day, you remember. He's been getting drunk ; I'll 
warrant it's not the first time.' 

' And you really must send him away 1 Couldn't you give 
him another chancel ' 

' No. He was impudent to me, and I can't allow that. 
He'll have to go.' 

Richard spoke with decision. When the fact of impudence 
was disclosed Adela felt that tt was useless to plead. She 
looked at her fan and was sorrowful. 

'So you are going to i-ead to the youngsters to-day!' 
Mutimer recommenced. 
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'Yes ; Mr. Wyverti has givea me a book that will do very 
ivell indeed,' 

' Oh, iias he ? ' said Richard doubtfuUy. 'Is it a religious 
book? That kind of thing won't do, you know.' 

' So, it isn't religious at all. Only a book of fairy tales.' 

' Fairy tales ! ' There was scorn in his way of repeating 
fcbe words. 'Couldn't you find something useful! A history 
book, you know, or about animals, or something of that kind. 
We mustn't encourage them in idle reading. And that reminds 
me of Alice. You really must get her away from those novels. 
I can't make out what's come to the girl. She seems to be 
going off her head. Did you notice at lunch !— she didn't seem 
to understand what I said to her. Do try and persuade her to 
practise, if nothing else.' 

' I am afraid to do more than j ust advise in a pleasant way,' 
said Adela. 

' WeU, I shall lose my temper with her before long,' 

'How is Harry doing!' Adela asked, to pass over the 
difficult subject. 

' He's an idle scamp ! If some one 'ud give him a good 
thrashing, that's what /te wants.' 

' Shall I ask him to dinner to-morrow i ' 

' You can if you like, of course,' Kiohai'd replied with 
hesitation. ' 1 shouldn't have thought you cared much about 
having him.' 

'Oh, 1 am always very glad to have him. I have meant to 
ask yon to let him dine with us oftener. I am eo afraid he 
should think we neglect him, and that would be sure to have a 
bad effect,' 

Mutimer looked at her with satisfaction, and assented to 



' But about the fairy tales,' Adela said presently, when 
Richard had finished his cigar and was about to return to the 
works. ' Do you seriously object to them 1 Of course I could 
find another book.' 

'What do yoM think! I am rather surprised that Wy- 
vorn suggested reading of that bind ; he generally has good 

' I fancy he wished to give the children a better kind of 
amusement,' said Adela, with hesitation, 

' A hetter kind, eh 1 Well, do as you like. I dare say It's 
po great harm.' 

'But if you really ' 
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' No, no ; 1*6*11 fcbe tales. I dare say they wouldn't listen to 
a. better book.' 

It was not very encouraging, but Adela ventured to abide 
by tbs vicar's choic«. She went to her own sitting-room and 
sought the story that Letty had spoken of. From ' The Ugly 
Dackling ' she was led on to the story of the mennftid, from 
that to the enchanted swans. The book had never been in her 
hands before, and the delight she received from it was of a kind 
quite new to her. She had to make an effort to close it and 
turn to her specified occnpations. For Adela had so systeina- 
tised her day that no minute's 'margin was left for self-indnl- 
gence. Her reading was serlona study. If ever she was 
tempted to throw open one of the volumes which Alice left 
about, a glance at the pages was enough to make her push it 
away as if it were impure. She had read very few stories of 
any kind, and of late had felt a strong inclination towards such 
literature; the spectacle of Alice's day-long absorption was 
enough to excite her curiosity, even if there had not existed 
other reasons. But these longings for a world of romance she 
crushed down as unworthy of a woman to whom life had 
revealed its dread significances ; and, though she but conjectured 
the matter and tone of the fiction Alice delighted in, instinc- 
tive fear would alone have restrained her from it. For pleasure 
in the ordinary sense she did not admit into her scheme of 
existence; the season for that had gone by. Henceforth she 
must think, and work, and pray. Therefore she had set herself 
gladly to learn German ; it was a definite task to which such 
and such hours could be devoted, and the labour would 
strengthen her mind. Her ignorance she represented as a great 
marsh which by toil had to be filled up and converted into solid 
ground. She had gone through the library catalogue and made 
a list of books which seemed needful to be read ; and Mr. 
Wyvem had been of service in guiding her, as well as in lend- 
ing volumes from his own shelves. The vicar, indeed, had sur- 
prised her by the zealous kindness with which he entered into 
all her plans; at first she had talked to him with apprehension, 
remembering that chance alone had prevented her from appeal- 
ing to him to save her from this maniage. But Mr, Wyvem, 
with whose philosophy we have some acquaintance, exerted 
himself to make the best of the irremediable, and Adela already 
owed him much for his unobtrusive moral support. Even 
Mutimer was putting aside his suspicions and beginning to 
believe that tlie clergyman would have openly encouraged 
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Socialism liad his position allowed him to do so. He was glad 
to Bee his wife immersed in grave hietorica,! and scientific read- 
ing; he siid to himself thut in this way she would be delivered 
from her religious prejudices, and some day attain to ' free 
thought.' Adela as yet had no such end in view, but already 
she understood that her education, in the serious sense, waa 
only now beginning. As a girl, her fate had been that of girls 
in general ; when she could write without orthographical errors, 
and could play by rote a few pieces of pianoforte music, her 
education had been pronounced completed. In the profound 
moral revolution which her nature had recently undergone her 
intellect also shared ; when the first numbing shock had spent 
itself, she felt the growth of an intellectual appetite formerly 
unknown. Eesolutely setting herself to exalt her husband, she 
magnified his acquirements, and, as a duty, directed her mind 
to the things he deemed of importance. One of her impulses 
took the form of a hope which would have vastly amused 
Eichard had he divined it. Adela secretly trusted that some 
day her knowledge might be snfficient to allow her to cope 
with her husband's religious scepticism. It was significant 
that she could face in this way the great difficulty of her life ; the 
stage at which it seemed sufficient to iterate creeds was already 
behind her. Probably Mr, Wyvem's conversation was not 
without its effect in aiding her to these larger views, but she 
never spoke to him on the subject directly. Her native dignity 
developed itself with her wom.anhood, and one of the character- 
istics of the new Adela was a reserve which at times seemed to 
indicate coldness or even spiritual pride. 

The weather made it possible to spread the children's tea in 
the open air. At four o'clock Letty came, and was quietly 
happy in being allowed to superintend one of the tables. . 
Adela was already on affectionate terms with many of the little 
. ones, though others r^arded her with awe rather than warmth 
of confidenca This was strange, when we remember how 
childlike she had formerly been with children. But herein, too, 
there was a change ; she could not now have caught up Letty's 
littie sister and trotted with her about the garden as she was 
used to do. She could no longer smile in the old simple, en- 
dearing way ; it took some time before a child got accustomed 
to her eyes and lips. Her movements, though graceful as ever, 
were subdued to matronly gravity; never again would Adela 
turn and run down the hill, as after that meeting with Hubert 
Eldoo. But her sweetriess was in the end irresistible to all 
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who came within the cirele of its magic. You saw its influence 
in Letty, whose eyes seemed never at rest save when they were 
watching Adela, who sprang to her side with delight if the 
faintest sign did but summon her. Yon saw its influence, 
moreover, when, the tea over, the children ranged themselves 
on the lawn to hear her read. After the first few sentences, 
everywhere was profoundest attention; the music of her 
sweetly modulated voice, the art which she learnt only from 
nat'ire, bo allied themselves with the beauty of the pages she 
read that from beginning to end not a movement interrupted 

Whilst she was reading a visitor presented himself at the 
Manor, and asked if Mrs. Mutimer was at home. The eei-vant 
explained how and where Mrs. Mutimer was engaged, for the 
party was held in a quarter of the garden hidden, from the 
approach to the front door. 

'Is Miss Mutimer within i' was the visitor's next in- 
Receiving an affirmative reply, he h^ged that Miss 
Mutimer might be informed of Mr. Keene's desire to see her. 
And Mr. Keene was led to the drawing-room. 

Alice was reposing on a couch ; she did not trouble her- 
self to rise when the visitor entered, but held a hand to 
him, at the same time scarcely euppieseing a yawn. Novel 
reading has a tendency to produce this expression of weari- 
ness. Then she smiled, as one does in greeting an old ac- 
quaintance. 

'Who ever would have expected to see you 1 ' she begnn, 
drawing away her band when it seemed to her that Mr, 
Keene had detained it quite long enough, 'Does Dick expect 
yout' 

' Your brother does not eapect me, Miss Mutimer,' Keene 
replied. He invariably began conversation with her in a 
severely formal and respectful tone, and to-day there was me- 
lancholy in his voice. 

' You've just come on your own — because you thought you 
would r 

'I have come because I could not help it, Miss Mutimer. 
It is more than a month since I had the happiness of seeing 
you.' 

He stood by the couch, his body bent in deference, hia eyes 
regarding her with melancholy homage, 

'Mrs. Mutimer has a tca-pai-ty of children from New 
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VVaolsy,' enld Alice witli a provoking smile, ' Won't you go 
Hndjoin them) She's reading to them, I believe; no doubt 
it'a something that would do yott good.' 

' Of course I will go if yoa send me. I would go anywhere 
at your command.' 

' Then please do. Turn to the right when yow get out into 
the garden.' 

Keene stood for an instant with hia eyes on the ground, 
then sighed deeply — groaned, in fact — smotfl his breast, and 
marched towards the door like a, soldier at drill. As soon as 
he had turned hia back Alice gathered herself from the conch, 
and, as soon as she stood upright, called to him ■ 

' Mr. ICeene ! ' 

He halted and faced round. 

* Tou needn't go unless you like, you know.' 

He almost ran towards her. 

' Just ring the bell, will yon { I want some tea, and I'll 
give you a cup if you care for it.' 

She took a seat, and indicated with a finger the place where 
he might repose. It was at a thi'ee yards' distance. Then 
they talked as they were wont to, with much coquetry on Alice's 
side, and ou Keene'a always humble submissiveness tempered 
with glances and sighs. They drank tea, and Keene usei ll.e 
opportunity of putting down his eup to take a. nearer seat. 

' Misa Miitimer- — — ' 

'Yesr 

'la there any hope for me ? You remember you said I was 
to wait a month, and I've waited longer.' 

'Yes, you have been very good,' said Alice, smiting 
loftily. 

' Is there any hope for me ! ' he repeated, with an air of 
encouragement. 

' Less than ever,' was the girl's reply, lightly given, indeed, 
but not to be mistaken for a jest. 

'You mean that^ Come, now, you don't reaJIy mean 
that 1 There must be, at all events, as much hope as he- 
fore.' 

' There isn't. There never was so little hope. There's no 
hope at all, not a scrap J ' 

She pressed her lips and looked at him with a grave face. 
Ho too became grave, and in a changed way. 

' I am not to take this seriously 1 ' he asked with bated 
breath, 
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' Yoli are, Tliurft's uot one scrap of hope, sxnd it's better 
you sbould know it.' 

' Then — theie— there must be somebody else ! ' he gi'oaiied, 
his distress no longer humorous. 

Alice continued to look him in the face for a moment, and 
at length nodded twice. 

' There is somebody else J ' 

She nodded three times. 

' Then I'll go. Good-bye, Miss Mutimer. Yes, I'll go.' 

He did not offer to shake hands, but bowed and moved 
away dejectedly. 

'But you're not going back to London^ ' Alice a-^ked. 

'Yea.' 

' You'd better not do that. They'll know you've called. 
You'd far better stay and see Dick ; don't you think so ! ' 

He shook his head and still moved towards the door, 

' Mr. Keene 1 ' Alice raised her voice. ' Please do as 1 
tell you. It isn't my fault, and I don't see why you should 
pay no heed to me al! at once. Will you attend to me, jilr. 
Keene i ' 

' What do you wish me to do V he asked, only half turning..,- 

' To go and see Mrs. Mutimer in the garden, and accept 
her invitation to dinner.' 

'T haven't got a dress-suit,' he groaned. 

'No matter. If you go away I'll never speak to you 
again, and you know you wouldn't like that.' 

He gazed at her miserably— his face was one which lent 
itself to a miserable expression, and the venerable appearance 
of him frockcoat and li^ht trousers filled in the picture of 
mishap. 

' Have you been joking with me 1 ' 

' No, I've been telling you the truth. But that's no reason 
why you should break loose all at once. Please do as I tell you ; 
go to the garden now and stop to dinner, I am not accustomed 
to ask a thing twice.' 

She was almost serious. Keene smiled in a sickly w&y, 
bowed, and went to do her bidding. 
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Among the Kttle girls who had received invitations to the tea- 
party were two named Kendal, the childrea of thti man whose 
dismisaal from New Wanley had been announced by Mutinaer. 
Adela was rather enrprised to see them in the gai'den. They 
were eight and nine yeara old respectively, and she noticed 
that both had % troubled coontenance, the elder showing signs 
of recent tears. She sought them out particularly for kind 
words during tea-tzme. After the reading she noticed them 
standing apart, talking to each other earnestly ; she saw also 
that they freqnently glanced at her. It occurred to her that 
they might wish to say something and had a dilBcuity in ap- 
proaching. She went to them, and a question or two soon led 
the elder girl to disclose that she was indeed desii'ous of speak- 
ing in private. Giving a hand to each, she di-ew them a little 
apart. Then both children began to cry, and the elder sobbed 
out a pitiful story. Their mother was wretchedly ill and had 
sent tbem to implore Mrs. Mntimer's good word that the 
father might he allowed another chance. It was true he had 
got drunk — the words sounded terrible to Adela from the 
young lips — hut he vowed that henceforth he would touch no 
liquor. It ivaa ruin to the family to be sent away ; Rendal 
might not find work for long enough ; there would be nothing 
for it but to go to a Belwickslum as long as their money lasted, 
and thence to the workhouse. For it was well understood that 
no man who had worked at New Wanley need apply to the ordi- 
nary employers ; they would have nothing to do with him. The 
mother would have come herself, but could not walk the dist«nce. 

Adela was pierced with compassion. 

' I win do my best,' she said, as soon aa she could trust her 
voice. ' I promise yon I will do my best.' 

She could not say more, and (Jie children evidently hoped 
she would have been able to grant their father's pardon forth- 
with. They had to be content with Adela'a promise, which did 
aot sound vesry cheerful, but meant more than they could 
understand. 

She could not do more than give such a promise, and even 
as she spoke there was a coldness about her heart. The cold- 
ness became a fear when she met her husband on his return 
from the works. Bichard was not in the same good temper as 
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at mid-day. He was annoyed to find Keene in the liouae — of 
late he had grown to dislike the journalist very cordially — and 
he had heard that the Eendal children had been to the party, 
which enraged him. You remember he accused the man of 
impudence in addition to the ofience of drunkenness. Eendal, 
foolishly joldng in hia cups, bad ui'ged as extenuation of hia 
own weakness the well-known fact that 'Arry Mutimer had 
been seen one evening unmistakably iatoxicated in the street 
of Wanley village. Someone reported these words to Eichar(i, 
and from that moment it was all over with the Eendals. 

Adela, in hec eagerness to plead, quite forgot (or perhaps 
she had never known) that with a certain order of men it is 
never wise to prefer a request immediately before dinner. She 
was eager, too, to speak at once; a fear, wbicb she would 
not allow to become definite, drove her upon the undertaking 
without delay. Meeting Eicbard on the stairs she begged bim 

' "WTiat is it ? ' he asked with small ceremony, as soon as the 
door closed behind him. 

She mastered her voice, and spoke with a sweet clearness of 
advocacy which should have moved hia heart to proud and 
noble obeisance. Mutimer v/as not very accessible to such 
emotions. 

'It's like the fellow's impertinence,' he said, 'to send his 
chOdren to you. I'm rather surprised you let them stay after 
what I had toldyou. Certainly I shall not overlook it. Tha 
thing's finished I it's no good talking about it.' 

The fear had passed, but the coldness about her heart was 
more deadly. For a moment it seemed as if she could not bring 
herself to utter another word ; she drew apart, she could not ' 
raise her face, which was beautiful in marble pain. But there 
came a rush of such hot anguish as compelled ber to speak 
again. Something mora than the fate of that poor family was 
at stake. Is not the quality of inercy indispensable to true 
nobleness! Had she voiced her very thought, Adela would 
have implored bim to exalt himself in her eyes, to do a good 
deed which cost him some little elFort over himself. Foe she 
divined with cruel certainty that it was not the piinciple that 
made him nnyielding. 
. ' Eicbard, are you sure that the man has ofiended befoi'e 1 ' 

' Oh, of course he has. I've, no doubt of it. I remember 
feeling uncertain when I admitted him first of all. I didn't 
Uke his look.' 
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' But yon have not really had to complaiu ol' hiui befoi-o, 
your suspicions may be groundless. And he has a good wife, 
I feel sure of that. The children are very clean and nicely 
dressed. She will help bim to avoid drink in future. It is 
impossible for him to fall again, now that he knows how dread- 
ful the results will be to his wife and his little girls.' 

* Pooh ! "What does he cai-e about them % If I begin letting 
men off in that way, I shall be laughed at. There's an end of 
my authority. Don't bother your head about them, I must 
go and get ready for dinner.' 

An end of my authority. Yes, was it not the intelligence 
of her maiden heart returning to her ! She had no pang from 
the mere refusal of a request of hers ; Richard had never affected 
tenderness — not what she understood as tenderness — and she 
did not expect it of him. The union between them had another 
basis. But the understanding of his motives was so terribly 
distinct in her ! It had come all at once; it was like the ex- 
posure of something dreadful by the sudden raiding of a veil. 
And had she not known what the veil covered 1 Yet for the 
poor people's sake, for his own sake, she must try the woman's 
argument. 

' Do you refuse me, Eichard " I will be guarantee for him. 
I promise you he shall not offend again. He shall apologise 
humbly to you for his — his words. Sou won't really i-efuseme!' 

' What nonsense I How can you promise for him, Adela t 
Ask for something reasonable, and you may be sure I shan't 
refuse you. The fellow has to go as a warniog. It mustn't be 
thought we're only playing at making rules. I can't talk any 
more ; I shall keep dinner waiting.' 

Pride helped her to show a smooth face through the evening, 
and in the night she conquered herself anew. She expelled 
those crying chUdren from her mind ; she hardened her heart 
against their coming misery. It was wrong to judge her hus- 
band so summarily; nay, she had not judged him, but had 
given way to a wicked impulse, without leaving herself a 
moment to view the case. Did he not understand better than 
she what measures were necessary to the success of his most 
difficult undertaking? And then was it certain that expulsion 
meant ruin to the Eendals J Kichard would insist on the 
letter of the regulations, j ust, as he said, for the example's sake ; 
but of course he would see that the man was put in the way of 
getting new employment and did not suffer in the meantime, 
in the morning she made atonement to her husband. 
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' I was wrong in annoying yon yestei'day,' she said as sho 
walked with him from the house to the garden gate. ' In such 
things you are far better able to judge. You won't let it trouble 
your 

It was a form of asceticism; Adela had a joy in humbling 
herself and crushing her rebel instincts. She even raised ber 
eyes to interrogate him. On Richard's face was an uneasy smile, 
a look of puzzled reflection. It gratified him intensely to hear 
such words, yet he could not bear tbem without the suspicions 
. of a vulgar nature brought in contact with nobleness. 

' Well, yea,' he replied, ' I think you were a bit too hasty : 
you're not practical, you see. It wants a practical man to 
manage those kind of things.' 

The reply was not such as completes the blessedness of pure 
submission. Adela averted her eyes. Another woman would 
perchance have sought to assure herself that she was right in 
ereditiDg him with private benevolence to the family he was 
compelled to visit so severely. Such a question Adela could not 
ask. It would have been to betray doubt ; she imagined a 
replying glance which would shame her. To love, to honour, 
to obey :- — many times daily she repeated to hei'self that three- 
fold vow, and hitherto the first article had most occupied her 
striving heart. But she must not neglect the second ; perhaps 
it came first in natural order. 

At the gate Eicliard nodded to her kindly. 

' Good-bye. Be a good girl.' 

What was it that caused a painful flutter at her heart as ne 
spoke soi She did not answer, but watched him for a few 
moments as he walked away. 

Did he love her ! The question which she had not asked 
herself for a long time came of that heart-tremor. She had 
been living so unnatural a life for a newly wedded woman, a 
life in which the intellect and the moral faculties held morbid 
predominance. ' Be a good girl.' How was it that the simple 
phrase touched her to emotion quite different in kind from any- 
thing she had known since her marriage, more deeply than any 
enthusiasm, as with a comfort more sacred than any she had 
k"Own in prayer t As she turned to go back to the house a 
dizziness affected her eyes ; she had to stand stOl for a moment. 
Involuntarily she clasped her hands upon her bosom and looked 
away into the blue summer sky, DidhelovehevJ Shehadnever 
asked him that, and all at once she felt a longing to hasten after 
him and utter the question. Would he know what she meant ( 



,, Google 



DKMOS 267 

Was it the intetantaneons reward for liaving consdeatiously 
fitiiven to lionout' hiui'1 That thei'6 should bo love on his side 
had not hitherto seemed of so much importance ; probably she 
had taken it for granted,; she had been so pi-eoccupied with hei 
own duties. Yet now it had all at once become of moment 
that she ehonld know. ' Be a good girl.' She repeated the 
words over and over again, and made much of them. Peihaps 
ehe had.given him no opportunity, no encouragement, to say 
all he felt; ehe knew him to be reserved in many things. 

As she entered the house the dizziness again troubled her. 
But it passed as before. 

Mr. Keene, who had stayed ovei'-night, was waiting to take 
leave of her; the trap which would carry him to Agworth 
station had just driven up. Adela surprised the poor jour- 
nalist by the warmth with which ehe shook his hand, and 
the kindness of her farewell. She was not deceived as to 
the motive of his visit, and just now she allowed herself to 
feel sympathy for him, though in truth she did not like the 

This morning she could not settle to her work. The dream- 
ing mood was upon her, and she appeared rather to encourage 
it, seeking a quiet corner of the garden and watching for a 
whole hour the sun-dappled trunk of a great elm. At times 
her face deemed itself to be a source of light, so vivid were the 
thoughts that transformed it. Her eyes were moist once or 
twice, and then no dream of artist-soul ever embodied such 
passionate loveliness, such holy awe, as came to view upon her 
countenance. At lunch she was almost silent, but Alice, hap- 
pening to glance at her, experienced a surprise ; she had never 
seen Adela so beautiful and so calmly bright. . 

After lonch she attired herself for waUdiig, and went to the 
village to see her mother. Lest Mrs. W^tham should be 
lonely, it had been arranged that Alfred should come home 
every evening, instead of once a week. Even thus, Adela had 
frequently reproached herself for neglecting faer mother. Mrs, 
Wjjtbam, however, enjoyed much content. The material com- 
forts of her life were considerably increased, and she had many 
things in anticipation. Adela's unsatisfactory health rendered 
it advisable that the present year should pass in quietness, but 
Mrs. Waltham had made up her mind that before long there 
should be a house in London, with the delights appertaining 
thereto. She did not feel herself at all too old to enjoy the 
outside view of a. London season ; more than that it would 
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probably be diffiuult to obtnin just yot. To-day shu waa in ex- 
cellent spiritB, and welcomed her daughter exubei'antly. 
, ' You haven't seen Ijetty yet J ' she asked. ' Today, I 

' H"o. Has she some news for m&V ■ 

' Alfred has an excellent chance of promotion. That old 
Wilkinaon is dead, and he thinks there's no doubt he'll get the 
place. It would bo two hundred and fifty a year.' 

' That's good news, indeed.' 

Of course it would mean Letty'e immediate marriage. Mrs. 
Waltham discussed the prospect in detail, No doubt the best 
and simplest arrangement would be for the pair to live on in 
the same house. For the present, of course. Alfred was now 
fii'm on the commercial ladder, and in a few years his income 
would doubtless be considerable ; then a dwelling of a vei-y 
different kind could be found. With the wedding, too, she was 
occupying her thoughts. 

' Yours was not quite what it ought to have been, Adela. 
I felt it at the time, but then things were done in such a hurry. 
Of course the chui-eh must be decorated. The breakfast you 
will no doubt arrange to have at the Manor. Letty ought to 
have a nice, a really nice trousseau ; I know you will be kind 
to her, my dear.' 

As Alice had done, Mrs. Waltham noticed before long that 
Adela was far brighter than usual. She i-emarked upon it, 

'You begin to look really well, my love. It makes me 
happy to see you. How much we have to be thankful for ! 
I've had a letter this morning from poor Lizzie Henbane ; I 
must show it you. They're in such misery aa never was. Her 
husband's business is all gone to nothing, and he is cruelly 
unkind to her. "How thankful we ought to be ! ' 

' Surely not for poor Lizzie's unhappiness ! ' said Adela, with 
a return of her maiden archness, 

' On our own account, my dear. We have had so much to 
contend against. At one time, just after your poor father's 
death, things looked very cheerless : 1 used to fret dreadfully 
on your account. But everything, you ee^, was for the best.' 

Adela had something to say and coiild not find the fitting 
moment. She first drew her chair a little nearer to her 
mother, 

' Yes, mother, I am happy,' she murmured. 

* Silly child ! As if I didn't know best. It's always the 
lame, but ycv, had the good sense to trust to my expeiience.' 
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Adela slipped from her seat and put her arms about Let 
mother. 

' "What ia it, dear r 

The reply was whispered. Adela'a embrace gvevv closer; 
her face was hidden, and all at once she began to sob. 

' Love me, mother ! Love me, dear mother ! ' 

Mrs. Waltham beamed with real tendern^a. For half an 
hour they talked as mother and child alone can. Then Adela 
walked back to the Manor, still dreaming. She did not feel 
able to call and see Letty. 

Thei-e was an afternoon postal delivery at "Wanley, and the 
postman had just left the Manor as Adela returned, Alice, 
who for a wonder had been walking in the garden, saw the 
man going away, and, thinking it possible there might be a 
letter for her, entered the boose to look. Three letters lay on 
tlie baU table : two were for Eichard, the other was addressed 
to Mrs. Mutimer. This envelope Alice examined curiously. 
Whose writing could tbat be^ She certainly knew it; it was 
A singular band, stiff, awkward, untrained. Why, it was the 
writing of Emma's sister Kat«, Mrs. Clay. Not a doubt of it. 
Alice had received a note from Mrs. Clay at the time of Jane 
Vine's death, and remembered comparing the hand wilb her . 
own and blessing herself that at all events she wrote with an 
elegant dope, and not in tbat hideous upright scrawl. The 
post-mark S Yes, it was London, E.O, But if Kate addressed 
a letter to Mrs. Mutimer it must be with sinister design, a 
design not at ail difficult to imagine. Alice had a temptation. 
To take this letter and either open it herself or give it secretly 
to her brother! But the servant might somehow make it 
known that such a letter had arrived. 

' Anything for me, Alice!' 

It was Adela's voice. She bad approached unheai-d ; Alice 
was so intent upon her thoughts. 

' Yes, one lettei-.' 

There was no help for it. Alice glanced at her sister-in-law, 
and strolled away again into the garden, 

Adela examined the envelope.- She could not conjecture 
from whom the letter came; certainly from some ilhterate per- 
son. Was it for her husband 1 Was not the ' Mrs.' a mistake 
for 'Mr.' or perhaps mere ill-writing that deceived the eyel 
No, the prefix was so very distinct. She opened the envelope 
where she stood. 

' Mrs. Mutimer, I dare say you don't know me nor my 
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name, bub I ■write to yoii because I thinfe it only right fts yon 
should know the iraih about your husband, and because m« 
and my sister can't go on any longer as we are. My taster's 
name is Emma Vine. She was engaged to be married to 
Richard M. two years before he knew yon, and to the last he 
put her off with make-believe and promises, thongh it was easy 
to see what was meant. And when our sister Jaue was oa her 
very death-bed, which she died not a week after he married you, 
and I know well as it was grief as killed her. And now we 
haven't got enough to eat for Emma and me and my two little 
children, for I am a widow myself. But that isn't all. Because 
he found that his friends in Hoxton was crying shame on him, 
he got it aaid as Emma had miabehaved herself, which was a 
cowardly lie, and all to protect himself. And now Eqjma is 
that ill she can't work ; it's come upon her all at once, and 
what's going to happen God knows. And his own mother 
cried shame on him, and wouldn't live no longer in the big 
house in Highbury. He offered us money — I will say so much 
—but Emma was too proud, and wouldn't hear of it. And 
then he went giving her a bad name. What do you think of 
your husband now, Mrs. Mutiuier 1 I don't expect nothing, 
but it's only right you should know. Emma wouldn't take 
anything, not if she was dying of starvation, but I've got my 
children to think of. 80 that's all I have to say, and I'm glad^' 
I've said it. — Yours truly, Kate Clay.' 

Adela remained standing for a few moments when she had 
finished the letter, then went slowly to her room. 

Alice returned from the garden in a short time. In passing 
through the hall she looked again at the two letters which re- 
mained. Neither of them had a sinister appeai'ance; being 
addressed to the Manor they probably came from personal 
friends. She went to the drawing-room and glanced around 
for Adela, but the room was empty. Eichard would not be 
home for an hour yet; she took up a novel and tried to pass 
the time so, but she had a difficulty in fixing her attention. In 
the end she once more left the house, and, after a tiu-n or two 
on the lawn, strolled out of the gate. 

She met her brother a hundred yards along the road. The 
sight of her astonished him. 

'What's up now, PrincesfiT he exclaimed. 'House on 
fire ! Novels run short ? ' . 

' Something that I expect you won't care to hear. Who do 
you think's been writing to Adela 1 Someone in London,' 
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Eichard stayed his foot, and looked at his sister with the 
eyes which suggested di agreeable possibilities. 

' "Who do you mean 1 ' he asked briefly, ' Not mother t ' 

The change in ham was veiy sadden. Ho had been meii-y 
and smiling. 

' No ; worse than th'it She's got a. letter from Kate.' 

' From Kat« 1 Emma s sister ) ' he asked in a low voice of 
surprise which would ha\e bpen dismay bad he not governed 
himfcelf. 

'I saw it on the hall table; I remember her writing well 
enough. Just as I was looking at it Adela came in.' 

' Have you seen her since 1 ' 

Alice ehook her head. She had this way of saving words. 
Kichard walked on. His first movement of alarm had passed, 
and now he affected to take the matter with indifference. Dur- 
ing the week immediately following his niaiTiage hn had been 
prepared for this very incident ; the possibility had been one of 
the things he faced with a certain recklessness. But impunity 
had set his mind at ease, and the news in the first instant struck 
him with a trepidation which a few minutes' thought greatly 
allayed. By a mental process femiliar enough he at first saw 
the occurrence as he had seen it in the earlier days of his temp- 
tation, when his sense of honour yet gave him frequent trouble ; 
he had to exert himself to recover his present standpoint. At 
length he smiled. 

' Just like that woman,' he said, turning half an eye on 
Alice. 

'If she means trouble, youll have it,' returned the girl 
sententiously. 

' Well, it's no doubt over by this time.' 

' Over i Beginning, I should say,' remarked Alice, swing- 
ing her parasol at a butterfly. 

They finished their walk to the house in silence, and itichard 
went at once to his dreasing-room. Here he sat down. After 
all, his mental disquiet was not readily to be dismissed ; it even 
grew as he speculated and viewed likeJihoods from all sides. 
Probably Kate had made a complete disclosure. How would it 
affect Adela? 

Xou must not suppose that his behaviour in the ease of the 
man Kendal had argued disregard for Adela's opinion of him. 
Richard was incapable of understanding how it struck his wife, 
that was all. If he reflected on the matter, no doubt he was 
very satisfied with himself, feeling that he had displayed a manly 
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raeolutaon and coneisteucy. ' But the present difficulty was grave. 
Whatever Adela might say, there could be no doubt as to her 
thought ; ehe would henceforth — yes, despise him. That cut 
his tiick akin to the quick ; his nature was capable of smarting 
whea thus assailed, For he had by no means lost his early 
reverence for Adela; imy, in a sense it had inci-eased. His 
primitive ideas on woman had undergone a change siace bis 
maviiage. Previously he had considered a wife in the light of 
property ; intellectual or mora! independence he could not 
attribute to her. But he had learnt that Adela was by no 
means his chattel. He still knew diffidence when he was 
inclined to throw a joke at her, and could not take her hand 
without involuntary respect— a sensation which occasionally 
irritated him. A dim inkling of what Vas meant by woman's 
strength and purity had crept into bis mind; he knew—in bis 
heart he knew — that he was unworthy to touch her garment. 
And, to fa*3e the whole truth, he all but loved her ; that was the 
meaning of his mingled sentiments with regard to her. A 
daager of losing her in the material sense would have taught 
him that better than he as yet knew it ; the fear of losing her 
respect was not attributable solely to his restless egoism. He 
had wedded her in quite another frame of mind than that in 
■which he now found himself when be thought of her. He cared 
much for the high opinion of people in general ; Adela was all 
but indispensable to him. When he said, ' My wife,' he must 
have been half-conscious that the word bore a significance 
different from that he had contemplated. On the lips of those 
among whom he had grown up the word is desecratedj or for 
the most part so ; it has contemptible, and ridiculous, and vile 
associations, scarcely ever its true meaning. Formerly he would 
have laughed at tho thought of standing in awe of his wife ; 
nay, he could not have conceived the possibility of such a thing; 
it would have appeared unnatural, incompatible with the facte 
of wedded life. Yet he sat here and almost dreaded to enter 
her presence. 

A man of more culture might have thought: A woman 
cannot in her heart be revolted because another has been east 
off for her. Matimer could not reason so far. It would have 
been reasoning inapplicable to Adela, but from a certain point 
of view it might have served as a resource. Richard could only 
accept his instincts. 

Eat it was useless to postpone the interview ; come of it 
what would, he must have it over and done with. He could 
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not decide how to speafe until lie knew what the contents of 
Kate's letter were. He was nervously anxious to know, 

Adela eat in her boudoir, with a book open on her lap. 
After tho first glance on his entering she kept her eyes down. 
He sauntered up and stood before her in an easy attitude. 

' Who has been writing to you from London V he at once 
asked, abruptly in consequence of the effort to speak without 
constraint. 

Adela was not prepared for such a question. She romem 
bered all at once that Alice had seen the letter as it lay on the 
table. Why bsA Alice spoken to her brother about it? There 
could be only one explanation of that, and of hie coming thus 
directly. She raised her eyes for a moment, and a slight shock 
seemed to affect her. 

She was unconscious how long she delayed her reply, 

'Can't you tell me!' Bichard said, with more roughness 
than he intended. He was suffering, and suffering affected his 
temper. 

Adela drew the letter from her pocket and in silence handed 
it to him. He read it quickly, and, before the end was reached, 
had promptly chosen his course. 

' "What do you think of this V was his question, as he folded 
the letter and rolled it in his hand. He weis smiling, and en- 
joyed complete self-command. 

'1 cannot think,' fell from Adela'a lips. ' I am waiting for 
your words.' 

He noticed at length, now he was able to inspect her calmly, 
that she looked faint, pain-stricken . 

' Alice told me who had written to you,' Richard pursued, 
in his frankest tones. ' It was well she saw the letter ; you 
might have said nothing.' 

' That would have been very unjust to you,' said Adela in a 
low regular voice. ' I could only have done that if — if I hod 



' You don't altogether believe it, then 1 ' 

She looked at him with full eyes and made answer : 

' YoTi are my husband.' 

It echoed in his ears; not to many men does it fall to hear 
those words so spoken. Anotiier would have flung himself at 
her feet and prayed to her. Mutimer only felt a vast relief, 
mingled with gratitude. The man all but flattered himself that 
she had done him justice. 

' Well, you are quite right,' he spoke, ' It isn't true, and if 
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you knew this woman you would uiiclovstand the whole affait, 
I dare say you can gather a good deal from the way she wiites. 
It's true enough that I was engaged to her sister, but it waa . 
broken off before I knew you, and for the reasons she says here. 
I'm not going to talk to you about things of that kind ; I dare 
tiiiy you wouldn't care to hear them. Of course she says I made 
it all up. Do yow think I'm. the kind of man to do that?' 

Perhaps she did not know that she waa gazing at him. The 
question interrupted her in a train of thowght which was going 
on in her mind even while she listened. She waa asking her- 
self why, when they were in London, he had objected to a, 
meeting between her and his mother. He had said his mother 
was a crotchety old woman who could not make up her mind 
to the changed circumstances, and was intensely prejudiced 
against women above her own class. Was that a very con- 
vincing description 1 She had accepted it at the time, but now, 
after reading this letter ■ . J But could any man speak with 
that voice and that look, and lie 1 Her agitation grew intoler- 
able. Answer she must; could she, could she say 'S'o' with 
truth 1 Answer she must, for he waited. In the agony of 
striving for voice there came upon her once more that dizzina'^s 
of the morning, but in a more severe form. She struggled, felt 
her breath failing, tried to rise, and fell back unconscious. 

At the same time Alice was sitting in the drawing-room, in 
conversation with Mr. Willis Eodman. 'Arry having been 
invited for this evening, Eodmau was asked with him, as had 
been the case before. 'Arry was at present amusing himself in 
the stables, exchanging sentiments with the groom. Rodman 
sat near Alice, or rather he knelt upon a chair, bo that at any 
moment he could assume a standing attitude before her. He 
talked in a low voice. 

' You'll come out to-night ) ' 

' No, not to-night. You must speak to him to-night.' 

Eodman mused. 

' Why shouldn't you i ' resumed the girl eagerly, in a tone 
as unlike that she used to Mr. Keene as well eouid be. She 
was in earnest; her eyes never moved from her companion's 
face; her lips trembled. 'Why should you put it off 1 I can't 
see why we keep it a secret. Diclc can't have a word to say 
against it ; you know he can't. Tell hiai to-night after dinner. 
Do ! do .' ' 

Eodman frowned in thought, 

' He wont' like it.' 



yGoogle 



DBM08 275 

'But why nott I believe he will. He will, he shall, he 
must I I'm not to depend on him, surely ( ' 

'A day or two more, Alice-' 

* I can't keep up the shamming I ' she exclaimed. ' Adela 
BiiBpects, I feel sure. Whenever you come in I feel that hot and 
led.' She laughed and blushed. ' If you won't do as I tell you, 
I'll give you up, I will indeed ! ' 

Rodman stroked his moustache, smiling. 

'You will, win you? ' 

' See if 1 don't. To-night I It must be to-night ! Shall I 
pall you a pretty name ! It's only because I couldn't boar to be 
found out before you tell hira.' 

He still stroked his moustache. His handsome face was 
half amused, half troubled. At last he said : 

' Very well ; to-night.' 

Shortly after, Mutimer came into the room. 

' Adela isn't up to the' mark,' he said to Alice. ' She'd better 
have dinner by herself, I think ; but she'll join us afterwards.' 

Brother and sister exchanged looks. 

' Oh, it's only a headache or something of the kind,' he con- 
tinued, ' Ifll be all right soon.' 

And he b^an to talk with Rodman cheerfully, so that Alice 
felt it must really be all right. She drew aside and looked into 

Adela did appear after dinner, very pale and silent, but 
with a smile on her face. There had been no further conver- 
sation between her and her husband. She talked a little with 
'Arry, in her usual gentle way, then asked to be allowed to say 
good-night. 'Any at the same time took his leave, having 
been privately bidden to do so by his sister. He was glad 
enough to get away; in the drawing-room his limbs soon. began 
to ache, from inability to sit at his ease. 

Then Alice withdrew, and the men were left alone. 

Adela did not go to bed. She suffered from the closeness of 
the evening and sat by her open windows, trying to read a 
chapter in the New Testament. About eleven o'clock she had 
a great desire to walk upon the garden grass for a few minutes 
before undressing; perhaps it might help her to the sleep she 
so longed for yet feared she would not obtain. The desira 
became so strong that she yielded to it, passed quietly down- 
stairs, and out into the still night. She directed her steps to 
her favourite remote comer. There was but little moonlight, 
and scarcely a star was visible. When she neai-ed the.labur- 
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nums behind which she often sat or wallied, her ear caught the 
Bound of Toices. They came nearer, on ilie other side of the 
ti'ees. The first word which she beard distinctly bound her to 
the spot and fca'ced her to listen. 

' No, 1 shan't put it off.' It was Alioo speaking. ' I know 
what comes of that kind of thing. I am old enough to be my 



' You are not twenty-one,' replied Kichard in mi annoyed 
voice. ' I Khali do everything I can to put it oft till you are of 
age. Eodman is a good enough fellow in bis place ; but it isn't 
bard to see why he's talked you over in this way.' 

' He hasn't talked me over I ' cried Alice, passionately. ' I 
needn't have listened if I hadn't liked.' 

' You're a fooliah girl, and you want someone to look after 
you. If you'll only wait you can make a good marriage. This 
would be a bad one, in every sense.' 

' I shall marry him.' 

' And I shall prevent it. It's for your own sake, Alice,' 

' If you try to prevent it — 111 tell Adela everything about 
Emma ! I'll tell her the whole plain truth, and I'll prove it to 
her. So hinder me if you dare ! ' 

Alice hastened away. 



CHAPTER XXI. 



In the month of September Mr. Wyvem was called upon to 
imite in holy matrimony two pairs in whom we are intei'ested. 
Alice Mutimer became Mrs; "Willis Rodman, and Alfred 
Waltham took home a biide who suited him exactly, seeing 
that she was never so happy as when submitting herself to a 
•taxmger will. Alfred and Letty ran away and hid themselves 
in South Wales. Mr. and Mrs. Eodman fled to the Continent. 
Half Alice's fortune was settled upon herself, her brother 
and Alfred Waltham being trustees. This waa all Mutimer 
could do. He disliked the marriage intensely, and not only 
because he had set his heart on a far better match for Alice ; 
bo- h.ad no real confidence in Eodman. Though the latter's 
e.\tjeine usefulness and personal tact had from the first led 
Eieh.ii-dto admit him to terms of intimacy, time did not favour 
the friendship. Mutimer, g>-owing daily more ambitious and 
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more punctilious in his intevcourae with all wlioin, uotwith- 
Etonding hia principles, he deemed inferiors from the eouial 
point of view, often regretted keenly that he had allowed any 
relation between huneelf and Rodman more than that of master 
and man. Experience tanght him how easily he might have 
made the moat of Hodman without granting him a single favour. 
The first suggestion of tbe marriage enraged him ; in the con- 
versation with Ewlman, which took place, moreover, at an 
uufavo arable moment, he lost his temper and flung out very 
broad hints indeed as to the suitor's motives. Eodman was 
calm ; life had instructed him in the advantages of a curbed 
tongue ; but there was heightened colour on his face, and his 
demeanonr much resembled that of a proud man who earea 
little to justify himself, but will assuredly never forget an 
insult. It was one of the peculiarities of this gentleman that 
his exterior was most impressive when the inner man was most 
busy with ignoble or venomous thoughts. 

Bnt for Alice's sake Mutimer could not persist in his hos- 
tility. Alice had a weapon which he durst not defy, and, the 
marriage being inevitable, he strove hard to see it in, a moi-e 
agreeable light, even tried to convince himself that his preju- 
dice against Bodman was groundless. He loved his sister, and 
"or her alone would put up with things otherwise intolerable, 
it was a new exasperation when he discovered that Rodman 
could not be persuaded to continue hia work at New Wanley. 
All inducements proved vain. Richard had hoped that at least 
one a(, vantage might come of the marriage, that Rodman would 
devote capital to the works ; but Rodman's Socialism cooled 
strangely from the day when his ends were secured. Ho pur- 
posed living in London, and Alice was delighted to encourage 
him.. The girl had visions of a life such as the heroines of 
certain novels rejoice in. Eor a wonder, her husband was in- 
dispensable to the brightness of that future, Rodman had 
inspired her with an infatuation. Their relations once declared, 
she grudged him every moment he spent away from her. It 
was strangely like ti'ue passion, the difference only marked by 
an extravagant selfishness. She thought of no one, cared foe 
no one, bnt herself, Rodman having ' become part of that self. 
With him she was imperiously slavish ; her tenderness waa a 
kind of greed ; she did nrt pretend to forgive her brother for 
his threatened opposition, and, having got hold of the idea that 
Adela took part against Rodman, she hated her and would not 
be alone in her company for a moment. On her marriage day 
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sue refused Adela's offei-ed idss anA did her beat to Jot every- 
one see how delighted she was to leave them behind. 

The autumn was a time of physical suffering for Adela. 
Fortoeriy she had sought to escape her mother's attentions, 
now she accepted them with thankfulness. Mrs. Waltham had 
grave fears for her daughter ; doctors suspected some organic 
disease, one summoned from London going so iav as to hint at 
a weakness of the chest. Early in November it was decided to 
go south for the winter, and Exmouth was chosen, chiefly be- 
cause Mrs. Westlake was spending a month there. Mr. West- 
lake, whose interest in Adela had grown with each visit he 
paid to the Manor, himself suggested the plan. Mrs, Waltham 
and Adela left Waniev together ; Mutimer promised visits as 
often as he could manage to get Away. Since Eodman's depar- 
ture Eichard found himself overwhelmed with work. Kone 
the less he resolutely pursued the idea of canvassing Bel wick at 
the coining general election. Opposition, from whomsoever it 
came, aggravated him. He was more than ever troubled about 
the prospects of New Wanley ; there even loomed before his 
mind a possible abandonment of the undertaking. He had. 
never contemplated the sacrifice of his fortune, and though 
anything of that kind was stili very far off, it was daily more 
difficult for him to face with equanimity even moderate losses. 
Money had foat«red ambition, and ambition full grown had 
more need than ever of ife nurse. New Wanley was no longer 
an end in itself, but a stepping-stone. You must come to your 
own conclusions in judging the value of Mutimer'a social zeal ; 
the facts of his life up to this time are before you, and you will 
not forget how complex a matter is the mind of a strong man 
with whom circumstances have dealt so strangely. His was 
assuredly not the vulgar self-seeking of the gilded bourgeois 
who covets an after-dinner sleep on Parliamentary benches. 
His ignorance of the machinery of government was profound ; 
though be spoke scornfully of Parliament and its members, he 
had no conception of those powers of duiness and respectability 
which seize upon the best men if foily lures them within the 
precincts of St. Stephen's. He thought, poor fellow 1 that he 
could rise in his place and thunder forlJi his indignant elo- 
quence as he did in Commonwealth Hall and elsewhere; he 
imagined a conscience-stricken House, he dreamed of pas- 
sionate debates on a Bill which really had the good of the 
people for its sole object. Such Bill would of coui'se bear hit 
name ; shall we condemn him for that 1 
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Adela, was at Exmoutli, drinking the mild air, wondering 
whether there was ia truth a Jife to come, and, if so, whether 
it was a life wherein Love aad Duty were at one. A year ago 
each thoughts could not have entered her mind. Bnt she had 
spent several weeks in close companionship with Stella West- 
lake, and Stella's influence wae subtle, Mrs. Westlake had 
come here to regain strength after a confinement; the fact drew 
her near to Adela, whose time for giving birth to a child was 
not far ofE 

Adela at first regarded this friead with much the same feel- 
ing of awe as mingled with Letty's affection for Adela herself. 
Stella Westlake waa not only possessed of intellectual riches 
which Adela had had no opportunity of gaining ; her character 
was so full of imaginative force, of dreamy splendours, that it 
addressed itself to a mind like Adela's with magic irresistible 
and permanent. No rules of the polite world applied to Stella ; 
she spoke and acted with an independence so spontaneous that 
it did not suggest conscious opposition, to the received ways of 
thought to which ordinary women are confined, but rather a 
complete ignorance of them. Adela felt herself startled, but 
never shocked, even when the originahty went most counter to 
her own prejudices ; it was as thongh'she had drunk a draught 
of most unexpected flavour, the effect of which was to set her 
nerves delightfully trembling, and make her long to taste it 
(^ain. It was not an occasional eflect, the result of an effort on 
Stella's part to surprise or charm ; the commonest words had 
novel meanings when uttered in her voice ; a profound sincerity 
seemed to inspire every lightest question or remark. Her pre- 
sence was agitating ; she had but to enter the room and sit in 
silence, and Adela forthwith was raised from the depression of 
her broodings to a vividness of being, an imaginative energy, 
each as she had never known. Adela doubted for some time 
whether Stella regarded her with affection ; the little demon- 
strations in which women are wont to indulge were incompa- 
tible with that grave dreaminess, and Stella seemed to avoid 
even the common phrases of friendship. But one day, when 
Adela bad not been well enough to rise, and aa she lay on the 
borderland of sleeping and waking, she half di'eamt, haif knew, 
that a face bent over her, and that lips were pressed against her 
own ; and such a thrill struck through her that, though now 
fully conscious, she had not power to stir, but lay as in the 
moment of some rapturouB death. For when the presence 
entered into her dream, wti<yi the warmth melted upon her lips, 
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I it the kiss which might once have come to her 
tiTit now was lost for ever. It was paia to open her eyes, but 
when she did so, and met Stella's silent gaze, she knew that 
love was offered her, a love of which it was needless to speak. ' 

Mrs. ■Wftltham was rather afraid of StelJa; privately she 
doubt«d whether the poor thing waa altogether in her perfect 
mind. When the visitor came the mother generally found 
occupation or amuspment elsewhere, conversation with Stella 
was so extremely difficult. Mr. Weetlake waa also at Exmouth, 
bnt much engaged in literary work. Tbere was, too, an artist 
and his family, with whom the Westlak^s were acquainted, 
their name Bcecobel. Mrs. Boeoobel was a woman of the world, 
five-and-thirty, charming, intelligent; she read little, but was 
full of interest in literary and artistic matters, and talked as 
only a woman can who has long associated with men of brains. 
To her Adela was interesting, personally and still more as an 
illustration of a social experiment. 

' How young she is ! ' was her remark to Mr. Westlake 
shortly after making Adela's acquaintance. 'It will amuse 
you, the thought I had ; I really must tell it you. She realises 
my idea of a virgin mother. Haven't yon felt anything of the 
kindr 

Mr. Westlake smiled. 

' Yes, I understand. Stella said something evidently trace- 
able to the same impression ; her voice, she said, is full of for- 

' Excellent ! And has she much to forgive, do you think 1 ' 

' I hope not.' 
Yet she ia not exactly happy, I imagine 1 ' 

Mr. Westlake did not care to discuss the subject. The lady 
had recoui-se to Stella for some account of Mr. Mutimer. 

' He is a, strong man,' Stella said in a tone which betrayed 
the Socialist's enthusiasm. ' He stands for earth- subduing 
energy. I imagine him at a forge, beating fire out of iron.' 

' H'm I That's not quite the same thing as imagining him 
that beautiful child's husband. No education, I suppose!' 

' Sufficient. With more, he would no longer fill the place 
he does. He can speak eloquently j he is the true voice of the 
millions who cannot speik their own thoughts. If he wei'e 
more intellectual he would become comnionplace ; I Lope ha 
will never see further than he does now. Isn't a perfect 
type more precious than a man who is neither one thing nor 
another 1' 
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' Ai'cistii!ally ajjealdng, by ail means." 

'Ill his case I don't mean it artistically. He is doing a 
great work.' 

'A friend of mine — ^you don't know Hubert Eldon, I 
think? — tells me he has rained one of the loveliest valleys in 
England.' 

'Yes, I dare say he has done that. It is an essential part 
of his protest against social wrong. The earth renews itself, 
but a dead man or woman who has lived without joy can never 
be recompensed.' 

' She, of course, is strongly of the same opinion 1 ' 

' Adela is a Socialist.' 

Mrs, Eoscobel laughed rather satii'iealiy. 

' I doubt it I ' 

Stella, when she went to sit with Adela, eitlier at home or 
by the sea-shore, often cariied a book in her hand, and at 
Adela's request she read aloud. In this way Adela first came 
to know what was meant by literature, as distinguished ftom 
works of learning. The verse of Shelley and the prose of Landor 
fell upon her ears; it waa aa though she bad hitherto lived in 
deafness. Sometimes she had to beg the reader to pause for 
that day ; her heart and mind seemed overfull ; she could not 
even spea,k of these new things, but felt the need of lying ba«k 
in twiJigbt to marvel and repeat melodies. 

Mrs. Boscobel happened to approach them once whilst this * 
reading was going on. 

' You are educating her t ' she said to Stella afterwards. 

'Perhaps— a little,' Stella replied absently. 

' Isn't it just a trifle dangerous?' anggeated the understand- 
ing lajJy. 

' Dangerous J How 1 ' 

' The wife of the man who makes sparks fly out of iron ) 
The man who is on no account to learn anything "i ' 

Stella shook her head, saying, ' You don't know her.' 

' I should much like to,' was Mrs. Boscobel's smiling re- 
in Stella's company it did not seem very likely that Adela 
wonld lose her social enthusiasm,- yet danger there was, and 
that precisely on account of Mrs. Westlake's idealist tendencies. 
When she spoke of the toiling multitude, she saw them in a 
kind of exalted vision ; she beheld them glorious in their woe, 
ennobled by the tyranny under which they groaned. She had 
seen little if anything of the representative proletarian, and 
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perdiance even if she had the momentwy impression would hava 
feded in the light of her burning soul. How Adela was in the 
very best position fornnderstanding those faults of the working 
class which are inei-adicable in any one generation. She knew 
her husband, knew him better than ever now that she regarded 
him from a distance; she knew 'Arry JMutimer; and now she 
was getting to appreciate with a thoroughness impossible 
hitherto, the monstrous gulf between men of that kind and 
cultured human beings. She had| too, studied the children 
and the women of New Wanley, and the results of such study 
were arranging themselves in her mind. All unconsciously, 
Stella "Westlake was cooling Adela's zeal with every fervid 
word she uttered ; Adela at times with diiEeulty restrained 
herself from ei7ing, ' But it is a mistake ! They have not 
these feelings you attribute to them. Such suffering as you 
picture them enduring comes only of the poetiy-fed soul at 
issue with fate.' She could not aa yet have so expressed her- 
self, but the knowledge was growing within her. For Adela 
was not by nature a social enthusiast. When her heart leapt 
at Stella's chant, it was not in truth through contagion of 
■ sympathy, but in admiration and love of the noble woman who 
could thus think and speak. Adela — and who will not be 
thankful for it^ — was, before all things, feminine; hei true en- 
thusiasms were personal. It was a necessity of her nature to 
love a human being, this or that one, not a crowd. She had 
been starving, killing the self which was her value. This home 
on the Devon coast received her like an earthly paradise ; 
looking back on New "Wanley, she saw it murky and lurid ; it 
was hard to believe that the sun ever shone there. But for 
the most part, she tried to keep it altogether from her mind, 
tried to dissociate her husband from his public tasks, and to 
remember him as the man with whom her life was irrevocably 
bound up. "When delight in Stella's poetry was followed by 
fear, she strengthened herself by thought of the child she bore 
beneath her heart ; for that child's sake she would accept the 
beautiful things offered to her, some day to bring them as rich 
gifts to the young life. Her own lot was fixed ; she might not muse 
upon it, she durst not consider it too deeply. There were things 
in the past which she had determined, if by any means it were 
possible, utterly to forg«t. For the future, there was hei" chill 
Mutimer came to Exmoufch when she had been there three 
weeks, and be stayed four days. Mrs. Eoscobel had an oppor- 
tunity of making his acquaintance. 
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' WJio (MtiU'ive-d that marriage t ' she asked of Mr. WeKtlake 
Bubsequentiy. ' Our lady mother, presumably.' 

' I have no reason to think it was not well done,' replied 
Mr. Westlake with i-eserve. 

' Most skilfully done, no doubt,' rejoined the lady. 

But at the end of the year, the Westlakes returned to 
London, the Boscobels shortly after. Mrs. Waltham and her 
daughter had made no other close connections, and Adela'a 
health alone allowed of her leaving the house for a short drive 
on sunny days. At the end of February the child was born 
pi«maturely ; it entered the world only to leave it again. Pot 
a week they believed that Adela would die. Scarcely was she 
pronounced out of danger by the end of March. Eutafter that 
she recovered strength. 

May saw her at "Wanley once more. She had becuii.o iin ■ 
patient to return. The Parliamentary elections were very near at 
hand, and Mutimer almost lived in Belwick ; it seemed to Adela 
that duty required her to be near him, as well as to supply his 
absence from New "Wanley as much as was possible. She was still 
only the ghost of her former self, but disease no longer threatened 
her, and activity alone could completaly restore her health. 
She waa ansious to recommence her studies, to resume her 
readings to the children ; and she desired to see Mr. Wyvern. 
She understood by this time why he had chosen Andersen's 
Tales for her readings ; of maoy other things which he had said, 
causing her doubt, the meaning was now clear enough to her. 
She had so much to talk of with the vicar, so many questions 
to put to him, not a few of a kind that would— she thought- 
surprise and trouble him. None the less, they must be asked 
and answered. Part of her desire to see him again was merely 
the result of her longing for the society of well-read and thought- 
ful people. She knew that he would appear to her in a different 
light from formerly ; she would be far better able to understand 
him. 

She began by seeking his opinion of her husband's chances 
in Belwick. Mr. Wyvern shook his head and said frankly that 
he thought there was no chance at all, Mutimer was looked 
upon in the borough as a mischievous interloper, who came to 
make disunion in the Padical party. The son of a lord and au 
ironmaster of great influence were the serious candidates. Had 
he seen fit, Mr. "Wyvern could have mentioned not a few lively 
incidents in the course of the political warfare; such, for iu- 
atance, as the appearance of a neat little pamphlet which pur. 
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ported to give a full and complete account of Mutimec's life. 
In this pamphlet nothing untnie was set down, nor did it contain 
anything likely to render its publisher amenable to the law of 
libel; but the writer, a gentleman closely connected with Comrade 
Eoodhouae, moat skilfully managed to convey the worat possible 
impression thronghont. Nor did the vicar hesitate to express 
his regret that Mutimer shonld be seeking election at all. 
Adela felt with liim. 

She found Eichard in a strange state of chronic escitement. 
On whatever subject he spoke it was with the same nervous 
irritation, and the slightest annoyance set him fuming. To 
her he paid very little attention, and for the most part seemed 
disinclined to converse with her ; Adela found it necessary to 
keep silence on political matters ; once or twice he replied to 
her questions with a rough impatience which kept her miserable 
throughout the day, so much had it revealed of the working 
man. As the election day approached she suffered from a sink- 
ing of che heart, almost a bodily fear; a fear the same in kind as 
that of the wretched woman who anticipates the return of a 
brute-husband late on Saturday night. The same in Mnd ; no 
reasoning would overoome it. She worked hard all day long, 
that at night she might fall on deep sleep. Again she had 
taken np her hard German books, and was also busy with 
French histories of i-evolution, which did indeed fascinate her, 
though, as she half perceived, solely by the dramatic quality of 
the stories they told. And at length the morning of her fear 
had come. 

When he left home Mutimer bade her not expect him till 
the following day. She spent the hours in ionelinesa and misery. 
Mr. Wyvem called, but even him she begged through a servant 
to excuse her; her mother likewise came, and her she talked 
with for a few minutes, then pleaded headache. At nine o'clock 
in the evening she went to her bedroom. She had a soporific 
at hand, remaining from the time of her illness, and in di'oad of 
a sleepless night she had recourse to it. 

It seemed to her that she had slept a very long time when 
a great and persistent noise awoke hei'. It was someone knock- 
ing at her door, even, as she at length became aware, turning 
the handle and shaking it. Being alone, she had looked herself 
in. She sprang from bed, put on her dres^ng-gown, and went 
to the door. Then came her husband's voice, impatiently calling 
her name. She admitted him. 

Through the white blind the morning twilight just made 
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objects visible in the room ; Adela afterwards remembered no- 
ticing the drowsy pipe of a bird near the window. Mutimer 
came in, and, without closing the door, began to demand angrily 
why she had locked him out. Only now she quite shook off 
her sleep, and could pei'ceive that there was something nnugual 
in his manner. He smelt strongly of tobacco, and, as she 
fancied, of spirits ; but it was his staggering as he moved to 
draw up the blind that made her aware of his condition. She 
fonnd afterwards that he had driven all the way fi-om Belwick, 
and the marvel was that he had accomplished such a feat ; pro- 
bably his horse deserved most of the credit. When be had 
pulled the blind up, he turned, propped himself against tlie 
dressing-table, and gazed at her with terribly laok-lustre eyes. 
Then she saw the espr«>E3ion of his face change; there came' 
npon it a smile such as she had never seen or imagined, a 
hideous smile that made her blood coid. Without speaking, he 
threw himself forward and came towards her. For an instant 
she was powerless, paralysed with terror ; but happily she (bmid 
utterance for a cry, and that released her limbs. Befoi-e he 
could rea«h her, she had darted out of the room, and fled to 
another chamber, that which Alice had formerly occupied, where 
she locked herself against him. To her surprise he did not dis- 
cover her retreat; she heard him moving about the passages, 
stumbling here and there, then he seemed to return to his 
bedroom. She wrapped herself in a counterpane, and sat in a 
chair tUl it was fuD morning. 

He was absent for a week after that. Of course his polling 
at the election had beea ridiculously small compared with that 
of the other candidates. When he returned he went about his 
ordinary occupations ; he was seemingly not in his usual health, 
but the constant irritableness had left him, Adela tried to 
bear herself as though nothing unwonted had come to pass, but 
Mutimer scai'cely spoke when at home; if ho addressed her 
it was in a quidc, off-hand way, and without looking at her, 
Adela again lived almost alone. Her mother and Letty under- 
stood that she preferred this, l-etty had many occupations ; 
before long she hoped to welcome her first child. The children 
of New Wanley still came once a week to the Manor ; Adela 
endeavoured to amuse them, to make them thoughtful, but it 
had become a hard, hard task. Only with Mr. Wy vem did she 
occasionally speak without constraint, though not of course 
without reserve; speech of that kind she feared would never 
iigain be possible to her. Still she felt that the vica.r saw far 
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into her life. On some topics she was more open than she had 
hitherto ventured to be; a boldness, almost a carelessness, for 
which she herself could not account, possessed her at such times. 

Late ill June sbe received from Stella Westlake a pressi)^^ 
invitation to come and spend a fortnight in London. It was 
like sunshine to her heart ; almost without hesitation she i-^- 
solved to accept it. Her husband offered no objection, seemed to 
treat the proposal with indifference. Later in the day he said : 

' If you have time, you might perhaps give Alice a call.' 

' I shall do that as soon as ever I can." 

He had something else to say. 

' Perhaps Mrs. Westlake might ask her to come, whilst you 
are there." 

'Very likely, I think,' Adela replied, with an attempt at 
confidence. 

It wa.^ only her second visit to London : the fiist bad been 
in winter time, and under conditions wluch htd not allowed 
her to attend to anything she saw. But for fetella's presence 
there she would have feared London ; her memory of it w as like 
that of an ill dream long past ; her mind only i &\ ei ted to it in * 
darkest hours, and then she shuddered. But now she thought 
only of Stella; Stella was light and joy, a fountain of m^c 
waters. Her arrival at the house in Avenue Road was one of 
the most blissful moments she had ever known. The servant 
led her upstaira to a small room, where the veiled sun made 
warmtli on rich hangings, on beautiful furniture, on books and 
■ pictures, on ferns and flowers. The goddess of this sanctuary 
waa alone ; as the door opened the notes of a zither trembled 
into silence, and Adela saw a light.vobed loveliness rise and 
stand before her. Stella took both her hands verygently, then 
looked into her face with eyes which seemed to be new from 
some high vision, then drew her within the paradise of an 
embrace. The kiss was oneo more like that first touch of lips 
which had come to Adela on the verge of sleep ; sh.e quivered 
thiflugb her frame. 

Mr. Westlake shortly joined them, and spoke with an ex- 
treme kindness which completed Adela's sense of being at home. 
No one disturbed them through the evening; Adela went to 
bed early and slept witbont a dream, 

Stella and her husband talked of her in the night. Mr, 
Westlake had, at the time of the election, heard for the first 
time the story of Mutimer and the obscure work-girl in Hoxton, 
and h.id taken some trouble to inVeatigafa it. It liad not 
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reached his ears when, the Hoxton Socialists made ifc a suhjeut 
of pnblic discussion ; Comrade Itoodhoiise had insefted only a 
very general report of the proceedings in his paper the ' Tocsin,' 
and even this Mr-Westlake had not seen. But a copy of the 
pamphlet which circulated in Eelwick came into his hands, and 
■when he began to talk on the subject with an intimate friend, 
who, without being a Socialist, amused himself with following 
the movement closely, he heard more than he liked. To Stella 
he said nothing of all this. His own ultimate judgment was 
that you cannot expect men to be perfect, and that great causes 
have often been served by very indifferent characters. 

'She looks shockingly ill,' he began to-night when alone 
with Stella. ' Wasn't there something said about consumption 
when she was at Exmouth! Has she any congh)' 

'Ko, I don't think it is that,' Stella answered. 

' She eeema glad to be with you.' 

' Very glad, I think.' 

'IKd the loss of her child affect her deeply?' 

'I cannot say. She has never spoken of it.' 

* Poor child 1 ' 

Stella made no reply to the exclamation. 

The next day Adela went to call on Mrs. Eodman. It was 
a house in Bayswater, not lai^e, but richly furnished. Adela 
chose a morning hour, hoping to find her sifiter-in-Iaw aione, bnt 
in this she was disappointed. Four visitors were in the draw- 
ing-room, thiee ladies and a man of horsey appearance, who 
talked loudly as he leaned back with his legs crossed, a walking- 
stick held over his knee, his hat on the ground before him. The 
ladies were aU"apparently middle-aged; one of them had a great 
quantity of astonishingly yellow hair, and the others made up 
for deficiency in that respect with toilets in very striking taste. 
The subject under discussion was a recent murder. The gen- 
tleman had the happiness of being personally acquainted with 
the murderer, at all events had frequently met him at certain 
resorts of the male population. When Mrs, Eodman had 
briefly welcomed Adela, the discussion continued. Its tone 
was vulgar, but perhaps not more so than the average ton© 
among middle-class people who are on familiar terms with each 
other. The gentleman, still leading the conversation, kept his 
eyes fixed on Adela, greatly to her discomfort. 

In less than half an hour these four took their departure. 

' So Dick came a cropper 1 ' was Alice's first remark, when 
alone with l^er sister-in-law. 
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Adela tried in vain to understaniJ. 

' At the election, you know. I don't see what he Wiuitod 
to go making himself so ridiculous. Is lie much cut up ! ' 

' I don't think it troubles him m uch,' Adela said ; ' he really 
had DO expectation of being elected. It was jast to draw atten- 
tion to Socialism.' 

' Of course he'll put it in tliat way. But I'd no idea you 
were in London. Where are you living ?' 

Alice had suffered, had suffered distinctly, in her mannei-s, 
and probably in her character. It was not only that she affected 
a fastness of tone, and betrayed an ill-hred pleasure in receiving 
Adela in her fine drawing-room ; her fece no longer expressed 
the idle good-nature which used to make it pleasant to contem- 
plate, it was thinner, less wholesome in colour, rather acid about 
the lips. Her manner was hurried, she seemed to be living in 
a whirl of frivolous excitements. Her taste in dress had dete- 
rioiated ; she wore a lot of jewellery of a common bind, and her 
headgear was fantastic. 

' ' We have a few friends to-morrow night,' she said when 
the conversation had with difficulty di'agged itself over ten 
minutes. ' Will you come to dinner t I'm sure Willis will he 
very glad to see you.' 

Adela heard the invitation with distress. Fortunately it 
was given in a way which all but presupposed refusal. 

' I am afraid I cannot,' she answered. ' My health is not 
good ; I never see people. Thank you very mudi.' 

' Oh, of course I wouldn't put you out,' said Alice, inspect- 
ing her relative's face curiously. And she added, rather more 
in her old voice, 'I'm sorry you lost your baby. I believe 
you're fond of children 1 I don't care anything about them 
myself; I hope I shan't have any.' 

Adela could not make any reply; she shook hands with 
Alice and took he^ leave, only breathing freely when once more 
in the street. All the way back to St. John's Wood she was 
afflicted by the thought that it would 'Si impossible to advise a 
meeting between Stella and Mrs. Eodman. Yet she had pro- 
mised Kichard to do so. Once more she found herself sundered 
from him in sympathies. Affection between Alice and her there 
could be none, yet Alice was the one person in the world whom 
Eichard held greatly dear. 

The enchanted life of those first weeks at Exmouth was now 
resumed. The golden mornings passed with poetry and music ; 
m tlie afternoon visits were paid t« musenma and galleries, or 
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to tlie stndioa of artists who were Mrs. Westlake'a {rientls, and 
who, as Adela was pleased to see, always received Stella with 
revei-ential homage. The evening, save when a concert called 
Ibem forth, was generally a time of peaceful reading and talk- 
ing, the presence of friends making no diiference in the simple 
an'angements of the home. If a man came to dine at this houso, 
it was greatly preferred that he shouid not present himself in 
the costume of a waiter, and only those came who were suffi- 
ciently intimate with the Westlakea to know their hahits. One 
evening weekly saw a piu^ly Socialist gathei'ing; three or four 
artisans wei'e always among the gnests. On that occasion Adela 
was sorely tempted to plead a headache, but for sevoi'al reasons 
she resisted. It was a trial to her, for she ivas naturally ex- 
pected to talk a good deal with the visitors, several of whom 
she herself had entertained at "Wanley. Watching Stella, she 
liad a feeling which she could not quite explain or justify; she 
was [jained to see her goddess in this company, and felt indig- 
; nnnt with some of the men who seemed to make themselves too 
t much at their ease. There was no talk of poetry. 
I Among the studios to which Stella took her was that of 
Mr. Boscobel. Mrs. Boscohel made much of them, .and insisted 
ou Adela's coming to dine with her. An evening was appointed. 
Adela felt repi-oofe of conscience, rememhering the excuse she 
1 had ofFei'ed to Alice, hut in this case it was impossible to decline. 
Stella assured her that the party would be small, and would be 
sure to comprise none but really interesting people. It was so, 
in fact. Two m&n whom, on arriving, they found in the drawing- 
w)om Adela knew by fame, and the next to enter was a lady 
.. whose singing she had heai^i with rapture at a coucert on the 
H evening before. She was talking with this lady when a new 
It announcement fell upon her ear, a name which caused her to 
I start and gaSe towards the door. Impossible for her to guard 
I against this display of emotion ; the name she heard so dis- 
f tinctly seemed an uni-eal utterance, a iancy of her brain, or else 
f it belonged to another than the one she knew. But there was 
uo such illusion ; he whom she saw enter was assuredly Hubert 
Eldon. 

A few hot seconds only seomed to intervene before she was 
called upon to acknowledge him, for Mrs. Boscobel was present- 
ing him to her. 

' I have had the pleasure of meeting Mrs. Mutimer before,' 
Hubert said as soon as he saw that Adela in voice and look 
recognised their acquaintance. 
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Mrs, Boscobel was evidently surprised. She heradf had 
met' Hubert at the house of an artist in Eom^ more than a year 
Rgo, but the details of hia life were unknown to her. Subse- 
qiiently, in London, she happened once to get on the subject of 
Socialism with him, and told him, as an interesting story, what 
she heard from the "Westlakea about Eichard Mutimer. Hubert 
admitted knowledge of the facts, and made the i-emark about 
the valley of Wanley which Mrs. Boscobel I'epeated at Elx- 
mouth, but he revealed nothing more. Having no marriageable 
daughter, Mrs. Boscobel was under no necessity of searching 
into his antecedents. He was one of ten or a dozen young men 
of possible future whom she liked to have about her. 

Hubert seated himself by Adela, and there was a moment 
of inevitable eUence. 

' I saw you as soon as I got into the room,' he said, in the 
desperate necessity for speech of some kind. ' I thought I must 
have been mistafeen ; I was so unprepared to meet you here.' 

Adela replied that she was stajdug with Mrs. Westlate. j 

' I don't know her,' said Hubert, ' and ajn very anxious to. I 
Boscobel's portl^ait of her— -I saw it in the studio just before it 
went away — was a wonderful thing.' 

This was necessarily said in a. low tone ; it seemed to estab- 
lish confidence between them. 

Adela experienced a sudden and strange calm ; in a world ' 
BO entirely new to her, was it not to be expected that things 
would happen of which she had never dreamt t The tren 31^ 
with which she had failed this her first evening in genei il 
society had allayed itself almost as soon as she entered \ e 
room, giving place to a kind of pleasure for which she was n^t * 
at all prepared, a pleasure inconsistent with the mood which i 
governed her life. Perhaps, had she been brotight into this . 
world in those sunny days before her marriage, jast such ^ 
pleasure as this, only in a more pronounced degree, would have * 
awoke in her and have been fearlessly indulged. The first 
shock of the meeting with Hubert having passed, she was sur- 
prised at her self-control, at the ease with which she found she 
could' converse. Hubert took her down to dinner; on the stairs 
he twice turned to look at her face, yet she felt sure that her 
hand had betrayed no agitation as it lay on his arm. At table 
he talked freely; did he know — she asked herself— that this 
would relieve her J And his conversation was altogether un- 
like what it had been two years and a half ago— so long it was 
since she had tialked with liim under ordinary conditions. Thoiti 
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was Btlll aiuisation, and the note of intolleotiial impatience was 
touched occasionally, but the world had ripened him, hie judg- 
ments were based on sounder knowledge, he was more polished, 
more considerate — ' gentler,' Adela afterwards said to herself. 
And decidedly he had gained in personal appearaoce ; a good 
deal of the bright, eager boy had remained with him in his days 
of storm and stress, but now his features had the repose of 
maturity and their refinement had fixed itself in lines of strength. 

He talked solely of the present, discussed with her the 
season's pietni"^, the books, the idle business of the town. At 
length ^6 found herself able to meet his glance without fear, 
even to try and read its character. She thought of the day 
when her mother told her of his wickedness. Since then she had 
made acquaintance with wickedness in various forms, and now 
she mai^elled at the way in which she had regarded him. ' I 
■was a child, a child,' she repeated to herself. Thinking thus, 
she lost none of his words. He spoke of the things which 
interested her most deeply ; how much he conld teach her, were 
such teaching possible .' 

At last she ventured upon a personal question. 

'How is Mrs. EldonT 

She thotight he looked at her gratefully ; certainly there was 
A deep kindness in his eyes, a look which was one of the new 
things she noted in him. 

' Very much as when you knew her,' he replied . ' Weaker, 
I fear. I have just spent a few days at Agworth.' 

Doubtless he iiad often been at Agworth ; perchance he was 
there, so close by, in some of the worst hours of her misery. 

When the Isidies withdrew Mrs. Eoseobel seated herself by 
Adela for a moment, 

' So yon really knew Mr. Eldon 1 ' 

'Yes, but it is some time since I saw him/ Adela replied 
simply, smiling in the joy of being so entirely mistress of her- 
self. 

' You were talking pictures, I heard. You can trust him 
there; his criticism is admirable. You know he did the Gros- 
venorforthe T 

She mentioned a weekly paper. 

' There are so many things I don't know,' Adela replied 
laughingly, ' and that is one of them.' 

Hubert shortly after had his wish in being presented to 
MrB. Westlake, Adela observed them as they telked together. 
Glladness she could hardly bear po^essed her when she saw on 
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Stella's face the expression of interest which not everyone could 
rail tbrth. She did not ask why she was so glad ; for thia 
one evening it might be allowed her to rest and foi^t and 
enjoy. 

There was singing, and the sweetest of the songs went home 
with her and lived in her heart all through a night which 
was too voicefnl for sleep. Might she think of him henceforth 
as a friend J Would she meet him again before her return to 
— to the darkness of that ravaged valley^ Her mood was a 
strange one; conscience gave her no tiouble, appeared sua- 
peiided. And why should conscience have interfered with her J 
Her happiness was as apart fi-om past and future as if by some 
magic she had been granted an Intermezzo of life wholly dis- 
tinct &om her real one. These people with whom she found 
living so pleasant did not really enter her existence ; it was as 
though she played parts to give her pleasure ; she merely looked 
on for the permitted hour. 

But Stella was real, real as that plorious star whose name 
she knew not, the brightest she could see front her chamber 
window. To Stella her soul clung with passion and worship. 
Stella's kiss had power to make her all but faint with ecstasy ; 
it was the kiss which woke her from her dream, the kiss which 
would for ever be to her a terror and a mystery. 



CHAPTER XXII. 



Her waking after a short morning sleep was dai'k and troubled. 
The taste of last night's happiness was like ashes on her tongue ; 
fearing to face the daylight, she lay with lids heavily closed on 
a brain which ached in its endeavour to resume the sensations 
of a few hours ago. The images of those with whom she had 
talked so cheerfully either eluded her memory, or flitted before 
hei" unexpectedly, mopping and mowing, so that her heai-t was 
revolted. It is in wtJtiugs siieh as these that Time finds his 
opportunity to harry youth ; every such unwinds from about 
us one of the veils of illusion, bringing our eyes so much 
nearer to the horrid truth of things. Adela shrank from the 
need of rising; she would have abandoned ierself fo voiceless 
desolation, have lain still and dark whilst the current of misery 
swept over her, rleepei' jind deeper. When she viewed her 



,, Google 



DEMoa ■ 203 

face, its ring-oyed pallor fascinated her with incredulity. Had 
she looked at all like that whilst Hubert Eldon and the others 
were talking to her) What did they secretly think of herl 
The others might attribute to her many more years than she 
had really seen ; hut Huhet-t knew her age. Pei'haps that was 
why he glanced at her twice or thrice on the stairs. 

For the first time she wished not to be alone with Stella, 
fearing lest the conversation should turn on Hubert. Yet, 
when they had sat together for nearly an hour, and Stella had 
not- named him, she began to sufier from a besieging desire to 
epeak of him, a recurrent impulse to allude to him, however 
distantly, so that her companion might be led to the subject. 
The impulse grew to a torment, more intolerable each time 
she Insisted it. And at last she found herself uttei-ing the 
name involuntarily, overcome by something stronger than her 
dread. 

' I was surprised to meet Mr. Eldon.' 

'Did you know him)' Stella asked simply. 

' He used to live at Wanley Manor.' 

Stella seemed to revive memories. 

' Oh, that was how 1 knew the name. Mr. Westlake told 
me of him, at the time when the Manor passed to Mr. Mutimer.' 

Her husband was from home, so had not been at the Bosco- 
bels' last evening. 

Adela could rest now that she had spoken. She was search- 
ing for a means of leading the conversation into another channel, 
when Stella continued,— 

' You knew him formei'ly ? ' 

' Yes, when he still lived at Wanley. I have not met him 
since he went away.' 

Stella mused. 

' I suppose he came to live in London 1 ' 

' I understood so.' 

At length Adela succeeded in speaking of something else. 
Mental excitement had set her blood flowing more quickly, as 
though an obstruction were removed. Before long the unrea- 
soning lightness of heart b^an to take possession of her again. 
It was strangely painful. To one whom suffering has driven 
upon self-study the predominance of a mere mood is always 
more or less a troublesome mystery ; in Adela'a case it was be- 
coming a source of fear. She seemed to be losing self-control ; 
in looking back on last evening she doubted whether her own 
will had been at all operative in the state of calm enjoyment 
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to which she had attained. "Was it physical weakness which 
put her thua at the mercy of the taonient's influences 1 

There came a letter from Mutimer to-day ; in it he men- 
tioned Alice and reminded Adela of her ptomisa This revived 
a trouble which had fallen out of activity for a day or two. 
She could not come to any decision. When at Alice's house 
she had not even suggested a return visit ; at the moment it 
had seemed so out of the questioji for Alice to meet Mrs. West- 
lake. In any case, was it worth while exposing Stella to the 
difficulties of such a meeting when it could not possibly lead to 
any thing further J One reason against it Adela was ashamed 
to dwell upon, yet it weighed strongly with her : she was so 
jealous of her friend's love, so fearful of losing anything in 
Stella's estimation, that she shrank from the danger of becoming 
associated with Mrs. Eodman in SteUa's mind. Could she 
speak freely of Alice i Mutimer's affectionate solicitude was 
honourable to him, and might veil much that was disagree- 
able in Alice. But the intimacy between Adela and Mrs. West 
lake was not yet of the kind which permits a free disclosure of 
■troubles to which, rightly or wrongly, there attaches a sense of 
shame. Such troubles are always the last to be spoken of be- 
tween friends; friendship must be indeed far-renching before 
it includes them within its scope. They were still but learning 
to know each other, and that more from silent observation, 
from the sympathy of looks, from touchings of hands and lips, 
than by means of direct examination or avowal. The more she 
strove with her difficulty, the less able Adela felt herself to ask 
Mrs. Bodman to come or to mention her to Stella. The trouble 
spoilt her enjoyment of a concert that evening, and kept her 
restless in the night ; for, though seemingly a small matter, it 
had vital connection with the core of her life's problem ; it 
forced her relentlessly to a consciousness of many things from 
which she had taught herself to avert her eyes. 

Another thing there was which caused her anxious debate 
— a project which had been in her mind for nearly a year. You 
will not imagine that Adela had forgotten the letter from Mrs. 
Clay. The knowledge it brought her made the turning-point 
of her life. No word on the subject passed between her and 
Mutimer after the conversation which ended in her fainting-fit. 
The letter he retained, and the course he had chosen jnade it 
ailvieable that he should pay no heed to its request for assist- 
ance. Adela remembered the address of the writer, and made a 
note of it,bift it was impossible to reply. Her state of mind aftep 
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OTerfaearing the converfcation between Richard and his sister was 
such tJiat rfie durst not even take the step of privately sending 
money, lest her husband should hear of it and it should lead to 
further question. She felt that, hard as it was to live with that 
secret, to hear Mutinier repeat his calumnies would inrolve 
her in yet worse anguish, lea^ng perhaps to terrible things; 
for, on her return to the house t-hat night, she suffered a revela- 
tion of herself ■which held her almost mute for the following 
days. In her heart there fought passions of which she had not 
known herself capable ; above all a scorn so fierce, that had she 
but opened her lips it must have uttered itself. That she lived 
down by the aid of many strange expedients ; hut she formed a 
purpose, which seemed indeed nothing less than a duty, to use 
the opportunity of her first visit to London to seek for means 
of helping Emma Vine and her sister. Her long illness had 
not weakened thi.? resolve; but now that she was in Icndon 
the difficulties of carrying it out proved insuperable. She had 
always imagined herself procuring the services of some agent, 
but what agent was at hand! She might go herself to the 
address she had noted, but it was to incur a danger too great 
even for the end in view. If Mutinier heard of such a visit — 
and she had no means of assuring herself that communication 
between him and those people did not still exist — how would 
it affect him t 

Adela's position would not suffer the risk of ever so slight 
a difference between herself and her husband. She had come 
to fear him, and now there was growing in her a yet graver 
fear of herself. 

The condition of her health favoured remiasneas and post- 
ponement. An hour of mental agitation left her with headache 
and a sense of bodily feehleoesa. Emma Tine she felt in the 
end obliged to dismiss from her thoughts; the difficulty con- 
cerning Alice she put off from day to day. 

The second week of her visit was juist ending, and the return 
to Wanley was in view, when, on entering the drawing-room in 
the aft«moon, she found Hubert Eldon sitting there with Mrs. 
Westlake. If it had been possible to draw back her foot and 
escape unnoticed 1 But she was observed ; Hubert had akeady 
ri-sen, Adela lancied that St«lla was cbsely observing her ; it 
was not so in reality, but the persuasion wrung her heart to 
courage. Hubert, who did make narrow observance of her face, 
was struck vpith the cold dignity of her smile. In speaking to 
bim she was much less friendly than at the BoscoWe'. He 
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thought he iuider«tood, and was in a nieasui-e right. A casual 
meeting in the world was one thing; a visit which might be 
Eupposed half intended to herself called for asother demestnonr. 
He addressed a few reniarka to her, then pursued his conveisar 
tion with Mrs. Westlake. Adela had time to consider his way 
of speaking; it was entirelynutural,thatof a polished man who 
has the habit of society, and takes pleasure in it. With utter 
inconsistency she felt pain that he could be so at his ease inhei- 
prraence. In all likelihood he had come with no other end save 
that of continuing his acquaintance with Mi's. Westlake. As 
she listened to his voice, once more an inexplicable and uncon- 
trollable mood possessed her — a mood of petulance, of impatience 
with him and with herself; with him for almost ignoring her 
presence, with herself for the distant way in which she had met 
him. An insensate rebellion against circumstances encouraged 
her to feel hurt; by a mystery of the mind intervening time 
was cancelled, and it seemed unnatural, hard to bear, that 
Hubert should by prefei-ence address another than herself. An 
impulse similar to that which had forced her to speak his name 
in conversation with Stella now constrained her to break silence, 
to say something which would require a reply. Her feeling 
became a sort of self-pity ; he regarded her as beneath his notice, 
he wished her to see that his indifference was absolute; why 
should he treat her so cruelly t 

She added a few words to a remark Mrs. Westlake made, 
and, the moment she had spoken, was sensible that her tone had 
been strangely impulsive. Stella glanced at her, Hubert, too, 
turned his eyes, smiled, and made some reply; she had no under- 
standing of what he said. Had liot force failed her she would 
have lisen and left the room. Her heart sank in yet crueller 
humiliation; she believed there were tears in her eyes, yet had 
no power to check them. He was still addressing Mrs. West- 
lake ; herself he deemed incapable of appreciating what he said. ' 
Perhaps he even — the thought made clanging in her ear^ like 
a rude bell— perhaps he even regarded her as a social inferior 
since her maiTiage. It was almost hysteria, to such a pitch 
of unreason was she wrought. Her second self looked on, 
anguished, helpless. The voices in the room grew distant and 
confused. 

Then the door was opened and the servant announced — 

' Mr. Mutimer.' 

It saved her. She saw her husband enter, and an iceKsold 
breath made frigid her throbbing veins. She fixed her eyea 
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npon hiia, and could not remove thorn ; they followed him from 
the door to where Stetla stood to receive him. She saw that ho 
almoet paused on recogaising Eldon, that his brows contracted, 
that involuntarily he looked at her, 

' You know Mr. Eldon/ Stella said, perhaps in not quite 
her ordinary voice, for the meeting could in no case be a very 
happy one, 

' Oh yes,' replied Mutimer, scarcely looking at Hubert, and 
malcing an idle effort at a bow. 

Hubert did not reseat himself. He took leave of Stella 
cordially; to Adela he inclined himself at respectful distance. 

Mrs. Westlake supplied conversation. Adela, leaving her 
former chair, took a seat by her friend's side, but could not as 
yet trust her voice. Presently her husband addi-essed hei' ;_ it 
was for the first time ; ho had not even given his hand. 

' Alice is very anxious that you should dine with her before 
you go liome. Do you think Mrs. Westlake could spare you 
this evening?' 

And, on Stella's looking an inquiry, he added ; 

' My sister, Mi's. Eodman, I don't think you tnow her 1 ' 

Adela had no choice but to procure her hostess's assent to 
this arrangement. 

' I'll call for you at seven o'clock,' Mutimer said. 

Adela knew that he wajs commanding himself; his tone was 
not quite discourteous, but he had none of the genial satisfac- 
tion which he ordinarily showed in the company of I'efined 
|)eople. She attributed his displeasure to her neglect of Alice. 
But it did not affect her as it had been wont to ; she was dis- 
posed to resent it. 

The time between his departure and seven o'clock she spent 
by herself, unoccupied, sitting as if tired. She put off the neces- 
sary changing of garments till there was scarcely time for it. 
When at length she was summoned she went down with flushed 
face. 

' I feel as if I were going to have a fever,' she said to Stella 
in the drawing-room. She could not help uttering the words, 
but laughed immediately. 

' Your hand is really very hot,' Stella replied. 

Mutimer had a cab at the door, and was waiting in the 
b.all. 

' You're a long time,' was bis greeting, with more impatience 
than he had ever used to her. 

When they were together in the hansom ; 
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' Why did you refuse Alice's invitation before 1 ' lie asked, 
with displeasui-e, 
" ' I didn't think she really wished me to accept it.' 

She spoke without misgiving, atUl resenting hia manner. 

' Didn't think i Why, what do yoii mean T ' 

She made no reply. 

' You didn't ask her to call, either f ' 

'I ought to have done so. I am very sorry to have 
neglected it.' 

He looked at her with surprise which was very like a sneer, 
and kept silence till they reached the house. 

One of the ladies whom Adela had already met, and a 
gentleman styled Captain something, were guests at dinner. 
Alice received her sister-in-law with evident pleasure, though 
not perhaps that of pure hospitahleness, 

' I do hope it won't be too much for you,' she said. ' Pray 
leave as soon as you feel you ought to. I should never forgive 
myself if you took a cold or anything of the kind.' 

Really, Alice had supplied herself with most hecoming 
phrases. The novels had done much ; and then she had been 
living in society. At dinner she laughed rather too loud, it 
might be, and was too much given to addressing her husband as 
'Willis;,' but her undeniable prettiness in low-necked evening 
dress condoned what was amiss in manner. Mr. Eodman 
looked too gentlemanly; he reminded one of a hero of polite 
melodrama on the English-French stage. The Captain talked 
stock-exchange, and was continually inquiring about some one 
or other, ' Did he drop much V 

Mtitimerwas staying at the house over-night. After dinner 
he spoke aside with Adela, 

' I suppose you go back to-morrow 1 ' 

' Yes, I meant to.' 

' We mayaswell go tc^ether, then. I'll call for you at twQ 

He considered, and changed the hour. 

' 'So, I'll come at ten. I want you to go with uie to buy 
some thin^. Then we'U have lunch here.' 

' And go back for my luggage 1 ' 

' Well take it away at ten o'clock and leave it at the station. 
I suppose you can be ready 1 ' 

' Yes, I can he ready,' Adela answered mechanically. 

He drove back with her to Avenue Eoad in the Bodmaii^' 
carriage, and left her at the door. 



yGoogle 



DEMOS 299 

Mr. Westlake was expected home to-night, b«t had tele- 
graphed to eay that he would return in the morning. Stella 
had spent the evening alone ; Adela fouod her in the boiidoir, 
with a single lamp, reading. 

'Are you still feverish i' Stella asked, putting to her cheek 
tlie ungloved hand. 

' I think not — I can't say.' 

Stella waited to hear something about the evening, but 
Adela broke the silence to say ; 

' I must leave at ten in the morning. My husband will 
call for me.' 

' So early ? ' 

'Yes.' 

There was silence again. 

' "Will you come and see me before long, Stella J ' 

' I will,' was the gentle reply. 

' Thank you. I shall look forward to it very much.' 

Then Adela said good night, speaking more cheerfully. 

In her bedroom she sat as before dinner. The fever had 
siibaided during the past two hours, but now it crept into her 
blood again, insidious, tingling. And with it came so black a 
phantom of despair that Adela closed her eyes shudderingly, lay 
back aa one lifeless, and wished that it were possible by the will 
alone to yield the breath and cease. The night pulsed about 
her, beat regularly like a great clock, and its pulsing smote 
upon her brain. 

To-morrow she Kinst follow her husband, who would come 
to lead her home. Home t what home had she 1 What home 
would she ever have but a grave in the grassy churchyard of 
Wanley 1 Why did death spare her when it took the life which 
[)anted but for a moment on her bosom ! 

She must leave SteUa and go back to her duties at the 
Manor.; must teach the children of K ew Wanley ; must love, 
honour, obey her husband. Returning from Exmouth, slie was 
glad to see her house again ; now she had rather a thousand 
times die than go back. Horror shook her ]ike a palsy ; all 
that she had borne for eighteen months seemed aecumuk.ted 
upon her now, waited for her there at Wanley to be endured 
again. Oh ! where was the maiden whiteness of her soul ? 
What malignant fate had robbed her for e ~ ' 

peace! 
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not vanish, it pressed upoa her. She cried, fled to the door, 
escaped, and called Stella's name aloud. 

A door near her own opened, and Stella appeared. Adela 
clung to her, and was drawn into the room. Those eyes of in- 
finite pity gazing into her own availed to calm her. 

' Shall I send for some one ! ' Stella asked anxiously, but 
with no weak bewilderment. 

'No; it ia not illness. But I dread to be alone; I am 
nervous.' 

' Will you stay with me, dear 1 ' 

' Oh, Stella, let me, let me 1 I want to be near to you whilst 

Stella's child slept peacefully in a crib ; the voices were too 
low to wateit. Almost like another child, Adela allowed hei-- 
self to be undressed. 

' Shall I leave a light 1 ' Stella asked. 

' No; I can sleep. Only let me feel your arms.' 

They lay in unbi-oken silence till both slept. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

I.'i a character such as Mutimer's there'wili almost certainly ba 
found a disposition to cruelty, for strong inetinets of domina- 
tion, even of the nobler kind, only wait for circumstances to 
develop crude tyranny — the cruder, of course, in proportion to 
the lack of native or acquired I'eBneinent which distinguishes 
the man. We had a hint of such things in Mutimer's piw. 
gressive feelicg with regai'd to Emma Vine. The possibility 
of his becoming a tyi-annoue husband could not be doubted by 
any one who viewed him closely. 

There needed only the occasion, and this at length presented 
itself in tlie form of jealousy. Of all possible incentives it was 
the one most calamitous, tor it came just when a slow and 
secret growth of passion was making demand for room and air. 
Mutamer had for some time been at a loss to undei-stand his 
own sensations; he knew that bis wife was becoDiing more and 
more a necessity to him, and that too when the progress of 
time would have led him to expect the very opposite. He 
knew it during her absence at Exmouth, more still now that 
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Rhe was away in London. It was with reluctance that he let 
her leave home, only his satisfaction in her intimacy with the 
Westlakes and his hopes for Alice induced him to a<'^uieace in 
her departure. Yet he could show nothing of this. A lack of 
self-confidence, a strange shyness, embarrassed him as often as 
he woiilil^ive play to hia feelings. They were intensified by 
aiippreasion, and goaded him to constant restlessness. When 
at moat a day ov two remained before Adela's return, he could 
no longer resist the desire to surprise her in London. 

Not only did he find her in the company of the man whom 
he had formerly feared as a rival, bixt her behaviour seemed to 
him distinctly to betray consternation at his arrival. She was 
colourless, agitated, could not speak. From that moment his 
love was of the quality which in its manifestations is often in- 
distinguishable from hatred. He r^olved to keep her under 
his eye, to enforce to the uttermost his marital authority, to 
make her pay bitterly for the freedom she had stolen. Hia 
exasperated egoism flew at once to the extreme of suspicion ; 
he was ready to accuse her of completed perfidy, Mrs. Weatlako 
became hia enemy; the profound distrust of culture, which was 
inseparable from his mental nai'rowness, however ambition 
might lead him to disguise it, seized upon the occasion to de- 
clare itself ; that woman was capable of conniving at his dis- 
honour, even of plotting it. He would not allow Adela to 
remain in the house a minute longer than he could help. Even 
the casual absence of Mr. Westlake became a suspicious circum- 
stance ; Eldon of course chose the time for his visit, 

Adela was once more safe in the Manor, under lock and 
key, aa it were. He had not spoken of Eldon, though several 
t'.mes on the point of doing so. It was obvious that the return 
home cost her suffering, that it was making her ill. He could 
not get her to converse ; he saw that she did not study. It was 
impossible to keep watch on her at all moments of the day ; 
yet how otherwise discover what letters she wrote or received ? 
■ He pondered the practicability of bribiug her maid to act.aa a 
spy upon her, but feai-ed to attempt it. He found opportunities 
of secretly examining the blotter on her writing-desk, and it 
convinced him that she had writioii to Mrs. Weatlako. It 
maddened him that he had not the courage to take a single 
open step, to forbid, for instance, all future correspondence 
with London. To do so would be to declare his suspicions. 
He wished to declare them ; it would have gratified him in- 
tensely to vomit impeachments, to terrify her with coarseness 
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and violence; but, on the other hand, hy keeping quiet he 
might surprise positive evidence, and if only he did ! 

She was ill ; he had a. distinct pleasure in observing it. She 
longed for quiet and retirement ; he neglected his busineas to 
force his company upon her, to laugh and talk loudly. Sh< 
with difficulty read a page ; he made her read aloud to him by 
the hour, or write translations for him from French and German. 
The pale anguish of her face was his joy; it fascinated him, 
fired his senses, made him a demon of vicious cruelty. Yet he 
durst not aa much as touch her hand when she sat before him. 
Her purity, which was her safeguard, stirred his venom; he 
worshipped it, and would have smothered it in foulness. 

' HaSn't you better have the doctor to see you f ' he began 
one morning when he had followed her from the dining-room 
to her boudoir. 

'The doctor? WhyV 

' You don't seem «p to the mark,' he replied, avoiding her 

Adela kept silence. 

' You wei-6 well enough In London, I snpposel' 

' I am never very strong.' 

' I think you might be a bit more cheerful.' 

' I will try to bo.' 

This submission always agfip'avated his disease — by what 
other name to call it 1 He would have had her resist him, that 
he might know the pleasure of crushing her will. 

He walked about the room, then suddenly : 

' What is that man Bidon doing ? ' 

Adela looked at him with surprise. It had never entered 
her thoughts that the meeting with Eldon would cost him moi* 
than a passing annoyanoe~fihe knew he disliked him— and 
least of all that such annoyance would in anyway be connected 
with herself. It was possible, of course, that some idle tongue 
had gossiped of her former friendship with Hubert, but there 
was no one save Lefcty who knew what her feelings really had 
been, and was «ot the faet of her marriage enough to remove 
any suspicion that Mutimer m^ht formerly have entertained t 
But the mannei- of hia question was so singular, the introduc- 
tion of Eldon's name so abrupt, that she could not but discern 
in a measure what was in his mind. 

She made reply ; 

' I don't understand. Do you mean how is lie engaged ? * 

' How comes he to know Mrs. Westlake 1 ' 



,y Google 



DEMOS 30» 

'Throiigh common friends— aome people named EoKcobel, 
Mr. Boscobel is an artist, aid Mr. Eldon appears to be study- 
ing art,' 

Her voice was quite steady through this explanatioa. The 
.surprise seenied to have enabled ber to regard him unmoved, 
almost with curiosity. 

' I suppose he's constantly there— at the "Westlakes' % ' 

' That waa hia first visit. We met him a few evenings 
before at the Eoscobela', at dinner. It was then he made Mi's. 
Westlake's acquaintance.' 

Mutimer moved his head as if to signify indiffeience. But 
Adela had found an unexpected relief in speaking thus openly ; 
she was tempted to go further. 

' I believe he writes about pictures. Mrs. Boscobol told 
me that he had been some time in Italy.' 

' Well and good ; I don't care to hear about his affairs, 
So you dined with these Eoscobel people t ' 

'Yes.' 

He smiied disagi'eeably. 

' I thought you were rather particular about telling the 
truth. Tou told Alice you never dined oat.' 

'I don't think I said that,' Adela replied quietly. 

He paused ; then ; 

' What fault have you to find with Alice, eh ! ' 

Adela was not in the mood for evasions ; she anawei-ed in 
much Ihe same tone as she had used in speaking of Hubert. 

' I don't think she likes me. If she did, 1 should be able 
to be mors friendly with her. Her world is very different 

' Different t You mean you don't like Eodman 1 ' 

' I was not thinking of Mr. Eodman. I mean that her 
fiiends are not the same as ours.' 

Mutimer forgot for a moment his preoccupation in thought 
of Alice. 

' Waa there anything wrong with the people you met there ! ' 

She was silent. 

' Just tell me what you think. I want to know. What 
did you obiect to t ' 

' I don't think they were the heat kind of people.' 

' The best kind ? I suppose they are what you call ladies 
and gentlemen t ' 

' You must have felt that they wore not quite the same a» 
the Westlakes, for instance.' 
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' The Weatlakes I ' 

He named tliem sneeiingly, to Adela'a aHtonishment. And 
ne added as he walked towards the door: 

' There isn't much to bo said for some of the people you meet 
there.' 

A new complexity was introduced into her life. Viewed 
by this recent light, Mutimer's behaviour since the return from 
London was not so difficult to understand ; but the problem 
of how to bear with it became the harder. There were hours 
when Adeia'a soul waa like a bird of the woods cage-pent ; it 
dashed iteelf against the bars of fate, and iti angubh conceived 
the most desperate attempts for freedom. She could always die, 
hut was it not hard to perish in hei* youth and with the world's 
t;up of btiBS untasted! Flight! Ah I whither could she fleel 
The thought of the miseiy she would leave behind her, the 
disgrace that would fall upon her mother— this would aloiie 
make flight impossible. Yet could she conceive life such as this 
prolonging itself into the hopeless years, renunciation her 
strens;th and her reward, duty a grinning skeleton at hor hed- 
Bide t It grew harder daily. More than a year ago she thought 
that the worst was over, and since then had known the solace 
of self-forgetful idenlisms, of ascetic striving. It was all illu- 
sion, the spinning of a desolate heart. There was no help now, 
for she knew hei'self and the woi'ld. Foolish, foolish child, who 
with her own hand had flung away the jewel of existence like 
a thing of no price ! Her lot appeared single in its haplaasness. 
She thought of Stella, of Letty, even of Alice; they had not 
been doomed to learn in suffering. To her, alone of all women, 
knowledge had come with a curse. 

A month passed. Since Hodman's departure from Wanley. 
'Any Mutimer was living at the Manor. Her husband and 
'Arry were Adela's sole companions; the former she dreaded, 
the approach of the latter always caused her insuperable disgusts 
To Letty there waa born a son j Adela could not bend to the 
little one with a whole heart; her own desolate motherhood 
wailed the more bitterly. 

Once more a change was coming. Alice and her husband 
were going to spend August at a French watering-place, and 
Mutimer proposed to join them for a fortnight ; Adda of course 
would be of the party. The invitation came from Kodman, who 
had reasons for wishing to get hie brother-in-law aside for a 
little quiet talk, Rodman had large views, was at present pon- 
dering a financial scheme m which he needed a partner — one 
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with capital of course. He knew tha,b New Wanley was 
proving anything but a prosperous concern, commerciaUy speak- 
ing; he divined, moreover, that Mutimer was not wholly 
satisfied with the state of affairs. By judicious management 
the Socialist might even be induced to abandou the non-paying 
enterprise, and, though not perhaps ostensibly, embark in one 
that pi-omised very different results — at all events to Mr. Rod- 
man. The scheme was not of mushiriom growth ; it dated from 
a time bul little posterior to Mr. Rodman's first meeting with 
Alice Mutimer. 'Arry had been granted appetising enifis at 
the cookery in progress, though the youth was naturally left 
without precise information aa to the ingredients. The result 
was a surjaising self-restraint on 'Arry's part. The influence 
which poor Keeae bad so bnnglingly tried to oh^n over him, 
the more astute Mr. Rodman, had compassed without difficulty; 
beginning with the loan of small sums, to be repaid when 'AiTy 
attained his majority, be little by little made the prospective 
man of capital the creature of his directions; in something less 
than two more years Rodmau looked to find ample recompense 
for his expenditure and trouble. But that was a mere parergon ; 
to secure Richard Mutimer was the great end steadily held in 
view. 

Rodman and his wife came to Wanley to spend three days 
before all together set out for the Continent. Adela accepted 
the course of things, and abandoned herself to the stream. For 
a week her husband had been milderj we know the instinct 
that draws the cat's paws from the figging mouse. 

Alice, no longer much interested in novels, must needs talk 
with some one; she honoured Adela with much of her confi- 
dence, seeming to forget and forgive, in retdity delighted to 
recount her Ijondon experiences to her poor tame sister-in-law. 
Alice, too, had been at momenta introduced to her husband's 
kitchen ; she threw out vague hints of a wonderful repast in 
preparation. 

' WiUis is going to buy me a house in Brighton,' she said, 
among other things. ' I shall mn down whenever I feel it would 
do me good. You've no idea how kind he is.' 

There was, in fact, an 'advancement clause' in Alice's deed 
of settlement. If Mr. Rodman showed himself particularly 
anxious to cultivate the friendship of Mr. Alfred Walthara, 
possibly one might look for the explanation to the terms of that 
same document. 

There came a Sunday morning. Preparations for departure 
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on the morrow were practically completed. The weather waa 
delightful. Adela flmshed breakfast in time to wander a little 
abouttiie garden before it was the hour for cLurcli; her husband 
and Kodman breakfasted with her, and went to smoke in the 
libraiy. Alice and 'Arry did not present themselves till the 
churd^ bells had ceased. 

Adela was glad to be alone in the dusky pew. She was 
the first of the congregation to ariive, and she sat, as always, 
with the curtains enclosing her save in front. The bells ringing 
above the roof had a soothing effect upon her, and gave strange 
turns to her thought. So had their summoning rung out to 
generation after generation; so would it ring Jong after she 
was buried and at rest. Where would her grave be t She was 
going for the first time to a. foreign country; perhaps death 
might come to her there. Then she would lie for ever among 
strangers, and her place be forgotten. Would it nob be the 
fitting end of so sad and short a life^ 

In the front of the pew was a cupboard ; the upper portion, 
which contained the service boolffl, was closed with a long, 
narrow door, opening downwards on horizontal hinges; the 
shelf on which the books lay went back into darkness, being, 
perhaps, two feet broad. Below this shelf was the door of the 
lower and much larger receptacle ; it slid Jongitudinally, and 
revealed a couple of buffets, kept here to supplement the number 
in the pew when necessary. Adela had only once opened the 
sliding door, and then merely to glance into the dark hollows 
and close it again. Probably the buffets had lain imdisturbed 
for years. 

On entering the pew this morning she had as usual dropppd 
the upper door, and had laid her large church service open on 
the shelf, where she could reach it as soon as Mr. Wyvern 
began to read. Then began her reverie. From thoughts of 
the grave she passed to memories of her wedding day. How 
often the scene of that morning had re-enacted itself in her 
mind I Often she dreamed it all over, and woke as tmm a 
nightmare. She wished it had not taken place in this church ; , 
it troubled the sacred recollections of her maiden peace. She 
began to think it over once more, attracted by the pain it 
caused her, and, on coming to the bestowal of the ring, an odd 
caprice led her to draw the circlet itself from her finger. When 
she had done it she trembled. The hand looked so strange. 
Oh, her hand, her hand I Once ringless indeed, once her own 
to give, to stretch forth in pledge of the heart's imperishable 



,y Google 



DEMOS 307 

faith ! Now a prisoner for ever; but, thus riiigless, so like a 
maiden hand oncfi more. There came a I'ooliah sense of ease. 
She would keep her finger freo yet a little, perhaps through the 
service. She bent forward and laid the ring on the open book. 

More dreams, quite other than before; then the orgat; 
began its prelude, a tremor passing through the church before 
the sound broke fort'',. Adela sank deeper in reverie. At 
length Mr. Wyvern's voice roused her; she stood up and 
reached her book; but she had wholly forgotten that the ring 
lay upon it, and was only reminded by a glimpse of it rolling 
away on the sh^lf, rolling to the back of the cupboard. Eat it 
did not stop there; surely it was the ring that she heard fall 
.down below, behind the large sliding door. She bad a sudden 
fright lest it should be lost, and stooped at once to search for it. 

She drew back the door, pushed aside the buffets, then, 
groped in tbe darkness. She tonched the ring. But something 
else lay there ; it seemed a long piece of thick paper, folded. 
This too she brought forth, and, having slipped the ring on her 
finger, looked to see what she had found. 

It was parchment. She unfolded it, and saw that it wsis 
covered with writing in a clerkly hand. How strange ! 

' This is the last will and testament of me, Eichaed 
Mbtimer ' 

Her hand shoofe. She felt as if the sides of the pew were 
circling about her, as if she stood amid falling and changing 
things. 

She looked to the foot of the sheet. 

' In witness whereof I, the said Kichard Mutimer, have 
hereunto set my hand this seventeenth day of October, 187—.' 

The date was some six months prior to old Richard Muti- 
mer's death. This could be nothing but the will which every 
one belieyed him to have destroyed. 

Adela sank. upon the seat. Her ring ! Had she picked it 
lip ? yes ; it was again upon her fingor. How had it chanced 
to fall down below 1 She rose again, and examined the cupboard ; 
there was a gap of fonr or five inches at the back of the upper 
shelf. 

Had the will fallen in the same way t Adela conjectured 
that thus it had been lost, though when or under what cir- 
cumstances she could not imagine. We, who are calmer, maj' 
conceive the old man to have taken his will to church with him 
on the morning of his death, he being then greatly troubled 
ftbout the changes he had in view. Perhaps he laid the folded 
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pai'ohment on the shelf and rested one of the large books in 
front of it. He bi-eathed his last. Then the old woman, whose 
duty it was to put the pews in order, hurriedly throwing the 
books into the cupboard aa soon as the dead man was removed, 
perchance pushed the document no far back that it slipped 
through the gap and down behind tlie buffets. 

At all events, no one has ever hit upon a likelier explanation. 



CHAPTEE XXIV. 



She could not sit through the service, yet to leave the church 
Bhe would have to walk the whole length of the aisle. What 
did it matter 1 It would very soon be known why she had 
gone away, and to face for a moment the wonder of Sunday- 
clad villagers is not a grave trial. Adela opened the pew door 
and quitted the chiurch, the paichment held beneath her mantle. 

As she issued from the porch the sun smote warm upon her 
face ; it encouraged a feeh'ng of gladness which had followed her 
astonishment. She had discovered the tenor of the will ; it 
affected her with a sudden joy, undisturbed at first by any re- 
flection. The thought of self was slow in coming, and had not 
power to ti-ouble her greatly even when she fa^ it. Befall 
herself what might, she held against her heart a power which 
was the utmost limit of that heart's desire. So vast, so un- 
dreamt, so mysterioualy given to her, that it seemed preter- 
natural. Her weakness was become strength ; with a single 
word she could work changes such as it had seemed no human 
agency could bring about. 

To her, to her it had been given ! "What was all her 
suffering, crowned wiih power like this ! 

She durst not take the will from beneath her mantle, though 
burning to reassure herself of its contents. Kot till she was 
locked in her room. If any one met her as she entered the 
house, her excuse would be that she did not feel well. 

But as she hurried toward the Manor, she all at once found 
herself face to face with her brother. Alfred was having a 
ramble, rather glad to get out of hearing of the baby this 
Sunday morning. 
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Hollo, what's up J ' was his exclamation. 
Adela feared lest her face had betrayed her. She was con- 
icious that her look could not be that of illness. 

' I am obliged to go home,' she said, ' I have forgotten aome- 

' I should have thought you'd rather have let the house 
burn down than acuttei- away in this profane fashion. All right, 
I won't stop you.' 

She hesitated, tempted to give some hint. But before she 
could speak, Alfred continued : 

' So Mutimer's going to throw it up.' 

' What ? ' she asked in surprise. 

He nodded towards New Wanley. 

' Throw it up r 

' So I understand. Don't mention that I said anything; 
I supposed you knew.' 

' 1 knew nothing. You mean that he is going to abandon 
the works i ' 

' Something of the kind, I fancy, I don't know that it's 
decided, but that fellow Eodman — well, time enough to talk 
about it. It's a pity, that's all I can say. Still, if he's really 

' Losing! But he never expected to make money.' 

' No, but I fancy he's beginning to see things in a different 
light. I tell you what it is, Adel^ ; I can't stand that fellow 
Rodman. I've got an idea he's up to something. Don't let 
him lead Mutimer by the nose, that's all. But this isn't Sun- 
day talk. Youngster rather obstreperous this morning.' 

Adela hn,d no desire to question further ; she let her brother 
pas? on, and continued her own walk at a more moderate pace. 

Alfred's words put her in mind of considerations to which 
in her excitement she had given no thought. New Wanley 
was no longer her husband's property, and the great Socialist 
undertaking must come to an end. In spite of her persona! 
feeling, she could not view with indifference the failure of an 
attempt which she had trained herself to rt^rd as nobly 
planned, and full of importance to the world at large. Though 
she no longer saw Mutimer's character in the same light as when 
. first she bent her nature to his direction, she stiU would have 
attributed to him a h^her grief than the merely self- regarding ; 
she had never suspected him of insincerity in his public zeal. 
Mutimer Ijad been scrupulous to avoid any utterance which 
m'ght betray half-heartedness ; in his sullen fitg of late he had 
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even made it a i-eproach against her that she cared little for his 
own deepest interests. To his wife last of all he would have 
confessed a failing in his enthusiasm : jealousy had made him 
dibcourteous, had lowered the tone of his intercourse with her ; 
.but to figure as a hero in her eyee was no leas, nay more, than 
ever a leading motive in his life. But if what Alfred said was 
true, Adela saw that in this also she had deceived herself ; the 
man whose very heart was in a great cause would sacrifice 
everything, and fight on to ths uttei-most verge of hope. There 
was no longer room for regret on his account. 

On reaching the Manor gates she feared to walk straight up 
to the house; ate felt that, if she met her husbajid, she could 
not comroand her face, and her tongue would falter. She took 
a path which led round to the gardens in the rear. She had 
remembered a litlie summer-house which stood beyond the 
kitchen -garden, in a spot sure to be solitary at thishour. There 
she could read the will attentively, and fix her resolution before 
entering the house. 

Trees and bushes screened her. She neared the summer- 
house, and was at the very door before she perceived that it was 
occupied. There sat 'Arry and a kitehenmaid, very close to 
each other, chatting confidentially. 'Arry looked up, and some- 
thing as near a blush as he was capable of came to his face. 
The kitchen damsel followed the direction of his eyes, and was 
terror-stricken. 

Adela hastened away. An unspeakable loathing turned her 
heart. She scai^ely wondered, but pressed tlie parchment closer, 
and joyed in the thought that she would so soon be free of this 
tainted air. 

She no longer hesitated to enter, and was fortunate enough 
to reach her room without meeting any one. She locked the 
door, then unfolded the will and began to pei'use it with care. 

The testator devised the whole of his real estate to Hubert 
Eldon ; to Hubert also he bequeathed his personal property, 
subject to certain charges. These were — firet, the payment of 
a legacy of one thousand pounds to Mrs. Eldon ; secondly, of a 
legacy of five hundred pounds to Mr. Yottle, the solicitor; 
thirdly, of an anniiity of one hundred and seven pounds to the 
testator's great-nephew, Richard Mutimer, such sum being the 
yearly product of a specified investment. The annuity was to 
extend to the life of Kichard's widow, should he leave one; but 
power was given to the trustee to make over to Eiehard Muti- 
mer, or to his widow, any part or the whole of the invested 
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capital, if he felt satisfied that to do so would fee for the anniii 
tant's benefit. ' It is not my wish ' — tkeae words followecl the 
directioos— ' to put the said Eichard Mutimer above the need 
of supporting himeelf by houest work, but only to aid him to 
inake use of the abilities which I understand he possesses, and 
to become a credit to the class to which he belongs,' 

The executors were Hubert Eldon himself and the lawyer 
Mr. Yotfcle. 

A man of the world brought face to face with startling re- 
velations of this kind naturally turns at once to tiouglit of 
technicalities, evasions, compromises. Adela's simpler mind 
fixed itself upon the plain sense of the will; that meant resti- 
tution to the uttermost farthing. For more than two yeara 
Hubert Eldon had been kept out of his possessions; others had 
been using. them, and lavidily. Would it be possible for her 
husband to restored He must have expended great sums, and 
of his own ho had not a penny. 

Thonght for herself came last. Mutimer must abandon 
Wanley, and whither he went, thither must she go also. Their 
income would be a hundred and seven pounds. Her husband 
became once more a working man. Doubtless he would return 
to London ; their home would be a poor one, like that of 
ordinary working folk. 

How would he bear it f How would he take this from Iter J 

Fear crept insidiously about her heart, though she fought to 
banish it. It was a fear of the instinct, clinging to trifles in 
the memory, feeding upon tones, glances, the impressions of 
forgotten moments. She was conscious that here at length 
#as the crucial test of her husband's nature, and in spite of 
every generous impulse she dreaded the issue. To that dread 
she durst not abandon herself; to let it grow even for an instant 
cost her «. sensation of iaintness, a desire to flee for cover to 
those who would naturally protect her. To give up all— and 
to Hubert Eldon ! She recalled his voice when the other day 
he spoke of Hubert. , He had not since recurred to the subject, 
but his manner etiU bore the significance with which that con- 
versation had invested it. Wo dream of suspicions on his part 
had come to her, but it was enough that something had happened 
to intensify his dislike of Hubert. Of her many fears, here was 
one which couched dark and shapeless in the background. 

A feeble woman would have chosen anyone— her mother, 
tier brother— rather than Mutimer himself for the first partici- 
pant in tjuch a. discoveiy. Adela was not feeble, and the very 
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danger, thoHgh it might chill her Bensoa, neiTed her soul. Was 
she not mibkiiig him tno ignoble f Was she not herself re- 
sponsible for much of the strangeness in his liehavioiir of late 1 
The question she bad once asked herself, whether he loved her, 
ehe could not answer doubtfully ; was it not bis bve that had 
set her idly against him ? If she could not render him love in 
return, that was the wrong ehe did bim, the sin she had com. 
mitted in becoming bis wife. Adela by this time knew too 
well that, in her threefold vows, love had of right the foremost 
place ; honour and obedience could not exist without love. Her 
wrong was involuntary, none the less she owed him such repara- 
tion as w(te possible ; she must keep her mind open to his better 
qualities. A man might fall, yet not be irredeemably base. 
Oh, that she had never known of that poor girl in London ! 
Base, doubly and trebly base, had been his behavionr there, for 
one ill deed had drawn others after it. But his repentance, his 
humiliation, must have been deep, and of the kind which 
strengthens against ill-doing in the future. 

It had to be done, and had better be done quickly. Adela 
went to her boudoir and rang the bell. The servant who came 
told her that Mntimer was in the house. She summoned him. 

It was five minutes beforehe appeai-ed. He was preoccupied, 
though not gloomily so. 

' I thought you were at church,' he said, regarding her 
absently. 

' I came away — because I found something — this ! ' 

She had hoped to speak with calmness, but the interval of 
waiting had agitated her, and the fear which no eflorfc could 
Rliay struck her heart as he entered. She held the parchment 
to him. 

' What is it r he asked, his attention gradually awakened 
by surprise. He did not move forward to meet her extended 
hand. 

' You will see — it is the will that we thought was destroyed 
— old Mr. Mutimer's will.' 

She rose and brought it to him. He looked at her with a 
sceptical smile, which was involuntary, and lingered on his face 
even after he had begun to rea«i the document, 

Adela seated herself again; she had scai'cely power to stand. 
There was a long silenca 

'Where did you find this^' Mutimer inquired at Jength* 
His tone astoni^ed her; it was almost indiiToient. But he 
did not raise his eyes. 
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She explained. It was needless, she thought, to give », 
reason foi' £er search in the lower cuphoai'd ; but the first thing 
that occurred to Mutimer was to demand such reason. 

A moment's hesitation ; then : 

' A piece of money i-olled down behind the shelf on which 
the books are; there is a gap at the hack. I suppose that is 
how the will fell down.' 

His eye was now steadOy fixed upon her, coldly scrutinising, 
as one regards a suspected stranger, Adela was made wretched 
by the inevitable felsehood. She felt herself reddening under 
his ga^. 

He seemed to fall into ahsent-mindedness, then re-read the 
document Then he took out his watch, 

* The people are out of church. Come and show me where 
it was.' 

With a de«p sense of relief she went away to put on her 
bonnet. To escape for a moment was what she needed, and 
the self-command of his voice seemed to assure her against her 
worst fears. She felt grateful to him for preserving his dignity. 
The future lost one of its terrors if only she could respect 

'Phey walked side by side to the church in silence : Mntimer 
Lad put the will into his pocket. At the wicket he paused. 

' Will Wyvem bo in there 1' 

The question was answered by the appearance of the vicar 
himself, who JHst then came forth from the front doorway. He 
approached them, with a hope that Adela had not been obliged 
to leave thi-ough indisposition. 

' A little faintness,' Mutimer was quick to reply. ' We are 
going to look for something she dropped in the pew.' 

Mr. Wyvern passed on. Only the pew-opener was moving 
about the aisles. She looked with surprise at the pair as they 
entered. 

' Tell her the same,' Mutimer commanded, under his breath. 

The old woman was of course ready with offers of assistance, 
but a word from Richard sufficed to keep her away. 

The eisamination was quickly made, and they returned as 
they had come, without exchanging a woixt on the way. They 
went upstairs again to the boudoir. 

' Sit down,' Mutimer said briefly. 

He himself continued to stand, again examining the will. 

' I should think,' he began slowly, 'it's as likely as not that 
this is ft forgery.' 
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' A forgery ! But who could have — - — ' 

Her voice failed. 

' He's not likely to have run the risk himself, 1 Hvippos^' 
Mutimer pursued, with a quiet sneer, ' but no doubt there are 
people who would benefit by it,'' 

Adela had au impulse of indignation. It showed itself in 
her cold, steady reply. 

' The will was thick with dust. It has been lying there a ; 
long time.' 

' Of course. Thoy wouldn't bungle over an important thing 
like this.' 

He was once more ecrutinieing her. The siifipicion was a 
genuine one, and involved even, more than Adela could imagine. 
If there had been a plot', such plot assuredly included the dis- 
coverer of the document. Could he in his heart chai^ Adela 
with that "i There were two voicea at his ear, and of equal per- - 
suasivenesa. Even to look into her face did not siJence the 
calumnious whispering. Her beauty was fuel to his jealousy, 
and his jealousy alone made the supposition of her guilt for a 
moment tenable. It was on his lips to accuse her, to ease him- 
self with savage innuendoes, those ' easy things to understand ' 
which come naturally fi-om such a man in such a situation. 
But to do that would be to break with her for ever, and the 
voice that urged her ianoeence would not let him incur such 
risk. The loss of his possessiona was a calamity so great that 
as yet he could not realise its possibility ; the loss of hie wife 
impressed his imagination more immediately, and was in this 
moment the more active fear. 

He was in the strange position oE a man who finds all at 
once that he dare not believe that which he has been trying his 
best to believe. If Adela were guilty of plotting with Eldon, 
it meant that he himself was the object of her utter hatred, a 
hideous thought to entertain. It threw him back upon her 
innocence. Egoism had to do the work of the finer moral 
perceptions, 

' Isn't it rather strange,' he said, not this time sneeringly, 
bat seeking for support against his intolerable auspicious, ' that 
yi)u never moved those buffets before t' 

' I never had need of them .* 

'And that hole has never been cleaned outt 

' Never ; clearly never.' 

She had risen to her feet, impelled by a glimmering of the 
thought in which he examined her. What she next said cama 



,y Google 



DEMOS 315 

from her without premeditation. Her tongue seemod to speak 
independently of her will. 

' One thing I have said that was not true. It was not 
money that slipped down, but my ting. I had taken it off and 
laid it on the iVayer-book.' 

' Your ring 1 ' he repeated, with cold surprise. ' Do you 
always take jour ring off in church, then^' 

Aa soon as the words were spoken she had gone deadly 
pale. Was it well to say that? Must there follow yet more 
explanation } She with difficulty overcame an impulse to speak 
on and disclose all ber mind, the same kind of impulse she had 
known several times of late. Sheer dread this time prevailed. 
The eyes that were upon her concealed fire; what madness 
tempted her to provoke its outburst t 

' I have never done so before,' she replied confusedly. 

' Why to-day, then t ' 

She did not answer. 

' And why did you tell— why did you say it was money t ' 

' I can't explain that,' she answered, her head bowed. ' I 
took off the ring thoughtlessly ; it is rather loose ; my finger is 
thinner than it used to be.' 

On the track of cunning Mutimer'a mind was keen enough ; 
only amid the complexities of such motives as sway a pare 
heart in trouble was he quite at a loss. This confession of 
untruthfulness might on the face of it have spoken in Adela's 
favour ; but his very understanding of that made him seek lor 
subtle treachery. She saw he suspected her ; was it not good 
policy to seem perfectly fi-ank, even if such frankness for the 
moment gave a strengthening to suspicion 'i What devilish 
ingenuity might after all be concealed in this woman, whom he 
had taken for simplicity itself. 

The first bell for luncheon disturbed his reflections. 

' Please sit down,' he said, pointing to the chair. ' We can't 
end our talk just yet' 

She obeyed him, glad again to rest her trembling limbs. 
- 'If you suspect it to be a forgery,' she said, when she had 
waited in. vain for him to speak further, ' the )xat way of decid- 
ing is to go at once to Mr. Yottle. He will remember; it waa 
he drew up the will.' 

He fladied a glance at her. 

' I'm perfectly aware of that. If this is forged, the lawyei 
has of course given his help. He would be glad to see me,' 

Again the suspicion was genuine. Mutimer felt himself 
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hedged in; every avenue of escape to which Lie thoughts turned 
was closed in advance. There was no one he would not now 
have suspected. The full meaning of his position was growing 
upon him; it made a ferment in his mind. 

' Mr. Yottle ! ' Adela exclaimed in astonishment. ' Tea 
think it possible that he Oh, that is folly ! ' 

Yes, it was folly ; her voice assured him of it, proclaiming 
at the same time the folly of his whole douht. It was falling 
to pieces, and, as it fell, disclosing the image of his fate, inexo- 
I'ahle, Ineoncsivable. 

He stood for more than five minutes in silence. Then he 
drew a little nearer to her, and asked in an unsteady voice : 

' Are yon glad of this t ' 

' Glad of it 1 ' she repeated under her breath. 

' Yes ; shall you be glad to see me lose everything t ' 

' You cannot wish to keep what belongs to others. In that 
sense I think we ought to be glad that the will is found,' 

She spoke so coldly that he drew away fi:om her again. The ,' 
second bell rang. 

' They had better have lunch without us,' he said. 

He rang and bade the servant ask Mr. and Mrs. Hodman to 
Innoh alone. Then he returned to an earlier point of the dis- 

' You say it was thick with dust t ' 

' It was. I believe the lower cupboard haa never been open 
since Mr. Mufcimer's death.' 

' Why should he take a will to church with him ? ' 

Adela shook her head. 

' If he did,' Mutimer pursued, ' I suppose it was to think 
over the new one he was going to make. You know, of course, 
that he never intended this to be his witl ) ' 

' We do not know what his last thoughts may have been,' 
Adela i-eplied, in a low voice but firmly. 

' Yes, I think we do. I mean to say, we are quite sure he 
meant to alter this. Yottle was expecting the new will,' 

' Death took him before he could make it. He left this.' 

Her quiet opposition was breath to the fire of his jealoufiy. 
He could no longer maintain his voice of argument. 

'It just means this: you won't hear anything against the 
will, and you're glad of it.' 

' Your loss is mine.' 

He looked at her and again drew nearer. 

' It's not very likely that you'll stay to share it.' 
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' Stay t ' She watched hia movements with apprehension. 
' How can I separate my future from youra ! ' 

He desired to touch Ler, to give some sign of his maatery, 
whether tenderly or with rude foi-oe mattered little. 

' It's easy to say that, but we know ifc doesn't mean much.' 

Hia tongue stammered. As Adela rose and tried to move 
apart, he caught her arm roughly, then her waist, and kissed 
her several times about the face. Released, she sank back 
upon the chair, pale, terrified, her breath caught with voiceless 
sobs. Mutimer turned away and leaned hie arms upon the 
mantelpiece. His body trembled. 

Neither could count the minutes that followed. An ines- 
plicable shame kept Mutimer silent and motionless. Adela, 
when the shock of repugnance had passed over, almost forgot 
the subject of their conversation in vain endeavours to under- 
stand this man in yhose power she was. His pa^ion was 
mysterious, revolting— impossible for her to reconcile with his 
usual bearidg, with his character as she understood it. It was 
more than a year since he had mingled hjs talk to her with any 
snch sign of affection, and her feeling was one of outrage. 
What pi-otectiOQ had she? The caresses had followed npon 
an insult, and were themselves brutal, degrading. It was a 
realisation of one of those half-formed fears wtich had so long 
haunted her in his presence. 

What would life be with him, away from the piotectionB of 
a wealthy home, when circnmstancea would have made him 
once more the London artisan, and in doing so would have 
added harshness to his natural temper; when he would no 
longer find it worth while to preserve the semblance of gentle 
breeding^ Was there strength in her to endure that^ 

Presently he turned, and she heard bim apeak her name. 
She raised her eyes with a half-smile of abashment. He ap- 
proached and took her hand. 

' Have you thought what this means to me T ha asked, in a , 
much softer voice. 

' I know it must be very hard.' 

' I don't mean in that way. I'm not thinking of the change 
back to poverty. It's my work in New Wanley, my splendid 
opportunity of helping on Socialism. Think, just when every- 
thing is fairly started ! You can't feel it as I do, I suppose. 
You haven't the same interest in the work. I hoped once you 
would have had.' 

Adela remembered what her brother had said, but she could 
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not ejlude to it. To question ■was useless. She thought of 
ft previous occasion on which he had justified himself when 
accused. 

He still held her hand. 

' Which wonld do the most good with this money, he or 1 1 ' 

'We cannot ask that question.' 

' Yes, we can. We ought to. At all events, / ought to. 
Think what it means. In my hands the money is used for tho 
good of a suffering class, for the good of the whole country in the 
end. Hewould just spend it on himself, like other rich men. It 
isn't every day that a man of my principles gets the means of 
putting them into practice, EWon is well enough off; long ago 
he's made up hia mind to the loss of Wanley, It's like robbing 
poor people just to give money where ib isn't wanted.' 

She withdrew her hand, saying coldly : 

' I can understand your looking at it in this way. But wo 
can't help it.' 

' "Why can't we ? ' His voice grew disagreeable in its effort 
to he insinuating. ' It seems to me that we can and ought to ' 
help it. It would be quite different if you and I had just been 
enjoying ourselves and thinking of no one else.' He thought 
it a sKlful stroke to unite their names thus. ' "We haven't 
done anything of the kind ; we've decied ouraelves aJ! sorts of 
things just to be able to spend Jnore on New Wanley. You 
know what I've always said, that I hold the money in trust for 
the Union. Isn't it true! I don't feel justified in giving it up. 
The end is too important. The good of thousands, of hundreds 
of thousands, is at stake.' ' 

Adela looked him in the face searchingly. 

' But how can we help it 1 There is the will.' 

Mutimer met her eyes, 

' No one knows of it but ourselvas, Adela.' 

It was not indignation that her look expressed, but at first 
a kind of shocked surprise and then profound trouble. It was 
with difficulty that she found words. 

' You are not speaking in earnest f ' 

' I am ! ' he esclaitaed, almost hopefully. ' In downright 
earnest. There's nothing to be ashamed of.' He said it be- 
cause he felt that her gaze was breeding shame in him. ' It 
isn't for myself, it's for the canse, for the good of my fellow- 
men. Don't say anything till you've thought. Look, Adela, 
you're not hard-hearted, and yon k-now how it u.'«d to pain you 
to read of the poor wretches who can't earn enough to keep 
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themselves alive. It's for their sake If they could be here 
and know of this, they'd go down on their knees to you. You 
eim't rob them of a chance ! It s like snatching a bit of bread 
ont of their mouths when they're dying of hunger.' 

The fervour with which he pleaded went far to convince 
himself; for the moment he lost eight of everything bub the 
necessity of persuading Adela, and his ztal could scarcely have 
been greater had he been actuated by the purest unselfishness. 
He was speaking as Adela had never hesuii him speak, witli 
modulations of the voice which were almost sentimental, like 
one pleading for love. In his heart he despaired of removing 
her scruples, but he overcame this with vehement entreaty. A 
true instinct forbade him to touch on her own interests ; he 
bad not lived so long with Adela without attaining some per- 
ception of the nobler ways of thought. But as often as he 
raised his eyes to hers he saw the futility of all his words. Her 
, direct gaze at length brought him to unwilling silence. 

' Would you then,' Adela asked gravely, ' destroy this 

I wiiir 

'Yes.' 

The monosyllable was all fae cared to reply. 

' I can scarcely believe yon. Such a thing is impossible. 
You could not do it.' 

' It's my duty to do it.' 

' This is unworthy of you. It is a crime, in law and in 
conscience. How can you so deceive yourself? After such an 
act as that, whatever you did would be worthless, vain.' 

'Whyr 

' Because no one can do great work of the kind you aim at 
unless ho is himself guided by the strictest honour. Every 
word you spoke would be a falsehood. Oh, can't you see that, 
as plainly as the light of day? The results of your work ! 
Why, nothing you could possibly do with all this money would 
be one-half as good as to let eveiyone know that you honour- 
ably gave it up when it was in your power dishonestly to keep 
it ! Oh, surely thai ig the kind of example that the world 
needs 1 What causes all the misery but dishonesty and selfiNh- 
neas ) If you do away with that, you gain all you are working 
for. The example ! You should prize the opportunity. You 
ore deceiving yourself; it B a temptation that you are yielding 
to. Think a moment; you will see that I am right. You 
cannot do a thing so unworthy of yourself.' 

He stood for a moment doggedly, then replied ! 
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' I can and I shall do it.' 

' Never 1 ' Adela rose and faced him. * You shaJi listen to 
oie till you understand. You, who pride yourself on your high 
motives ! For your own sake scoru this temptation, Iiet mo 
fake the will away. I will put it somewhere till to-morrow. 
You will see clearly by then. I know how dreadful this loss 
seems to you, but yoa must be stronger.' 

He stood between her and the table on which the parch- 
ment lay, and waved her back as she approached. Adela's 
voice trembled, but there was not a note in it that he could 
resent. 

' You wrong yourself, and you are cruel to me. How could 
I live with you if you did such a thing 1 How could I remain 
in this house when it was no longer yours t It is impossible, a, 
thousand times impossible. You cuwjiof mean it ! If you do 
this in spite of eveiytbing I can say, you are more cruel than , 
if you raised your hand and struck me. You make my life a ; 
shame ; you dishonour and degrade me.' '. 

'That's aU nonsense,' he replied sullenly, the jealous motive ' 
possessing him again at the sight of her gleaming eyes. ' It's 
you who don't understand, and just because you have no sym- 
pathy with my work. Any one would think you cared for 
nothiug but to take the money from me, just to ' 

Even in his access of spiteful anger he checked himself, and 
dropped to another tone. 

' X take all the responsibility. You have nothing to do with 
it. What seems tight to me, 1 shall do. I am your husband, 
and you've no voice in a thing like this.' 

' No voice ^ Have I no right to save you from ruin t Must 
a wife stand by and see her husband commit a crime t Have 
you no duty to me t Wiiat becomes of our married life if you 
rob me of all respect for you i ' 

' I tell you I am doing it with a good motive. If you were 
a thorough Socialist, you would respect me all the more. This 
money was made out of overworked ' 

He was laying bis hand on the will ; she sprang forward 
and grasped his arm. 

' Richard, give it to me I ' 

' No, I shall not.' 

He had satisfied himself that if the will was actually 
destroyed she would acquiesce in silence ; the shame she spoke 
of would constrain her. He pushed her away without violence, 
and moved towards the door. But her i ' 
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to torn and regard her. She was leaning forward, her lipa 
partisd, her eres fixed in despair. 

'Eichaid !' 

' Well ! ' 

' Are you trying me V 

' What do you mean 1 ' 

' Do you believe that I ahould let you do that and help you 
to hide it?" 

•You will come to see that I was right, and be glad that 1 
paid no heed to you.' 

' Then you don't know me. Though you are my husband 
I would make public what you Lad done. Nothing should 
eilence me. Do you drive me to that t ' 

The absence of passion in her voice impressed him far more 
than violence could have done. Her countenance had changed 
' from pleading to scorn. 
( He stood uncertain. 

'Now indeed,' Adek coutjnued, 'I am doing what no 
woman stould have to do.' Her voice became bitter. ' I have 
not a man's strength ; 1 can only threaten you Tvith shame 
which will fall more heavily on myself.' 

' Your word against mine,' he muttered, trying to smile. 

' You could defend yourself by declaring meinfamous J ' 

Did he know the meaning of that flash across her facet 
Only when the words were uttered did theu- full aigni6canc9 
strike Adela herself. 

' You could defend yourself by saying that I lied against 

He regarded her from beneath his eyebrows as she repeated 
the question. In the silence which followed he seated himself 
on the chair neai'est to him, Adela too sat down. 

For more than a quarter of an hour they remained thus, 
ito word eKchanged. Thjn Adela rose and approached her 
husband. 
■-" ' If I order the carriage,' she said softly, ' will you come 
with me at once to Belwick t' , , 

He gave no answer. He was sitting with his legs crossed, 
the will held over his knee. 

' I am sorry you have this trial,' she continued, ' deeply 
sorry. But yoci have won, I know you have won ! ' 

He turned his eyes in a direction away from her, hesitafceil, 



' Get your things o 
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He was going to the door. 
' Richard I ' 

She held her hand for the parchment. 
' Yoa can't trust roe to the bottom of the stairs ? ' 
bitterly. 

She all but laughed with glad confidence. 
•Oh, I will trust you!' 



CHAPTER XXV. 



Adela and her husband did not return from Belwick till eight 
o'clock ia the evening. In the first place, Mr. Yottle had to 
bo sent for from a friend's house in the conntry, whore he was 
spending Sunday; then there was long waiting for a train back 
to Agworth. The Kodmans, much puzzled to account for the 
disorder, postponed dinner. Adela, however, dined alone, and 
but slightly, though she had not eaten since break&et. Then 
fatigue overcame her. She slept an unbroken sleep till sun- 
On going down nest morning she found 'Arry alone in the 
dining-room ; he was standing at the window with hands in 
pocket, and, after a glance round, averted his face again, a 
low grow] his only answer to her morning salntation. Mr. 
Rodman was the next to appear. He shook hands as usual. 
In his ' I hope you are well ? ' there was an accent of respect- 
ful sympathy. Personally, he seemed in his ordinary spirits. 
He proceeded to talk of trifles, but in such a tone as he might 
have used had there been grave sickness in the house. And 
presently, with yet lower voice and a smile of good-humoured 
resignation, he said — 

'Our journey, I fear, must be postponed.' 

Adela smiled, not quite in the time w\j and biiefly 



' Alice is not very well,' Rodman then remarked I 
advised her to have breakfast upstairs I tru'-i; jou excuse 
herl' 

Mutimer made Lis appearance llejust nodded roun 1 and 
asked, as he seaf«d himself at table — 

' Who's been letting Freeman louse ? He s running about 
the garden.' 
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The dog furnished a topic for a few minutes' converKation, 
then thei-o was all bnt unbroken silence to the end of the meal. 
Richard's face expressed nothing in particnlar, unless it were a 
bad night. Rodman kept up his smile, and, eating little him- 
self, devoted himself to polite waiting upon Adela, When he 
I'oee from the table, Richard said to his brothei — 

' You'll go down as usual. I shall be at the o&ce in half 

Adela. presently went to the drawing room She v, j^ sur 
prised to find Alice sitting there. Mr^ Eodmin hal cleaily 
not enjoyed the unbroken rest which gave Adela her appeal 
aace of freshness and calm ; her eyes were swollen and led, her 
lips hung like those of a fretful child that has tired itself with 
robbing, her hair was carelessly rolled up, her attire slatternly. 
She sat in sullen disorder. Seeing Adela, she dropped her eyes, 
and her lips drew themselves tt^ether, Adela hesitated to 
approach her, but was moved to do so by sheer pity. 

'I'm afraid yon've had a bad night,' she said kindly. 

' Yes, I suppose I have,' was the ungracious reply. 

Adela stood before her for a moment, but could find nothing 
else to say. She was turning when Alice looked up, her red 
eyes almost glaring, her breast shaken with unconti-ollable 
passion. 

'I think you might have had some con side ration,' she 
exclaimed. ' If you didn't care to speak a word for youraeit', 
you might have thought about others. What are we to do, I 
should like to know 1 ' 

Adela was struck with consternation. Sho had been pre- 
pared for petulant bewailing, bnt a vehement outburst of this 
kmd was the last thing she could have foreseen, above all to 
have it directed against herself. 

' What do you mean, Alice 1 ' she said with pained surprise. 

' Why, it's all your doing, I suppose,' the other pursued, in 
the same voice. ' What right had you to let him go off in that 
way without saying a word to us! If the truth was known, I 
expect you were at the bottom of it ; he wouldn't have been such a 
fool, whatever he says. What right had you, I'd like to know t' 

Adela calmed herself as she listened. Her surprise at the 
attack was modified and turned into another channel by Alice's 
words. 

' Has Richard told yOu what passed between us t ' she in- 
quired. It cost her nothing to epaik with unmoved utterance j 
the difficulty was not to seem too indifierent. 
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' He's told us as much as lie thought lit. His duty ! I like 
that ! As if you couldn't have stopped him, if you'd choseu ! 
Yoii might have thought of other people.' 

' Did he tell you that 1 tried to stop him "i ' Adela asked, 
with the same quietness of interrogation. 

' Why, did you t ' cried Alice, looking up scovufully. 

'No.' 

' Of course not ! Talk about duty ! I should think that 
, was plain enough duty. I only wish he'd come to me with his 
talk ahout duty. It's a duty to rob people, I suppose? Oh, I 
understand him well enough. It's an' easy way of getting out 
of Ms difficulties ; as well lose his money this way as any other. 
He always thinks of himself first, trust him I He'll go down 
to New Wanley and make a speech, no doubt, and show off — 
with his duty and all the rest of it ! What's going to become 
of me ! You'd no right to let him go before telling us.' 

'Yon would have advised him to say nothing about the 
will ! ' 

' Advised him ! ' she laughed angrily. ' I'd have seen if I 
couldn't do something more than advise.' 

' I fear you wouldn't have succeeded in making your brother 
act disbofloorably,' Adela replied. 

It v/as the first sarcasm that had ever passed her lips, and 
as soon as it was spoken she turned to leave the room, fearful 
Jest she might say thiogs which would afterwards degrade her 
in her own eyes. Her body q\iivered. As she reached the 
door Eodman opened it and entered. He bowed to let her 
pass, searching her face the while. 

When she was gone he appi'oached to Alice, whom he had 



' What have you been up to 5 ' he asked sternly. 

Her head was bent before him, and she gave no answer. 

' Can't you speak t What's made her look like that 1 Have 
you been quarrelling with her t ' 

■' Quari-elling 1 ' 

' You know what I mean well enough. Just tell me what 
you said. I thought I told you to stay upstairs ? What's 
been'going out' 

' I told her she ought to have let us know,' replied Alice, 
timorous, but affecting the look and voice of a spoilt child. 

' Then you've made a fool of yourself I ' he exclaimed with 



euhdued violence. ' You've got to learn that when I ti 



I you 



to do a thing you do it— -or I'll know the reason why ! You'd 
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;s to come ontof your room. Now you'll just find her 
and apologise. You understand t You'll go and beg her pardon 
at once." 

Alice raised her eyea in wi-etched bewilderment. 

' Beg her pardon 1 ' she faltered, ' Oh, how can 1 1 Why, 
what barm have I done, Willis f I'm sure I shan't beg her 
pardon,' 

' You won't t If you talk to me in that way you shall go 
down on your knees before her. You won't ! ' 

Ilia voice had such concentrated savagery in its suppression 
that Alice shrank back in terror. 

' Willis ! How can you speak so ! What have I done 1 ' 

'You've made a confounded fool of yourself, and most likely 
Bpoilfc the last chance you had, if yon want to know. In future, 
when I say a thing understand that I mean it ; I don't give 
orders for nothing. Go and find her and beg her pardon. I'll 
wait here till you've done it,' 

' But I can't ! Willis, you won't force me to do that ) I'd 
rather die than humble myself to her.' 

' Do you hear me ! ' 

She stood up, almost driven to bay. Her eyes were wet, 
her poor, crumpled prettiness made a deplorable epecUcle. 

'I can't, I can't! Why ai'8 you so unkind to me! I have 
only said what any one would. I bate her ! My lips won't 
speak the words. You've no right to ask me to do such a 

Her wrist was caught in a clutch that seemed to erush the 
muscles, and she was iiung back on to the chai^. Terror would 
not let the scream pass her lips : she lay with open mouth and 
staring eyes. 

Rodman looked at her for an instant, then seemed to master 
his fury and laughed. 

' That doesn't improve your beauty. Now, no crying out 
before you're hurt. There's no harm done. Only you've to 
learn that I mean what I say, that's all. Now I haven't lnu't 
yoii, so don't pretend.' 

' Oh, you have hurt me ! ' she sobbed wretchedly, with her 
fingers round her injured wrist. ' I never thought you could 
be so cruel. Oh, my hand ! What harm have I donet And 
you used to say you'd never be unkind to me, never ! Oh, how 
miserable I am I Is this how you're going to treat me ) As 
if I could help It ! Willis, you won't begin to be cruel 1 Oh, 
my hand I ' 
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' Let mo look a.t it. Pooh, what's itmiss ? ' He sjioko iil] 
ftt once in his usual good-natui'ed voice. ' Now go and find 
Adda, whilst I wait here.' 

' You're going to force me to do that t ' 

' You're going to do it. Now don't make me angry again.' 

She rose, frightened again by his look. She took a step or 
two, then tamed back to him. 

' If I do this, will you be kind to me, the same as before J ' 

' Of course I will. You don't take me for a brute 1 ' 

She held her bruised wrist to him. 

' Will yon — wOl yon kiss it well again % ' 

The way in which she said it was as nearly pathetic as any- 
thing from poor Alice could be. Her miserj- was so profound, 
and this childish forgiveness of an outrage was so true a demon- 
stration of womanly tenderness which her charactep would not 
allow to be noble. , Her husband laughed rather uneasily, and 
did her bidding with an iU grace. But yet she could not go. 

' You'll promise never to speak ' 

' Yes, yes, of course I promise. Come back to me. Mind, 
I shall know how you did it.' 

'But why! What is she to us ) ' 

' I'll tell you afterwards.' 

There was a dawning of Jealousy in her eyes. 

' I doa't think you ought to make your wife lower her- 
aelf ' 

His brow darkened. 

' Will you do as I tell you 1 ' 

She moved towards the door, stopped to dry her wet cheeks, 
half looked round. What she saw sped her on her way. 

Adela, was just descending the stairs, dressed to go out. 
Alice let her go past without speaking, but followed her 
through the hall and into the gai^Jen. Adela turned, saying 
gently — 

' Do you wish to speak to me 5 ' 

' I'm sorry I said diose things. I didn't mean it. I don't 
think it was your fault.' 

The other smiled ; then in that voice which Stella had 
Bpoben of as full of forgiveness — 

' No, it is not my fault, Alice. It couldn't be otherwise. 
Don't think of it another moment.' 

Alice would gladly have retreated, but durst not omil 
what seemed to her the essential because the bitterest wOi-ds, 

' I beg youv pardon.' 
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' No, no ! ' oxclaimed Adela, quickly. ' Go ana lie down a 
iitble: you look so tired. Try not to be unhappy, your bus- 
Ijand will not let harm come to you.' 

Alice leturned to the house, hating her eister-in-law with a 
perfect hatred. 

The hated one took her way into Wanley. She had no 
pleasant mJBsion^that of letting her mother and Letty know 
what had happened. The latter she found in the gardeu behind 
the house dancing her baby-boy up and down in the sunlight. 
Letty did not look very matronly, it must he confessed; but 
what she lacked in mature dignity was made up in blue-eyed 
and warm-cheeked happiness. At the sight of Adela she gave 
a cry of joy. 

' Why, mother's just getting ready to go and say good-bye 
to you. As soon as she comes down and takes this Uttle rogue 
I shall just slip my own things on. We didn't think you'd 

' We're not going to-day,' Adela replied, playing with the 
baby's faoe. 

' Not going 1 ' 

' Business prevents Eichard,' 

'How you frightened ue by leaving church yesterday! I 
was on my way to ask about you, but Mr. Wy vern met mo and 
said there was nothing the matter. And you went to Agworth, 
ttidn't you 1 ' 

' To Belwick. We had to see Mr. Yottle, the solicitor.' 

Mrs. Waltham issued from the house, and explanations 
were again demanded. 

'Could you give baby to the nurse for a few minutest' 
Adela asked Letty. ' I should like to speak to you and mother 
quietly.' 

The arrangement was effected and all three went into the 
sitting-room. There Adela explaine<l in simple words ail that 
had come to pass; emotionless herself, but the cause of utter 
dismay in her nearere. When she ceased there was blank silence. 

Mrs. Waltham was the first to find her voice. 

' But surely Mr. Eldon won't take everything from you ? I 
don't think he has the power to— it wouldn't be just; there 
must be surely some kind of provision in the law for such a 
thing. What did Mr. Yottle say^ 

'Only that Mr. Eldon could recover the whole estate.* 

' The estate I ' exclaimed Mrs, Waltham eagerly. ' But not 
the money t ' 
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Adela emiled. 

' The estate includes the money, mother. It meana every- 

' Oh, Adela ! ' sighed Letty, who sat ■with her hands on ter 
lap, bewildered. 

' But surely not Mra. Rodman's settlement 1 ' cried the elder 
lady, who was rapidly surveying the whole situa.tion. 

' Everything,' affirmed Adela. 

'But what an exti^aoidinary, what an unheard-of thing! 
Such injustice I never knew ! Oh, hut Mr. Eldon is a. gentle- 
man — he can never exact his legal rights to the full extent. 
He has too much delicacy of feeling for that.' 

Adela glanced at her mother with a curious openness of 
look — the expression which by apparent negation of feeling 
reveals feeling of special significance. Mrs. WaJtham caught 
the glance and checked her flow of speech. 

' Oh, he could never do that ! ' fihe murmured the next 
moment, in a lower key, clasping her hands together upon her 
knees. I am sure he wouldn't.' 

' You must remember, mother,' remarked Adela with re- 
serve, ' that Mr. Eldon's disposition cannot affect us.' 

' My dear child, what I meant was this : it is impoasible for 
him to go to law with your husband to recover the uttermost 
farthing. How are you to restore money that is long since 
spent 1 and it isn't as if it had been spent in the ordinary way 
— it has been devoted to public purposes. Mr, Eldon will of 
course take all these things into considemtion. And really one 
must say that it is very strange for a wealthy man to leave his 
property entirely to strangers.' 

' Mot entirely,' put in Adela rather absently, 

'A hundred and seven pounds a year! 'exclaimed her mother 
protestiugly, ' My dear love, what can be done with such a 
paltry sum as that I ' 

' We must do a good deal with it, dear mother. It will be 
all we have to depend upon until Eichard finds — finds some 
position.' 

' But yon are not going to leave the Manor at once ? ' 

' As soon aa evei' we can. I don't know what arrange- 
ment my husband is making. "We shall see Mr. Yottle again 
to-morrow,' 

'Adela, this is positively shocking! It seems incredible; I 
never thought such tihings could happen. No wonder you 
looked white when yoa went out of church. How little I 
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imagined I But you know jou can come here at any moment. 
You can sleep with me, or well have another bed put up ia the 
room. Oh, dear ; oh, dear ! * It will take me a long time to 
understand it. Your husband could not possibly object to your 
living here till be found you a suitable home. What mil 
Alfred say I Oh, you must certainly come here. I shan't have 
a moment's rest if you go away somewhere whilst things are in 
this dreadful state.' 

' I don't think that will he necessary,' Adela replied with a 
reassuring smile. 'It might veiy well have happened that we 
had nothing at all, not even the hnndred pounds ; hat a wife 
can't run away for reasons of that kind — cari she, Letty t ' 

Letty gazed with her eyes of loving pity, and sighed, ' I 
suppose not, dear.' 

Adela sat with them for only a few minutes more. She 

/ did not feel able to chat at length on a crisis such as this, 

and the tone of her mother's sympathy was not soothing to 

her. Mrs. Waltham had begun to put a handkerchief to her 

eyes. 

' You mustn't take it to heart,' Adela said as she bent and 
kissed her cheek. You can't think how little it troubles me — 
on my own account. Letty, I look to you to keep mother 
cheerfuh Only think what numbers of poor creatures would 
dance for joy if they had a hundred a year left them ! We 
must be philosophers, you see. I couldn't shed a tear if I tried 
ever so hard. Good-bye, dear mother ! ' 

Mrs, Waltham did not rise, but Letty followed her friend 
into the ball. She bad been very silent and undemonstrative ; 
now she embraced Adela tenderly. There was still something 
of the old diffidence in her manner, but the effect of her mother- 
hood was discernible. Adela was childless — a circumstance in 
itaelf provocative of a gentle sense of protection in Letty'a 
heart. 

' You'll let us see you every day, dai'ling t ' 

' As often as I can, Letfcy. Don't let mother get low. 
spu-ited. There's nothing to grieve about.' 

Letty returned to the sitting-iwoin ; Mrs. Waltham was 
— o™^^^j)reEsing the handkerchief on this cheek and that 
alternately. 

' How wonderful she is ! ' Letty exclaimed. ' I feel os if I 
could never again fret over httle troubles.' 

'Adela has a strong character.' assented the mother with 
mournful pridn 
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Letty, unable to ait long without her baby, fetched it from 
the nurae's arms. The infant's luncheon-hour had arrived, 
Mid the nourishment was still of Letty's own providing. It 
was Btrftflge to see on her face the slow trinaiph of this inefTable 
bliss over the grief occasioned by the i«cent conversation. Mrs. 
Waltham had floated into a stream of talk. 

'M'ow, what a strange thing it is ! ' she observed, after many 
other reflections, and when the sound of her own voice had had 
time to soothe. ' On the very morning of the wedding I had 
the most singular misgiving, a feeling I couldn't explain. One 
would almost think I had foreseen fiiis very thing. And you 
know very well, mydear, that the marriage troubled me in maajy 

wave. It was not the match for Adela, but then . Adela, 

as you say, has a strong character ; she is not very easy to 
reason with. I tried to make both sides of the question clear 
to her. But then her prejudice against Mr. Eldon was very 
strong, and how naturally, poor child I Young people don't 
like to trust to time; they think everything must be done 
quickly. If sbe had been one to marry for reasons of interest 
it might look like a punishment ; hut then it was so far other- 
wise. How much better it would have been to wait a few 
years ! One really never knows what is going to happen. 
Young people really ought to trust others' experience.' 

Letty was only lending half an ear. The general character 
of her mother-in-law's monologues did not encourage much 
attention. She was conscious of a little Surprise, even now 
and then of a mild indignation ; but the baby sucking at hei 
breast lulled her into a sweet maternal apathy. Sbe could 
only sigh from time to time and wonder whether it waa a 
good thing or the contrary that Adela had no baby in her 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

MuTiMER did not come to the Manor for luncheon. Hodman, 
who had been spending an hour at the works, broi^ht word 
that business pressed ; a host of things had to be unexpectedly 
finished off and put in order. He, Alice, and Adela made pre- 
tence of a midday meal; then he wer.t into the library to smoke 
a cigar and meditate. The main subject of his meditation was 
fin interview with Adela which he purposed seeking in the 
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Btmrwsof the iiftei-noon. But he had also half-a-dozen letters of 
the first importance to despatch to town by the evening post, 
and these it was well to get off hand. He had finished them 
by half-past three. Then he went to the drawing-room, but 
foiind it vacant. He sought his wife's chamber. Alice was 
endeavouring to read a novel, but there was recent tear-shedding 
about her eyes, which had not come of the author's pathos. 

' You'll be a prett picture soon if that goes on,' Rodman 
remarked, with a fraljiness which was sufficiently brutal in 
spite of his jesting tone. 

' I can't think how you take it so lightly,' Alice replied with 
utter despondency, flinging the book aside. 

'What's the good of taking it any other wayl Where's 
Adelal' 

' Adela 1 ' She looked at him as closely as her eyes would 
let her. ' Why do you want her 1 ' 

' I asked you where she was. Please to gefc into the habit 
of answering my questions at once. It'll save time in future.' 

She seemed about to resenbhis harshness, but the effort cost 
her too much. She let her head fall forward almost upon her 
knees and sobbed unrestrainedly. 

Rodman touched her shoulder and shook her, but not 
roughly. 

' Do not be such an eternal fool 1 ' he grumbled, ' Do you 
know where Adela is or not? ' 

' No, I don't,' came the smothered reply. Then, raising her 
head, ' Why do you think so much about Adela t ' 

He leaned against the dressing-table and laughed mockingly, 

' That's the matter, eh 1 You think I'm after her 1 Don't 
be such a goose.' 

' I'd rather yon call me a goose than a fool, Willis.' 

' Why, there's not much difference. Now if you'll sit up 
and behave sensibly, I'll tell you why 1 want her.' 

' R«ally1 Will you give me a kiss first J ' 

' Poor blubbery princess ! Pah I your lips are like a baby's. 
Now just listen, and mind you hold your tongue about what I 
say. You know there used to be something between Adela and 
Eldon. I've a notion it went farther than we know of. Well, 
I don't see why we shouldn't get her to talk him over into 
letting you keep your money, or a good part of it. So you see 
it's you I'm thinking about after all, little stupid,' 

' Oh, you really mean that ! ' Kiss me s^aia—look, I've 
wiped my lips. You really think you can do that, Willis ! ' 
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'No, I don't think I can, but it's worth having a try. 
Eldon has a soft side, I know. The thing is to find Iter soft 
Bide. I'm going to have a try to talk her over. Now, where 
IB she likely to be 1 — out in the garden! ' 

' Perhaps she's at her mother's.' 



' You'll never get her to do anything for me, "Willis.' 
' Very likely not. But the things that you sacceed in aifl 
always the most unlikely, as you'd understand if you'd lived my 
life.' 

' At all events, I shan't have to give up my dresses 1 ' 

' Hang your dresses on the wardrobe pegs I ' 

He went downstairs again and out into the garden, thence 
to the entrance gate. Adela had passed it but a few minutes 
before, and he saw her a little distance off. She was going in 
the direction away fwm Wanley, seemingly on a mere walk. 
He decided to follow her and only join her when she had gone 
some way. She walked with her head bent, walked slowly and 
with no looking about her. Presently it was plain that she 
meant to enter the wood. This was opportune. But he lost 
sightof her as soon as she passed among the trees. He quick- 
ened his pace; saw her turning off the main path among the 
copses. In his pursuit he got astray ; he must have missed her 
track. Suddenly he was checked by the sound of voices, which 
seemed to come from a lower level just in front of him. 
Cautiously he stepped forwai'd, till he could see through hazel 
bushes that there was a steep descent before him. Below, two 
persons were engaged in conversation, and he could hear every 

The two were Adela and Hubert Eldon. Adela had come 
to sit for the last time in the green retreat which was painfully 
dear to her. Her husband's absence gave her freedom ; she 
nsed it to avoid the Rodmans and to talk with herself. She 
was, as we may conjecture, far from looking cheerfully into the 
future. Nor was she content with hei-self, with her behaviour 
in the drama of these two days. In thinking over the scene 
with her hushand she experienced a shame before her conscience 
which could not at first be readily accounted for, for of a truth 
she had felt no kind of shame in steadfastly resisting Mutimer's 
dishonourable impulse. But she saw now that in the jitdgment 
of one who could read all her heart shewouJdnot come off with 
anmingled praise. Had there not been another motive at 
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work in her beeidea zeal for honour ] Suppose the man bene- 
fiting by the will had been another than Hubert Eldon ) Surely 
that would not have affected her behaviour? Not in practice, 
doubtless ; but here was a question of feeling, a scrutiny of the 
soul's hidden velleities. Ko difference in action, be sure ; that 
must ever be upright. Bat what of the heroism in this par- 
ticular case! The difference declared itself; here there had 
been no heroism whatever, To strip herself and her husband 
when a moment's winking would have kept them well clad* 
Yes, but on whose behalf! Had there not been a positive 
pleasure in making herself poor that Hubert might be rich t 
There was the fatal element in the situation. She came out of 
the church palpitating with joy ; the first assurance of her hus- 
band's ignominious yielding to temptation filled her with, not 
mere scorn, but with dread. Had shenot been guilty of mock 
nobleness in her voice, her bearing! At the time she did not 
feel it, for the thought of Hubert was kept altogether in the 
background. Yes, but she saw now how it had shed light and 
warmth upon her ; the fact was not to be denied, because her 
consciousness had not then included it. She was shamed. 

A pity, is it not ! It were so good to have seen her purely •- 
noble, indignant with unmixed righteousness. But, knowing 
our Adela's heart, is it not even sweeter to bear with her! 
You win go far before you find virtue in which there is no dear 
sustaining comfort of self For my part, Adela is more to me 
for the imperfection, infinitely more to me for the confession of 
it in her own mind. How can a woman be lovelier than when 
most womanly, or more precious than when she reflects her own 
weakness in clarity of soul t 

As she made her way through the wood her trouble of con- 
Boienee was, hist in deeper suffering. The scent of undei^owths, 
which always brought back to her the glad days of maidenhood, 
filled her with the hopelessness of the future. There was no 
return on the path of life; every step made those memories of 
happiness more distant and thickened the gloom about her. 
She could be strong when it was needful, could face the world 
as well as any woman whomakesa veilof pridefor her bleeding 
heart ; but here, amid the sweet wood-perfumes, in silence and 
secrecy, self-pity caressed her into feebleness. The light was 
dimmed by her tears; she rather felt than saw her way. And 
thus, with moist eyelashes, she came to her wonted resting- 
place. But she found her seat occupied, and by the man whom 
in this moment she could least bear to meet. 
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Hubert aat there, bareheaded, lost in thought. Her light 
footfall did not touch his ear. He looked up to find her fstand- 
ing before him, aad he saw that she had been shedding tears. 
For an instant she was powerless to direct herself; then sheer 
panic possessed her and she turned to escape. 

Hubert started to his feet. 

' Mrs. Mutimer I Adela ! ' 

The fii'st name would not have stayerl her, for her flight waa 
as unreasoning as that of a fawn. The second, her own name, 
uttered with almost desperate appeal, robbed her of the power 
of movement. She turned to bay, as though an obstacle had 
risen in her path, and there was terror in her whit« face. 

Hubert drew a little neai-er and spoke hurriedly. 

' Forgive me 1 I could not let you go. You seem to hnve 
come in answer to my thought ; I was wishing to see you. Do 
forgive me ! ' 

Sbe knew that he was examining her moist eyes ; a rush of 
blood passed over her features. 

' Not unless you are willing,' Hubert pursued, bis voice at 
its gentlest and most courteous. ' But if I might speak to you 
for a few minutes J ' 

' You have heard from Mr. Yottle^ ' Adela asked, without 
raising her eyes, trying ber utmost to speak in a merely natural 
way. 

' Yes. I happened to be at my mother's house. He citme 
last night to obtain my address.' 

The truth was, that ji generous impulse, partly of bis nature, 
and in part such as any man might know in a moment of un- 
anticipated good fortune, had bade him put aside his prejudices 
and meet Mutimer at once on a footing of mutual respect. In- 
. capable of ignoble exultation, it seemed to him .that true 
delicacy dictated a personal interview with the man who, judg- 
ing from Yottle's report, had so cheerfully acquitted himself of 
the hard task imposed by honour. But as he walked overfrom 
AgBworth this zeal cooled. Conld be trust Mutimer to appre- 
ciate his motive t Such a man was capable of acting honour- 
ably, but the power of understanding delicacies of behaviour 
was not so likely to be his. Hubert's prejudices were insuper- 
able ; to his mind class differences necessarily argued a difference 
in the grain. And it was not only this consideratioa that grew 
weightier as he walked. In the great joy of recovering hia 
ancestral home, in the sight of his mother's profound happiness, 
he all but forgot the thoughts that had besieged him siiiee hia 
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j8 with Aclela in London. As he drew near to Wanley 
his imagination busied itself almost exclusively with her.; dis- 
trust and jealousy of Mutimet became fear for Adela's future. 
Such a change as this would certainly have a dire effect upon 
he( life. He thought of her frail appearance ; he remembered 
the glimpEe of her face that he had caught when her husband 
entered Mrs. Westlake's drawing room, the startled movement 
phe could not suppress. It was impossible to meet Mutimer with 
any show of go<^-feeling ; he wondered how he could have set 
' foith with such an object. Instead of going to the Manor he 
turned his steps to the Vicarage, and joined Mr.*'Wyvern at 
luncheon. The vicar had of course heard nothing of the dis- 
covery as yet. In the afternoon Hubert started to walk hack 
to Agworth, but instead of taking the direct road he strayed 
into the wood. He was loth to leave the neighbourhood of 
the Manor; intense anxiety to know what Adela was doing 
made him linger near the place where she was. Was she 
already Buffering from brutal treatment 1 What wretchedness 
might she not be undergoing within those walls ! 

He said she seemed to have sprung up in answer to his de- 
sire. In truth, her sudden appearance overcame him; her 
tearful face turned to irresistible passion that yearning which, 
consciously or unconsciously, was at all times present in his life. 
Het grief could have but one meaning; hie heart went out to 
her with pity as intense as its longing. Other women had 
drawn his eyes, had captured him with the love of a day; but 
the deep still affection which ia independent of moods and im- 
pressions flowed ever towards Adela. Ae easily could he have 
become indifferent to his mother as to Adela. As a, man'ied 
woman she was infinitely more to him than she had been as a 
girl; from her conversation, her countenance, he knew how 
richly she had developed, how her intelligence had iipened, how 
her character had established itself in inatuiity In that 
utterance of her name the secret escaped him before he could 
think how impossible it was to address her so familiarly It 
was the perpetual kej word of his thoughta , only when he 
had heard it from bis own lips did he lealise what he had done; 

When he had given the brief answer to her queatton he 
could find no more words. But Adela spoke. 

' What do yon wish to say to me, Mr. Eidon ! ' 

Whether or no be interpreted her voice by his own feelings, 
she seemed to plead with him to be manly and respect her 
womanhood. 
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, * Only to say the common things which anyone must say in 
my position, but to say them so that you will believe they are 
not only a form. The circumstances ai« so strange. I want 
to ask you for your help ; my position ia perhaps harder than 
youvB and Mr. Mutimer's. We miast remember that there is 
justice to be considered, K you will give me your aid in doing 
justice as far as I am ab!e ' 

In fault of any other possible reply he had involved himself 
in a subject which he knew it was far better to leave ua- 
touohed. He could not complete ''ia sentence, but stood before 
her with histhead bent. 

Adela scarcely knew what he id ; in anguish she sought 
for a means of quitting him, of flee g and hiding herself among 
the trees. His accent told her tli she was the object of his 
compassion, and she had invited it y letting him see her tears. 
Of necessity he must think that ah was sorrowing on her own 
account. That was true, indeed, t how impossible for him 
to interpret her grief rightly t TJ shame of being misjudged 
by bim all but drove her to speak, id tell him that she cared 
less than nothing for the loss that lad befallen her. Yet she 
could not trust herself to speak t ih words. Her heart was 
beating insufferably; aU the woi^tn in her rushed towards 
hysteria and -self-abandonment. It was well that Hubert's love 
was of quality to stand the test of these terrible moments. 
Something he must say, and-the most insignificant phrase was 
the beat. 

' Will you ait — rest after your walk ? ' 

She did so; scarcely could she have stood longer. And 
with the physical ease there seemed to come a sudden mental 
relief. A thought sprang up, opening upon her like a haven of 
refuge. 

' There is one thing I should like to ask of you,' she began, 
forcingherself to regard him directly. 'It ia a great thing, I 
am afraid ; it may be impossible.' 

' Will you tell me what it ia t ' he said, quietly filling the 
pause that followed. 

' I am thinking of New Wanley,' 

She saw a change in his face, slight, but still a change. 
She spoke more quiddy. 

' Will you let the works remain as they are, nn the same 
plan I Will you allow the workpeople to live under the same 
rulest I have been among them constantly, and lam sure 
that nothing but good results have come of — of whatmy hus- 
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band has done. There is no need to ask you to deal kindly 
with them, I know that. But if you could maintain the pur- 
pose 1 It will be such a grief to my husband if all hia 

work comes to nothing. There cannot be anything against 
your principles in what I ask. It is eo simply for the good of 
men and women whose lives are so hard. Let New Wanley 
remain as an example. Can you do this ! ' 

Hubert, ae he listened, joined his hands behind his back, 
and turned his eyes to the upper branches of the silver birch, 
which once in bis thoughts he had likened to Adela. What be 
heard from her surprised him, and upon sui-prise followed 
mortification. He knew that she had in appearance adopted 
Mutimer's principles, but his talk with her in London at Mrs. 
Boscobel's had convinced him that her heart was in far other 
things than economic problems and schemes of revolution. 
Sbe bad listened so eagerly to his conversation on art and 
kindred topics ; it was so evident that she was enjoying a 
temporary release from a mode of life which chilled all her 
waimer instincts. Yet she now made it her entreaty that bo 
would continue Mutimer's work. Beginning timidly, she grew 
to an earne^stness which it was impossible to think feigned. 
He was unprepared for anything of the kind ; his emotions 
resented it. Though consciously harbouring no single un- 
worthy desire, he could not endure to find Adela zealous on her 
husband's behalf. 

Had he misled himselfl Was the grief that he had 
witnessed really that of a wife for her husband's misfortune ) 
For whatever reason she had married Mutimer — and that 
eovld not be love — married life might have engendered affection. 
He knew Adela to be deeply conscientious ; how far was it in 
a woman's power to subdue herself to love at the bidding of 
dutyl 

He allowed several moments to pass before replying to her. 
Then he said, courteoMly but coldly : 

' I am very sorry that you have asked the one thing I 
cannot do.' 

Adela'a heart sank. In putting a distance between him 
and herself she had obeyed an instinct of self-preservation ; 
now that it was effected, the change in his voice was almost 
more than she could bear. 

' Why do you refuse J ' she asked, trying, though in vain, to 
look up at him. 

' Because it is impossible for me to pretend sympathy with 
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Mr. Mutimer's views. In tlie moment that I heard of tbe will 
my action with regard to Hew Wanley was determiiied. What 
I purpose doing ia so inevitably tbe result of my strongest con- 
victions that nothing could change me.' 

' Will you tell me what you are going to do I ' Adda 
asked, in a tone more like his own. 

' It will pain you.' 

' Yet I should like to know,' 

' I shall sweep away every trace of the mines and the works 
and the houses, and do my utmost to restore the valley to its 
former state.' 

He paused, but Adela said nothing. Her fingers played 
with the leaves which grew heside her. 

' Your associations with Wanley of course cannot be as strong 
as my own. I was bom here, aod every dearest memory of my 
life connects iteelf with the valley as it used to be. It was one 
of the loveliest spots to be found in England. You can have 
no idea of the feelings with which I saw this change fall upon 
it, this desolation and defilement — I must use the words which 
come to me. I might have overcome that grief if I had sym- 
pathised with the ends. But, as it ie, I should act in the same 
way even if I had no such memories. 1 know all that you 
wiU urge. It may be inevitable that the green and beautiful 
spots of the world shall give place to furnaces and mechanics' 
dwellings. For my own part, in this little comer, at all events, 
the ruin shall be delayed. In this matter I will give my in- 
stincts free play. Of New Wanley not one brick shall remain 
on another. I will close the mines, and grass shall again grow 
over them ; I will I'eplant the orchards and mark out the 
fields as they were before.' 

He paused again. 

' You see why I cannot do what you ask.' 

It was said in a gentler voice, for insensibly his tone had 



He found a stimige pleasure in emphasi^ing his opposition 
to her. Perhaps he secretly knew that Adela hung upon his 
words, and in spite of herself was drawn into the current of his 
enthusiasm. But he did Bot look into her face. Had he done 
BO he would have seen it fixed and pale. 

' Then you think grass and trees of more importance than 
human lives i ' 

She spoke in a voice which sounded coldly ironical in its 
attempt to be merely wdm. 
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' I had rather say that I see no value in hunian livea 
woi'ld from which grass and trees have vanished. But, in 
truth, I care little lo make my position logically sound. The 
ruling motive in my life is the love of beautiful things ; I fight 
against ugliness because it's the only work in which I can en- 
gage with all my heurt, I have nothing of the enthusiiism of 
humanity. In the course of centuries the world may perhapa 
put itself right again; I am only concerned with the present, 
and I see that sverywhei'S the tendency is towards *^he rule ofi 
mean interests, ignoble ideals.' 

' Do you call it ignoble,' broke in Adela, ' to aiiu at raising 
men from hopeless and degrading toil to a life worthy of human 
beings V 

' The end which you have in mind cannot be ignoble. But 
it is not to be reached bj' means such as these.' He jwinted 
down to the valley. ' That may be the only way of raising thai 
standard of comfort among people who work with theii' hands ;/ 
I take the standpoint of the wholly unpractical man, and say 
that such efforts do not concern me. From my point of view 
no movement can be tolerated which begins with devastating 
the earth's sui'fece. Yon will clothe year workpeople better 
you will give them better food and more leisure ; in doing st 
you injure the class that has finer sensibilities, and give powei 
to the class which not only postpones everything to materia 
^ wellheing, but more and more regai'ds intellectual refinemen i 
as an obstacle in the way of progress. Progress — the word i i 
sufficient ; you have only to think what it has come to nioSE 
It will be good to have an example of reaction.' 

'When reaction means misery to men and woman and little 
children } ' 

' Yes, even if it meant that. As far as I am concerned, I 
trust it will have no such wsults. You must distinguish 
between humanity and hiimanitarianism. I hope I am not 
lacking in the former; the latter seems to me to threaten every- 
thing that is most precious in the world.' 

' Then you are content that the majority of mankind should 
be fed and clothed and kept to labour J ' 

'Personally, quite content; for I think it very unlikely 
that the majority will ever be fit for anything else. I know 
that at present they desire nothing else.' 

' Then they must be taught to desire more.' 

Hubert again paused. When he resumed it was with a 
fimife which strove to be good-humoured. 
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' "We had bettor not arguo of these things. If I said bM 
that I tbink you would accuse me of brutality. In logic you 
will overcome me. Put me dowa as one of those who represent 
Inaction and doss 'prejudice. I am ail prejudice.' 

Adela rose, 

' We have talked a long time,' she said, ti-ying to speak 
lightly. ' We have such different views. I wish there were 
less class-prejudice.' 

Hubert scarcely noticed her words. She wae quitting him, 
and he clung to the last moment tif her presence, 

' Shall you go — eventually go to London 1 ' he asked. 

' I can't say. My husband has not yet been able to malie 
plana.' 

The word irritated him. He half averted his face. 

' Good-bye, Mr. Eldon,' 

Siie did not offer her hand — durst not do so. Hubert 
bowed without speaking. 

When she was near the Manor gates she heaid footsteps 
behind her. She turned and saw her husband. Her cheeka 
flushed, for she had been walking in deep thought. It seemed 
to her for an instant as if the subject of her preoccupation 
could be read upon her face. 

' Where have yon been 1 ' Mutimer asked, indifferently, 

'For a walk. Into the wood,' 

He was examining her, for the disquiet of her countenance ^ 
could not escape his notice. 

' Why did you go alone J It would have done Alice good 
to get her out a little.' 

' I'm afiaid she wouldn't have come.' 

He hesitated, 

' Has she been saying anything to you t ' 

'Only that she is troubled and anxious.' 

They walked on together in silence, Mutimer with bowed 
head and knitted brows. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 



The making a virtue of necessity, though it argues lack of 
ingenuousness, is perhaps preferable to the wholly honest 
demonstration of snarling over one's misfortunes. It may 
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result in good even to the hypocrite, who occasionally emprises 
himself with the pleasure he finds in weaiing a front of 
nobility, and is thereby induced fo consider the advantages of 
upright behaviour adopted for its own sake. Something of this 
kind happened in the case of Kiohard Mutimer. Seeing that 
there was no choice but to surrender bis fortune, he set to work 
to make the most of abdication, and with the result that the 
three weeks occupied in settling his affairs at New "Wanley and 
withdrawing from the Manor were full of cheerful activity. 
He did not meet Hubert Eli^on, all husiness being transacted 
through Mr. Yottle. When he heard from the latter that it was 
Eldon's intention to make a clean sweep of mines, works, and 
settlements, though for a moment chagrined, he speedily saw 
that such action, by giving dramatic completeness to his career 
at Wanley and investing its close with something of tragic 
pathos, was in truth what he should most have desired. It 
enabled him to take his departure with an air of profoundei- 
sadness; henceforth no gross facta would stand in the way of 
his rhetoric when he should enlarge on the possibilities thus 
nipped in the bud. He was more than ever a victim of cruel 
circumstances ; he could speak with noble bitterness of his life'i 
work having been swept into oblivion. 

He was supported by a considerable amount of epistolary 
sympathy. The local papers made an interesting story of what 
had happened in the old church at Wanley, and a few of the 
London journals reported the circumstances; in this way 
Mutimer became known to a wider public than had hitherto 
observed him. Not only did his fellow-Unionists write to 
encourage and moralise, but a number of those people who are 
ever ready to indite letters to people of any prominence, the 
honestly admiring and the windily ^oistic, addressed com- 
munications either to Wanley Manor or to the editor of the 
' Fiery Cross.' Mutimer read eagerly every word of each most 
insignificant scribbler ; his eyes gleamed and his cheeks grew 
warm. All such letters he brought to Adela, and made her 
read them aloud; he stood with his hands behind his back, 
his face slightly elevated and at a listening angle. At the 
end he regarded her, and his look said : ' Behold the man who 
is your husband ! ' 

But at length there came one letter distinct from all the 
rest ; it had the seal of a Government ofSce. With eyes which 
scarcely credited what they saw Mutimer read some twenty or 
thirty words from a Minister of the Crown, a gentleman of 
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vigorously ^Radical opiuionB, who had ' heard with miich 
regret that the undertaking conceived and pursued with such 
single-hearted zeal ' had come to an untimely end. Mutimer 
rushed to Adela like a schoolboy who has a holiday to 



'Read that now! What do you think of that? Now 
there's some hope of a statesman like that I ' 

Adela gave forth the letter in & voice wTiich was all too 
steady. But she said : 

' I am very glad. It must gratify you. He writes very 
kindly.' 

' You'll have to help me to make an answer.' 

Adela smiled, but said nothing. 

The ceremonious opening of the hall at New Wanley had 
been a great day ; Mutimer tried his best to make the ulosing 
yet more effective. Mr. "Westlake was persuaded to take the 
chair, but this time the oration was by the founder himself. 
There was a numerous assembly. Mutimer spoke for an hour 
and a quai'ter, reviewing what he had done, and enlarging on 
all that he might and would have done. There was as much 
applause as eveahe could desire. The proceedings closed with 
the reading of an address which was signed by all the people 
of the works, a eulogium and an expression of giatitude, not 
without one or two sentences of fiery Socialism. The spokes- 
man was a fine fellow of six feet two, a man named Redgrave, 
the idea! of a revolutionist workman. He was one of the few ; 
men at the works whom Adela, from observation of their ' 
domestic life, had learnt sincerely to i-espeot. Before reading 
the document he made a little speech of his own, and said in i 
conclusion : 

'Here's an example of how the law does justice in a 
capitalist society. The man who makes a grand use of money I 
has it all taken away from him by the man who makes no use j 
of it at all, except to satisfy his own malice and his own 
selfisbness. If we don't one and all swear to do our utmost to '. 
change such a state of things as that, all I can say is we're a I 
poor lot, and deserve to be worse treated than the animals, 1 
that haven't the sense to use their strength ! ' } 

In his reply to the address Richard surpassed himself. He J 
rose in excitement ; the words that rushed to his lips could ; 
scarcely find articulate flow. After the due thanks : t 

' To-morrow I go to London ; I go as poor as the poorest of 
you, a meohauicai engineer in search of work Whether I ) 
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iihall find it or not there's no saying. If tliey turned me out 
liecauso of my opinions three years ago, it's not very likely 
that they've grown fonder of me by this time. Aa poor a^ the 
poorest of you, I say. Most of you probably know that a 
small legacy ia left to me under the will which gives this pro- 
perty into other hands. That money will be used, every penny 
of it, for the furtherance of our cause ! ' 

It was a magnificent thought, one of those inspirationa 
which reveal latent genius. The hall echoed with shouts of 
glorification. Adela, who sat with her mother and Letty (Mra. 
Westlake had not accompanied her husband), kept her eyes 
fixed on the ground ; the uproar made her head throb. 

All seemed to be over and dispersal was beginning, when 
a gentleman stood up in the middle of the hall and made signs 
that he wished to be heard for a moment. Mutimer aided him 
in gaining attention. It was Mr. Yottle, a grizzle headed, 
ruddy-cheeked veteran of the law. 

' I merely desire to use this opportunity of reminding those 
who have been employed at the works that Mr. Eldon will be 
glad to meet them in this hall at half-past ten o'clock to-morrow 
morning. It will perhaps be better if the men alone attend, as 
. the meeting will be strictly for business purposes.' 

Adela was among the last to leave the room. As she was 
' moving between the rows of benches Mr. Westlake approached 
her. He had only arrived in time to take his place on the 
( platform, and he was on the point of returning to London. 

' I have a note for you from Stella,' he said. ' She has been 
I ailing for a fortnight ; it wasn't safe for her to come. But she 
will soon see you, I hope.' 

' I hope so,' Adela replied mechanically, as she took the 
letter. 

Mr. Westlake only added his ' good-bye,' and went to take 
leave, of Mutimer, who was standing at a little distance. 

Among those who remained to talk with the hero of the 
day was our old friend Eeene. Keeno had risen in the world, 
being at present sub-editor of a Eelwick journaL His appetKT- 
ance had considerably improved, and his manner was more 
ornate than evOr. He took Mutimer by the arm and led him 

' A suggestion — something that occurred to me whilst yoo 
were speaking. You must write the history of New Wanley. 
Not too long ; a thing that could be printed iupamphlet form 
and sohi at a penny or twopence. Speak to Westlake ; see if 
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the Union won't publish. Some simple title : " My Work in 
New Wanley," for instance. I'll see that it's well noticed in 
onr rag.' 

'Not a bad idea!' Mutimer exclaimed, throwing back his 
head. 

' Trust me, not half bad. Be of use in the Propaganda. 
Just think it over, and, if you cai« to, allow me to read it in 
manuscript. There's a kind of art — eh 1 you know what I 
mean; its only to be got by journalistic practice. Yes, "My 
Work in New Wanley " ; I think that would do.' 

' I'm going to lecture at Commonwealth Hall next Sunday,' 
Mntimer observed. ' I'll take that for my title.' 

' By-the-bye, how — what was I going to say ) Oh yes, how 
is Mrs. Eodmanl' 

' Tolerable, I believe.' 

' In London, presumably V i 

'Yes.' 

' Not much — not taking it to heart much, I hope 1 ' j 

' Not particularly, I think.' 

•I should be glad to be remembered— a word when you see i 
her. Thanks, Mutimer, thanks. I must be off.' j 

Adela was making haste to reach the Manor, that she might] 
read Stella's letter. She and her husband were to dine thia| 
evening with the Walthams — a farewell meal. With difficulty' 
she escaped from her mother and Letty ; Stella's letter demanded \ 
a quarter of an hour of solitude. \ 

She reached her room, and broke the envelope. Stella f 
never wrote at mach length, but to-day there were only a few I 
lines. I 

' My love to you, heart's darling. I am not well enough to\ 
come, and I think it likely you had rather I did not. But in ~ 
a few hours you will be near me. Come as soon as ever you' 
can. I wait for you like the earth for spring. 'Stella.' 

She ki^ed the paper and put it in the bosom of her drees. 
It was already time to go to her mother's. 

She found her mother and Letty with grave faces; some- 
thing seemed to have disturbed them. Letty tried to smile 
and appear at ease, but Mrs. Waltham was at no pains to hide 
the source of her dissatisfaction. 

' Did you know of that, Adela t ' she asked, with vexation. 
' Ahout the annuity, I mean. Had Richard spoken to you of 
his intention 1 ' 



,y Google 



DEMOS 345 

Adela replied with a simple negative. She had not given 
tbd matter & thought. 

' Then he certainly should have done. It was hia duty, I 

consider, to tell me. It is in express contradiction of all he 

has Sed me to understand. What are you going to live on, I 

nhould like to know? It's very unlikely that he will find a 

position immediately. He is absolutely reckless, wickedly 

thoughtless ! My dear, it is not too late even now. I insist 

(m your stajdng with us until your husband has found an 

; assured income. The idea of your going to live in lodgings in 

I aa obscure part of Iiondon is more than I can bear, and now 

' it really ap^s me. Adela, my child, it's impossible for you to 

f* go under these circumstances. The commonest decency will 
oblige him to assent to this arrangement.' 
'My dear mother,' Adela replied seriously, 'pray do not 
\ reopen that. It surely ought to be needless for me to repeat 
(that it is my duty to go to £ondon,' 
<i 'But, Adela darling,' began I^etty, very timorously, 
.* ' wouldn't it be relieving your husband J How much freer ho 
would be to look about, knowing you are here safe and in com- 
I fort. I really— I do really think mother is right.' 

Before Adela could make any reply there aoanded a knock 
I at the front door; Richard came in. He east a glance round 
Aat the three. The othei-s might have escaped hia notice, but 
JMrs. Waltbam was too plainly perturbed. 
j ' Has anything happened 1 ' he asked in an offliand way. 

' I am distressed, more than I can tell you,' began his 
mother-in-law. ' Surely you did not mean what you said about 

■the monev ' 

I ' Mother 1 ' came from Adela's lips, hut she cheeked herself. 
Mutimer thrust his hands into his pockets and stood 
smiling. 

' Yes, I meant it,' 

' But, pray, what are you and Adela going to Kve upon ) ' 
' I don't think we sheJ! have any difficulty.' 
' But surely one must more than think in a matter such as 
this. You mustn't mind me speaking plainly, Richard. Adela 
is my only daughter, and the thought of her undei^ing needless 
hardships is so dreadful to me that I really must speak. I have 
a plan, and I am sure you will see that it is the very beat for 
jiil of us. Allow Adela to remain with me for a little while, 
just till you have — have made things straight. It certainly 
would ease your mind. She ia so very welcome to a share of 
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Our home. You would feel less hampered. I am sure you will 
consent to this.' 

Miitimer'a smile died away. He avoided Mrs. Waltham'a 
face, and let his eyes pass in a cold gaze from Letty, who almost 
shrank, to Adela, who stood with an air of patience. 

'What do you say to this)' he asked of his wife, in a tone 
civil indeed, but very far from cordial. 

' I have heeo trying to show mother that 1 cannot do as 
she wishes. It is very kind of her, but, unless you think it 
would be bettor for metostay, I shall of course accompany yon.' 

' You can stay if you like.' 

Adela understood too well what that permission concealed. 

' I have no wish to stay.' 3 

Mutimer turned bis look on Mrs. Waltham, without saying I 
anything. i 

' Then I can say no more,' Mrs. Waltham replied. ' But/ 
you must understand that I take leave of my daughter with[ 
the deepest concern. I hope you will remember that her health/ 
for a long time has been anything hut good, and that she was 
never accustomed to do bard and coarse work.' 

' We won't talk any more of this, mother,' Adela interposed 
firmly. ' I am sure you need have no fear that I ehall be tried 
beyond my strength. You must remember that I go with my 
husband.' f 

The high-hearted one I She would have died i-ather thdiy 
let her mother perceive that her marriage was less than happy .■ 
To the end she would speak that word ' my husband,' when it! 
was necessary to speak it at all, with the confidence of ft woman' 
who knows no other safeguard gainst the ills of life. To the[ 
end she would shield the man with her own dignity, and pro-V 
tect him as fer as possible even against himself. 

Mutimer smiled ^ain, this time with satisfaction. 

' I certainly think we can take care of ourselves,' he 
marked briefly. 

In a few minutes they were joined by Alfred, who had only) 
just returned from Belwiek, and dinner was served. It was], 
not a cheerful evening. At Adela's request it bad been decidedj 
in advance that the final leave:taking should be to-night ; sh^ 
and Mutimer would drive to Agworth station together withl 
Alfred the £rst thing' in the morning. At ten o'dodc the part-/ 
ing came. Letty could not speak fbr sobbing ; she just kassoiji. 
Adela and hurried from the room. Mrs. Waltham preserved a 
rathM- &i^d statellness. 
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'Good-bye, my dear,' she aaid, when released from her 
daughtei^'s embrace. 'I hope I may have good news from 
you.' 

With Mutimer she shook hands'. 

It was a starry and cold night. The two walked side by 
side without speaking. When they were fifty yards on their 
way, a figure eame out of a comer of the road, and Adela heard 
Letty call her name. 

'I will overtake you,' she said to her husband. 

' Adela, my sweet, I couldn't say good-bye to you in the 
house ! ' 

Letty hnng about her dear one's neck. Adela choked ; ahe 
could only press her cheek against that moist one. 

'Write to me often— oh, write often,' Letty sobbed. 'And 
t«ll me the truth, darling, will you^ 

' It will be all well, dear sister,' Adela whispered. 

' Oh, that ia a dear name I Always call me that. I can't 
say good-bye, darling. You will come to see us as soon as evei 
you can % ' 

' Aa soon as I can, Letty.' 

Adela found her husband awaiting her. 

' What did she want 1 ' he asked, with genuine sarprise. 

'Only to say good-bye.' 

' Why, she'd said it once.' 

The inteiior of the Manor was not yet disturbed, but all 
the furniture was sold, and would be taken away on the mon-ow. 
They went to the drawing-room. After some insignificant 
remarks Mutimer asked ; 

' What letter was that Westlate gave you % ' 

' It was from Stella— from Mrs. W^tkke.' 

He paused. Then : 

' WUl you let me see it T 

' Certainly, if you wish.' 

She felt for it in her bosom and handed it to him. It 
shook in her fingers. 

' Why does she think you'd rather she didn't come t ' 

' I suppose because the occasion seems to her painful.' 

' I don't see that it was painful at all. What did you think 
of my speech 1 ' 

' The first one or the second % ' 

'Both, if yon Uke. I meant the fi^rst.* 

* You told the story very well,' 

' You'll never spoil me by over-praise.' 
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Adela-was silent. 

' About tbis,' he resamed, tapping the note which he still 
held, ' I don't think you need go there very often. ,It seoras 
to me you don't get inucb ^od from them.' 

She looked at bim inquiringly. 

' Theirs isn't the kind of Socialism I care much about,' he 
continued, with the air of giving a solid reason. ' It seems to 
me that Westlake's going off on a road of his own, and one 
that leads nowhere. Ai! that twaddle to-day about the develop- 
ment of society I I don't think he spoke of me as he might 
have done. You'll see there won't be half a report in the 
"Fiery Cross."' 

Adela was still silent. 

' I don't mean to say you're not to seo Mrs. Weatlake at all, 
if you want to,' he pursued. ' I shouldn't have thought she 
was the Iiind of woman to suit you. If the truth was known, 
I don't think she's a Socialist at all. But then, no more are 
you, eh 1 ' 

' There is no one with a more passionate faith in the people 
than Mrs. Westlake,' Adela returned. 

'Faith I That won't do much good,' 

He was silent a little, then went to another subject. 

' Rodman writes that he's no intention of giving up the 
money. I knew it would come to that.' 

' But the law will compel him,' Adela exclaimed, 

' It's a roundabout business. Eldon's only way of recover- 
ing it is to bring an action against me. Then I shall have to 
go to law with Rodman.' 

' But how can he refuse ! It is ' 

She cheeked herself, remembering that words were two- 
edged. 

' Oh, he writes in quite a friendly way — makes a sort of 
Joke of it. We've to get what we can of him, he says. But 
he doesn't get off if X can help it. I must see Yottle on our 
way to-morrow. 

' Keene wants me to write a book about Kew Wanley,' he 



' A book ? ' 

' Well, a small one. It could be called, " My Work at New 
Wanley." It might do good.' 

' Yes, It might,' Adela assented absently. 

'You look tired. Get off to bed ; you'll have to be up early 
in the morning, and it'll be a hard day.' 



,, Google 



UEMOS 349 

Adela weat, hopeful of oblivioa till the 'hai-d day* shouii? 

The next morning thej were in Eelwiek by half-past nine. 
Alfred took leave of them and went off to business. He pro- 
mised to ' look them up ' in London before very long, probably 
at Christmiis. Between him and Mutimer there was make- 
believe of cordiality at parting; they had long ceased to feel 
ftay real interest in each other. 

Adela had to spend the time in the railway waiting-room 
whilst her husband went to see Yottle. It was a great bare 
place ; when she entered, she found a woman io mourning, 
with a little boy, sitting alone. The child was eating a bun, 
his mother was silentiy shedding tears. Adela seated herself 
as far from them as possible, out of delicacy, but she saw the 
woman look frequently towards her, and at last rise as if to 
come and speak. She was a feeble, helpless-looking being of 
about thirty ; evidently the need of sympathy overcame her, for 
h\i& bad no other esouse for addressing Adela save to tell that 
her luggage had gone astray, and that she was waiting in the 
hope that something might be heard of it. Finding a gentle 
hstener, she talked on and on, detailing the wi'etehed circum- 
stances under which she bad recently been widowed, and her 
miserable prospects in a strange town whither she was going. 
Adela made an effort to speak in words of comfort, but her own 
voice sounded hopeless in her ears. In the station was a con- 
stant roaring and hissing, hell-ringing and the shriek of whistles, 
ths heavy trundling of barrows, the slamming of carriage- 
doors; everywhere a smell of smoke. It impressed her as 
though all the world had become homeless, and had nothing to 
■Io but journey hither and thither in vain search of a resting- 
place. And her waiting lasted more than an hour. But for 
the effort to dry another's tears it would have been hard to 
restrain her own. 

The morning bad threatened rain; when at length the 
journey to London began, the black ■ skies yielded a steady 
downponr. Mutimer was anything but cheerful ; establishing 
himself in a corner of the third-class carriage, he for a time 
employed himself with a newspaper ; then, throwing it on to 
Adeta's lap, closed his eyes as if he hoped to sleep. Adela 
glanced up and down the bairen fields of type, but there was 
nothing that could hold her attention, and, by chance looking 
at her husband's face, she continued to examine it. Perhaps 
Ve was asleep, perhaps only absorbed in thought. His lips: . 
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were Bullenly loose Iseneatli the thick reddish muustache ; his 
eyebrows had drawn themselves together, scowling. She could 
not avert her gaze ; it seemed to her that she was really 
scnitiniaing his face for the first time, and it was as that of a 
strangei'. Not one detail had the stamp of familiarity : the 
whole repelled her. What was the meaning now first revealed 
to her in that countenance? The featnrea had a massive 
regularity; there was nothing grotesque, nothing on the surface 
repulsive ; yet, beholding the face as if it were that of a man 
uninown to her, she felt that a whole world of natural anti- 
pathies was between it and her. 

It was the face of a man by birth and bi'eeding altogether 
beneath her. 

Never had she understood that as now;- never had she con- 
ceived so forcibly the reason which made him and her husband 
and wife only in name. Suppose that apparent sleep of his to 
be the sleep of death ; he would pass from her consciousness 
like a shadow from the field, leaving no traee behind. Their 
life of union was a mockery ; their married intimacy was an 
unnatural horror. He was not of her dass, not of her world; 
only by violent wrenching of the laws of nature had they come 
together. She had spent yeare in trying to convince herself 
that there were no such distinctions, that only an unworthy 
prejudice jiarted class from class. One moment of true insight 
was worth more than all her theorising on abstract principles. 
To be her equal. this man must be born again, of other parents, 
in other conditions of life. ' I go back to London a mechanical 
engineer in search of employment.' They were the truest 
words he had ever uttered ; they characterised him, classed 
him. 

She had no claims to aristocratic descent, but her parents 
were gentlefolk ; that is to say, they were both born in a posi- 
tion which encouraged pei'sonal refinement rather than the 
contrary, which expected of them a certain education in excess 
of life's barest need, which authorised them to use the service 
of ruder men and women in order to secure to themselves a 
margin of life for life's sake. Perhaps for three generations 
her ancestors could claim so much gentility; it was more than 
enough to put a vast gulf between her and the Mutimers. 
Favourable circumHtances of upbringing had endowed her with 
delicacy of heart and mind not inferior to that of any woman 
living; mated with an equal husband, the children born of her 
Dii^ht hope to take their place among the most beautiful and 
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the most jutelligeivt. And her husband waa a man incapable 
of understanding her idlest thought. 

He opened his eyes, looked at her blantly for a moment, 
etifred his limbs to make his position easier. 

Pouring rain in London streets. The cab drove eastward, 
but for no great distance, Adela found herself alighting at a 
lodging-house not far from the I'eservoir at the top of Penton- 
ville HiU. Mutimer had taken these rooms a week ago. 

A servant fresh from the blackleading of a grate opened 
the door to them, grinning with recognition at the sight of 
Mutimer. The latter bad to help the cabman to deposit the 
trunks in the passage. Then Adela was shown to her bedroom. 

It was on the second floor, the ordinary bedroom of cheap 
furnished lodgings, with scant apace between the foot of the 
bed and the fireplace, with a dirty wall-paper and a strong 
musty odour. The window looked upon a backyard. 

She passed from the hedroom to the sitting-room ; here was 
the same vulgar order, the same musty smell. The table was 
laid for dinner. 

Mutimer read his wife's countenance furtively. He could 
not discover how the abode impressed her, and he put no ques- 
tion. When be returned from the bedroom she was sitting 
before the fire, pensive. 

' You're hungry, I expect t ' he said. 

Her appetite was far from keen, but in order not to appear 
discontented she replied that she would he glad of dinner. 

The servant, her hands and face half washed, presently 
appeared with a tray on which were some mutton-chops, 
I potatoes, and a cabbage. Adela did her best to eat, but the 
( chops were ill-cooked, the vegetables poor in quality. There 
{ followed a rice-pudding; it was nearly cold ; coagulated masses 
of rice appeared beneath yellowish water. Mutimer made no 
I'emark about the food till the table was cleared. Then he 

' They'll have to do better than that. The first day, of 

coui-se You'll have a talk with the landlady whilst I'm 

out to-night. Just let her see that you won't be content with 
anythvng ; you have to talk plainly to these people.' 

' Yes, I'll speak about it,' Adela replied. 

' They made a trouble at first about waiting on ua,' Mutimer 
pursued. ' But I didn't see how we could get our own meals 
vwy well. You can't cook, can you 1 ' 

He smiled, and seemed half aiflianied to ask the question. 
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'Oh yes; I can cook ordinary things,' Adela said. ' But — 
we haven't a kitchen, have we t ' 

' Well, no. If we did anything of that kind, it would have 
to be on tliis fii-e. She charges us four shillings a week more 
for cooking the dinner.' 

He added this information, in a tone of assumed carelessness. 

' I think we might save that,' Adela said. 'If I had the 
necessary things I should like to try, if yon will let me.' 

' Just as you please. I don't suppose the stuff they send 
us up will ever be very eatable. But it's too bad to ask you 
to do work of that kind.' 

' Oh, I shan't mind it in the least I It will be far better, 
better in every way.' 

Mutimer brightened up. 

' In that case we'll only got them to do the housenmid 
work. You can explain that to the woman ; her name is 
Mrs. Gulliman.' 

He paused. 

' Think you can make yourself at home, here t ' 

'Yes, certainly.' 

' That's all right. I shall go out now for an hour or so. 
You can unpack your boxes and get things in order a bit.' 

Adela had her interview with Mrs. Gulliman in the course ' 
of the evening, and fresh arrangements were made, not perhaps ■ 
to the landlady's satisfaction, though she made a show of 
absorbing interest and vast approval. She was ready to lend ; 
her pots and pans till Adela should have made purchase of 
those articles. 

Adela had the satisfaction of saving four shillings a week. ! 

Two days later Mutimer sought eagerly in the ' Fiery Cross ' i 
for a report of the proceedings at Hew Wanley. Only half ' 
a column was given to the subject, the speeches being sum- 
marised. He had fully expected that the week's 'leader' 
would be concerned with his affairs, but there was no mention 

He bought the ' Tocsin.' Foremost stood an article headed, 
' The Bursting of a Soap Bubble.' It was a satirical review of 
the history of New Wanley, signed by Comrade Roodhouse. 
He read in one place : ' Undertakings of this kind, even if 
pursued with genuine enthusiasm, fli» vorse than useless; they 
are positively pernicious. They are half measures, and can 
only result in delaying the Revolution. It is assumed that 
working men can be kept in a good temper with a Utile better 
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houBing and a little more money. That is to aid tbe capitalists, 
to smooth over huge wronga with potty concessions, to cry peace 
where there is no peace. We know this kind of tiling of old. 
It is the whole system of wage-earning that must be overthrown 
^the ideas which rule the relations of employers and employed, 
i Away with these palliatives ; let ua rejoice when we see working 
'■ men starving aod ill-clad, for in that way their eyes will be 
I opened. Tbe brute who gets tbe uttermost farthing out of the 
toil of his wage-slaves is more a friend to us and our cause than 
any namby-pamby Socialist, aueh as the late Dukeling of New 
Wanley, Socialist Indeed ! But enough. We ha.v6 probably 
beard the last of this prurvenu and his loudly trumpeted schemes. 
No true friend of the Revolution can be grieved.' 

Mutimei- bit bis lip. 

' Heard the lust of me, have they J Don't be too hasty, 
Roodhouse.' 



CHA-PTEE XXVII. 



A. WEEK later; the scene, the familuir kitchen in Wilton 
Square. Mrs, Mutimer, upon whom time has laid unkind 
hands since last we saw her, is pouring tea for Alice Rodman, 
who has just come all the way ^m the West End to visit her, 
Alice, too, has suffered from I'eeent vicissitudes; her freshness 
is to seek, her bearing is no longer buoyant, she is careless in 
attire. To Judge from the corners of her mouth, she is con- 
firmed in querulous habits; her voice evidences the same. 

She was talking of certain events of the night befoi*. 

' It was Eibout half-past twelve— -I'd just got into bed — 
when tbe servant knocks at my door. " Please, mum," sho 
says, "there's a policeman wants to see master." You may 
think if I wasn't frightened out of my life ! I don't think it 
was two minutes before I got downstairs, and there the police- 
man stood in the hall. I told him I was Mrs, Rodman, and 
then he said a young man called Henry Mutimer had got locked 
up for making a disturbance out&ide a music ball, and he'd sent 
to my husband to bail him out. Well, joat as we were talking 
ia comes Willis, Rare and astonisbed he was to see me with 
all my things huddled on and a policeman in the bouse. We 
did BO laugh afterwards; he said bethought I'd been committing 
It robbery. But be wouldn't bail 'Arry, and T couldn't blame 
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him. And now he says 'Arry 'U have to do as best he can. 
He won't get him another place.' 

' He's lost his place too 5 ' asked the mother gloomily. 

' He was dismissed yestei-day. He says that's why he 
- went diinking too much. Out of ten days that he's been in 
the place he's missed two and hasn't been punctual once.. I / 
Ihink you might have seen he got off at the propei' time in the 
morning, mother.' 

* What's the good o' bkmin' me 1 ' exclftimed the old woman 
fretfully. ' A deal o' use it is for me to talk. If I'm to be 
held 'countable he doesn't live here no longei'; I know that 

' Dick was a fool to pay his fine. I'd have let him go to 
prison for seven days ; it would have given him a lesson,' 

Mrs. Mutinier sighed deeply, and lost herself in despondent 
thought. Alice sipped her tea and went on with her voluble 
talk. 

' I suppose he'll show up some time to-night unless Dick 
keeps him. But he can't do tliat, neither, unless he makes him 
sleep on the sofa in their sitting-room. A nice come-down for 
my lady, to be living in two furnished rooms ! But it's my 
belief they're not so badly off as they pretend to be. It's all 
very well for Dick to put on his aiis and go about saying he's 
given up every farthing ; he doesn't get me to believe that. 
He wouldn't go paying away bis pounds so readily. And they 
have attendance from the landlady; Mrs. Adela doesn't soil 
her fine fingers, trust her. You may depend upon it, they've 
plenty. She wouldn't speak a word for us ; if she cared to, she' 
could have persuaded Mr. Eldon to let me keep my money, and 
then there wouldn't have been all this law bother.' 

' What bother's that r 

'Why, Dick says he'll go to law with my husband to 
recover the money be paid him when we were married. It 
seems he has to answer for it, because he's what they call the 
administrator, and Mr. Eldon can compel him to make it all 
good again.' 

' But I thought you said you'd given it all up ?' 

' That's my own money, what was settled on me, I don't 
Bee what good it was to me; I never had a penny of it to' 
handle. Now they want to get all the rest out of us. How 
are we to pay back the money that's spent and gone, I'd like 
to know J Willis says they'll just have to get it if they can. 
And here's Dick going on at me because wn don't go into' 



,, Google 



lodginga I I don't leave the house before I'm obliged, I know 
that much. We may as ■well be comfortable as long aa we 

' The mean thing, that Adela ! '■ she pursued after n, paiise: 
' She was to have married Mr, Eldon, and broke it off when 
she found he wasn't going to be as rich as she thought ; then 
she caught hold of Dick. I should like to have seen her face 
when she found that will ! — I wish it had been me ! ' 

Alice laughed unpleasantly. Her mother regai'ded her with 
an air of curious inquiry, then murmui'ed : 

' Dick and she did the honest thing. I'll eay so much for 

'111 be even with Mrs. Adela yet,' pursued Alice, disi*- 
garding the remark. ' She wouldn't speak for me, but she's 
spoken for herself, no fear. She and her airs ! ' 

There was silence ; then Mrs, Mutimer said ; 

' I've let the top bedroom for four-and-six.' 

' 'Arry's room t "What's he going to do then ) ' 

'He'll have to sleep on the chair-bedstead, here in the 
kitchen. That is, if I have him in the 'ouse at all. And I 
don't know yet as I shall.' 

' Have you got enough money to go on with ! ' Alice asked. 

'Dick sent me a pound this morniog. I didn't want it.' 

'Has he been to see you yet, mother!' 

The old woman shook her head. 

' Do you want him to come, or don't youl' 

There was silence. Alice looked at her mother askance. 
The leathern mask of a faee was working with some secret 
emotion, 

' He'll come if he likes, I s'pose,' weis her abrupt answer. 

In the renewed silence they heard some ono enter the house 
and descend the kitehen stairs. 'Arty presented himself. He 
threw hia hat upon a chair, and came forward with a swagger 
to seat himself at the teartable. 

His mother did not look at him. 

' Anything to eat !' he asked, more loudly than was neces- 
sary, as if he found the silence oppressive, 

' There's bread and butter,' replied Alice, with lofty scorn, 

' Hullo I Is it you 1 ' exclaimed the young man, affecting 
to recognise his sister. ' I thought you was above coming here ! 
Have they turned you out of your house 1 ' 

' That's what'U happen to you, I shouldn't wonder.' 

'Airy cast a glance towards his mother. Seeing that her 
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eyes were fixed in another direction, he begam pantomimic 
lnt«rrogation of Alice. The latter disr^arded bim. 

'Any presented an appearance less than engaging. He still 
bore the tra«M of last night's debauch and of his sojourn in the 
poUce-cell. There -was dry mud on the Ixick of his coat, his 
shirt-cufie and collar were of a elaty hue, his hands and faco 
filthy. He began to eat broad and bntter, washing down each 
morsel with a gulp of tea. The spoon remained in the cnp 
whilst he drank. To 'Arry it was a vast relief to be free from 
the conventionalities of Adela's table. 

' That lawyer fellow Yottle's baen to see them to-day,' he 
remarked presently. 

Alice looked at him eagerly. 

' What about 1 ' 

' There was talk about you and Rodman.' 

' What did they say t ' 

' Coiildn't hear. I was in the other room. But I heard 
Yottle speaking your name.' 

He had, in fact, heard a few words through the keyhole, 
but not enough to gather the sense of the conversation, which 
had been cairied on in discreet tones. 

' There you are ! ' Alice exclaimed, addi-essing her mother. 
' They're plotting against us, you see.' 

' I don't think it 'ud be Disk's wish to do you harm,' said , 
Mrs. Mutimer absently. 

' Dick 11 do whatever she tells him.' '■ 

' Adela, eh V observed 'Arty, ' She's a cat.' 

' Toil mind yoar own business ! ' returned hie sister, 

' So it is my business. She looked at me as if I wasn't 
good enough to come near her 'igh-and -mightiness. I'm glad 
to see !ier brought down a peg, chance it ! ' 

Alice would not condescend to join her reprobate brother, 
even in abuse of Adela. She very shortly took leave of her 
mother, who went up to the door with her. 

' Ai-e you going to see Dick 1 ' Mis. Mutimer said, in the 



' I shan't see hira till he cornea to wy house,' replied Alice 
sharply. 

The old woman stood on the doorstep till her daughter was 
out of sight, then sighed and returned to her kitchen. 

Alice I'eturned to her more fashionable quartor by omnibus. 
Though Rodman had declined to make any change in their 
establishment, he practised economy in the matter of bis wife's 
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pin-money. Gone were t!ie delights of shopping, gone the little 
lunches in confectioners' shops to which Alice, who ate sweet 
things hke a child, had been much addicted. Even the carriage 
she could seldom make use of, for Eodman had constant need 
of it — to save cab-fares, he said. It was chiefly employed in 
taking him to and from the City, where he appeared to have 
much business at present. 

On reaching home Alice found a telegram from her husr 
band. 

' Shall bring three friends to dinner. Be ready for us at 



Yet he had assured her that he would dine quietly alone 
with her at eight o'clock, Alice, who waa weary of the kind 
of men her husband constantly brought, felt it as a bitter dis- 
appointment. Besides, it was already after six, and there were 
no provisions In the house. But for her life she durst not cause 
Rodman annoyance by offering a late or insufficient dinner. 
She thanked her stars that her return had been even thus 
«rly. 

The men when, they presented themselves were just of the 
kind she expected — loud-talking— their interests divided be- 
tween horse-racing and the money-marftt ; she was a cipher 
at her own table, scarcely a remark being addressed to her, 
Tho conversation waa meaningless to her; it seemed, indeed, to 
be made purposely mysterious ; terms of the stock-exchange 
were eked out with nods and winks. Bodman waB in far 
better spirits than of late, whence Alice gathered that some 
promising rascality was under consideration. 

The dinner over, she was left to amuse herself as she could 
in the drawing-room. Kodraan and his friends continued their 
talk round the table, and did not break up till close upon mid- 
night. Then she heard the men take their departure, Eod- 
man presently came up to her and threw himself into a chair. 
His face was very I'ed, a sign with which Alice waa familiar ; 
but excessive potations apparently had not produced the usual 
effect, for he was still in the best of tempers. 

' Seen that young blackguard t ' he began by asking, 

'I went to see mother, and he cfime while I was there,' 

' He'll have to look after himself in future. You don't 
catch me helping him again.' 

' He says Mr. Yottle came to see them to-day.' 

' To see who ) ' 

' Dick and his wife. He heard them talking about ue.' 
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IWdman laughed. 

' Let 'em go ahead 1 I wish them lueli.' 

'But can't they i-uin us if they likeJ' 

'It's all in a life. It wouldn't be the first time I've been 
ruined, old girl. Let's enjoy ourselves whilst we can. Tliei'e'a 
nothing hke plenty of excitement.' 

' It's alt very well for you, Willis. But if you had to sit at 
home all day doing nothing, you wouldn't find it ao pleasant.' 

' Get some novels.' 

' I'm tired of novels,' she replied, sighing. 

' So Yottle was with them t ' Eodman eaid musingly, a 
smile still on his face. ' I wish I knew what terms they've 
come to with Eldon.' 

' I wish I could do something to pay out that woman ! ' 
exclaimed Alice bitterly. ' She's at the bottom of it aJl, She 
hatefl both of ua. Dick 'ud never have gone against jou but 
for her,' 

Eodman, extended in the low chair at full length, fixed an 
amused look on her. 

' You'd like to pay her out, eh V 

' Wouldn't I just 1 ' 

' Ha 1 ha I what a vicious little puss you are t It's a good 
thing I don't teli you everything, or you might do damage.' 

Alice turned to him with eagerness. 

' What do you mean ) ' 

He let his head fall back, and laughed with a drunken 
mail's hilarity. Alice persisted with her question. 

' Come and sit here,' Hodman said, patting his knee. 

Alice obeyed him. 

' What is it, Willis ! What have you found out t Do tell 
me, there's a dear ! ' 

' I'll tell you one thing, old g^rl : you're losing your good 
Jooka. Nothing like what you were when I maiTied you.' 

She flushed and looked miserable. 

' I can't help my looks. I don't believe you care how I 

' Oh, don't I, though ! Why, do you think I'd have stuck 
to you lite this if I didn't 'i What was to prevent me from 
I'eaUsing all the cash I could and clearing off, eh t "twoutdn't 
have been the first ' 

' The first what t ' Alice asked sharply, 

'Never mind. You see I didn't do it. Too bad to leave 
.the Princess in the lurch, wouldn't it be ) ' 
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Alice eaemed to have forgotten the other secret. She 
eearched his face for a moment, deeply troubled, then asked : 

' Willis, I want to know who Clara is ) ' 

He moved his eyea slowly, and regarded her with a puzzled 
look. 

' Clara t What Clara r 

' Somebody you know of. YouVe got a habit of talking m 
your sleep lately. You were calling out ' Clara 1 ' last night, 
and that's the second time I've heard you.' 

He was absent for a few seconds, then laughed and shook 
his head, 

' I don't know anybody called Olai-a. It's your mistake,' 

' I'm quite sure it isn't,' Alice murmured discontentedly. 

' Well, then, we'll say it is,' he rejoined in a firmer voice. 
' If I talk in my sleep, perhaps it'll be better for yon to pay no 
attention. I might find it inconvenient to live with you.' 

Alice looked frightened at the threat. 

'You've got a great many secrets from me,' she said de- 
spondently. 

' Of course I have. It is for yonr good. I was going to 
tell you one just now, only you don't seem to care to hear it.' 

' Yea, yes, I do I ' Alice exclaimed, recollecting. ' Is it 
something about Adelai ' 

He nodded. 

' Wouldn't it delight yon to go and get her into a terrible 
row with Dick r 

' Oh, do tell me I What's she been doing ! ' 

' I can't quite promise you the fun,' he replied, laughing, 
' It may miss fire. What do you think of her meeting Eldon 
alone in the wood that Monday afternoon, the day after she 
found the will, you know ) ' 

' You mean that i ' 

' I saw them together.' 

' But she— you don't mean sh e ■ - > ?' 

Even Alice, with all her venom against her brother's wife, 
had a difficulty in attributing this kind of evil to Adela. In 
spite of herself she was incredulous. 

'Think what you like,' said Rodman. 'It looks queer, 
that's aU.' 

It was an extraordinary inatamce of malice perpetrated out 
of dieer goodi-hnmonr. Had he not been assured by what he 
heard in the- wood of the perfectly innocent relations between 
Adela and Eldon, he would naturally have made some profit- 
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ftbJe use of his kBOwledgo before this. As long as there whs s 
possibility of advantage in keeping on good terms with Adela, 
he spoke to no one of that meeting which he had witnessed. 
Even now he did not know bat that Adela had fi'eely disclosed 
the aifair to her husband. But his humour was genially 
mischievous. If he could gratify Alice and at the same time 
do the Mutimera an ill turn, why not amuse himself t 

' I'll tell Dick the very first thing in the morning ! ' Alice 
declared, aglow with spiteful anticipation. 

Rodman approved the purpose, and went oflf to bed laugh- 
ing uproaa-ioualy. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Adela allowed a week to pass before siieaking of her desire 
to visit Mrs, "Weetlake, In Mutimer a fit of suUennesa had 
followed upon his settlement in lodgings. Ho was away from 
home a good deal, but his hours of return were always uncer- 
tain, and Adela could not help thinking that he presented 
himself at nnlikely times, njerely for the sake of surprising her 
and discovering her occupation. Once or twice she had no 
knowledge of his approach until he opened the door of the 
room ; when she remarked on his having ascended the stairs so 
quietly, he professed not to understand her. On one of those 
occasions she was engaged on a letter to her mother ; he 
inquired to whom she was writing, and for reply she merely 
held out the sheet for his penisa!. He glanced at the super- 
scription, and handed it back. Breathing this atmosphere of 
suspicion, she shrank from iwita.ting him by a mention of 
Stella, and to go without his express permission was impos- 
sible. Stella did not write; Adela began to fear lest her illness 
had become more serious. When she spoke at length, it was , 
in one of the moments of indignation, almost of revolt, which 
at intervals came to her, she knew not at what impulse. At 
Wanley her resource at such times had been to quit the bouse, 
and pace her chosen walk in the garden till she was weary. 
In Loudon she had no refuge, and the result of Jier JoS8 of 
fresh air had speedily shown itself in moods of impatience 
which she foond it very difficult to conquer. Her husband 
came home one afternoon about five o'clock, and, refusing to 
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bave any t«a, sat for several hours in complete silence; occa- 
eionally he pretended to look at a pamphlet which he had 
brought ia with him, but for the most part he sat, with hia 
lega crossed, frowning at vacancy. Adela grew feveri^ beneath 
the oppression of this brooding ill-temper; her endeavour to 
read was vain; the silence was a constraint upon her moving, 
her breathing. She spoke before she was conscious of an 
intention to do so. 

'I think I most go and see Mrs. Westlake to-morrow 
morning.' 

Mntimer vouchsafed no answer, gave no sign of having 
heard. She I'epeated the words. 

' If you must, you must.' 

' I wish to,' Adela said with an emphasis she could not 
help. ' Do you object to my going}' 

He was surprised at her tone. 

' I don't object, I've told you I think you get no good 
there. Bub go if you like,' 

She said after a silence : 

' I bave no other friend in London ; and if it were only on 
account of her kindness to me, I owe her a visit.' 

' Ail right, don't talk about it any more; I'm thinking of 
something.' 

The evening wore on. At ten o'clock the servant brought 
up a jug of beer, which she fetched for Mutimer every night; 
lie said he could not sleep without this sedative. It was always 
the sign for Adela to go to bed. 

She visited Stella in the morning, and found Iier still 
suffering. They talked for an hour, then it was time for 
Adela to hasten homewards, in order to hive dinner ready by 
half-past one. From Stelia she had no sufret, save the one 
which she did her best to make a secret even to herself; she 
spoke freely of her mode of life, though without comment. 
Stella made no comments in her rephes. 

' And you cannot have lunch with me t ' she asked when 
her friend rose. 

* I cannot, dear.' 

' May I write to you 1 ' Stella said with a meaning look, 

' Yes, to tell me bow you are,' 

Adela had not gotfar from the house when she saw her 
husband walking towards her. She looked at him steadily. 

' I happened to be near,'- he explained, ' and thought I 
might as well go home with you,' 
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' I miglit have been gone.' 

' Oh, I shouldn't have waited long,' 

The form of his reply diBOOvered that he had no intention of 
calling at the honae ; Adela undeistood that he had been in 
Avenue Eoad for some time, probably had reached it very soon 
after her. 

The nest morning there arrived for Mutimer a letter from 
Alice. She desired to see him ; her husband would be from 
iome all day, and she woold be fonnd at any hour ; her busi- 
ness was of importance — underlined, 

Mutimer went shortly after breakfast, and Alice received 
him very much as she would have done in the days before the 
catastrophe. She had arrayed herself with special eare; he 
found her leaning on cushions, her feet on a stool, the eternal 
novel on her lap. Her brother had to stifle anger at seeing her 
thus in appearance unafteeted by the storm which had swept 
away his own happiness and luxuries. 

' What is it you want 9 ' he asked at once, without pretimi- 
naiy greeting. 

' You are not very polite,' Alice returned. ' Perhaps youll 
take a chair.' 

' I haven't much time, so please don't waste what I can 
afford.' 

' Are you so busy I Have yon fonnd something to do ) ' 

'I'm likely to have enough to do with people who keep 
what doesn't belong to them.' 

' It isn't my doing, Dick,' she said more eeriotisly. 

' I don't suppose it is.' 

' Then you oughtn't to be angry with me.' 

' I'm not angry. What do you want J ' 

' I went to see mother yesterday. I think she wants you to 
go ; it looked like it.' 

' I'll go some day.' 

' It'a too bad that she should have to keep 'Arry in 



' She hasn't to keep him. I send her money ' 

' But how are you to afford that ) ' 

' That's not your huainesa.' 

Alice looked indignant. 

' I think yoQ might speak more politely to me in mj own 

' It isn't your own house.' 

' It is as long as I live in it. I suppose you'd like to aed 
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me go back to a ■workroom. It's all very well for you ; if you 
live in lodgings, thab doesn't say you've got no money. We 
have to do the best we can for ourselves ; we haven't got yoai' 
chances of making a good bargain.' 

It was said ■with maeh intention ; Alice half dosed her 
eyes and curled her lips in a disdainful smile. 

' What chances ! What do you mean 1 ' 

'Perhaps if I'd been a particular fmnd of Mr. Eldon's — 
never mind.' 

He Hashed a look at her. 

'What are you talking about! Just speak plainly, mil 
youl What do you mean by "particular friend!" I'm no 
more a ftiend of Eldon's than you are, and I've made no bar- 
gain with him.' 

' 1 didn't say ^ou.' 

' Who then i ' he exclaimed sternly, 

' Don't you know 1 Some one is so very proper, and such 
a fine lady, I ehouldn't have thought she'd have done things 
without your knowing.' 

He turned pale, and seemed to crush the floor with his 
foot, that he might stand firm, 

' You're talking of Adela ( ' 

Alice nodded, 

' What about her ! Say at h t j u ve got to say,' 

Inwardly she was a little f hte ed pe 1 aps half wished 
that she had not b^uu. Y t t wa. to foresee the 

thunderbolt that would fall on h n y head. That her 
brother would suffer t»rmenta dint ft t her imagination; 
she had never credited him w tfa t g f 1 ig for his wife; 
and it was too lat« to draw ba k 

'You know that she met Mr. Eldon in the wood at 
Wanley on the day after she found the wUl i ' 

Mutimer knitted hia brows to regard her. But in speaking 
he was more self-governed than before. 

' Who told you that r 

' My husband. He saw them together,' 

' And heard them talking 1 ' 

'Yes.' 

Eodman had only implied this. Alice's subsequent inter- 
rogation had faUed to elicit more from him than dark hints. 

Mutimer drew a quick breath, 

' He must be good at spying. Nest time I hope he'll find 
out something worth talking about.' 
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Alica was surprieed. 

' You know about it 1 ' 

'Just as mnch as Rodman, do yon understand fchatt' 

' You don't believe t ' 

Sbe herself had doubts. 

' It's nothing to you whether I believe it or not. Just bo 
good enough in future to mind your own business; you'll have 
plenty of it before long, I suppose that's what you brought 
me here for J ' 

She made no answer; she was vexed and puzzled. 

' Have you anything else to say f ' 

Alice maintained a stubborn silence. 

' Alice, have you anything more to tell me about 
Adela ! ' 

' No, I haven't.' 

' Then you might Lave spared me the trouble. Tell Rod- 
man with my compliments that it would be as well for him to 
keep out of my way.' 

He left her. 

On quitting the house he walked at a great pace for a 
quarter of a mfle before he I'omemhered the necessity of taking 
either train or omnibus. The latter was at hand, but when he 
had ridden for ten minutes the constant stoppages so irritated 
him that he jumped out and sought a hansom. Even thus he 
did not travel fast enough ; it seemed an endless time before 
the ascent of Peatonville Hill began. He descended a little 
distance from his lodgings. 

As he was paying the driver anothei- hansom went by ; he 
by chance saw the occupant, and it was Hubert Eldon. At 
least he felt convinced of it, and he was in no mind to balance 
the possibilities of mistake. The hansom had come from the 
street which Mutimer was just entering. 

He found Adela engaged in cooking the dinner ; she wore 
an apron, and the sleeves of her dress were pushed up. As he 
came into the room she looked at him with her patient smile; 
finding that he was in one of his worst tempers, she stud 
nothing and went on with her work. A coarse cloth was 
thrown over the table; on it lay a bowl of vegetables which she 
was preparing for the saucepan. 

Perhaps it was the eight of her oecnpation, o£ tbe cheerful 
simplicity with which she addressed herself to work so un- 
worthy of her ; he could not speak at once as he had meant to. 
He examined her with eyes of angry, half-foiled suspicion. 
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She Iiad occasion to pass him ; ho caught her arm and stayed 
her before him. 

' What has Eldon been doing here T ' 

She paused and shrank a little. 

' Mr. Eldon has not been here.' 

He thought her face betrayed a guilty agitation. 

' I happen to have met him going away. I think you'd 
better tell me the truth.' 

' I have told you the truth. If Mr. Eldon has been to the 
house, I was not aware of it.' 

He looked at her in silence for a moment, then asked : 

'Are you the greatest hypocrite living!' 

Adela drew farther away. She kept her eyes down. Long 
ago she had suspected what was in Miifcimer's mind, but she 
had only been apprehensive of the results of jealousy on his 
temper and on tieir relations to each other ; it had not entered 
her thought that she might have to defend herself against an 
accusation. This violent question affected her strangely. For 
a moment she referred it entirely to the secrets of her heart, 
and it seemed impossible to deny wiiat was imputed to her, im- 
possible even to resent bis way of speaking. Was she not a 
hypocrite 5 Had she not many, many times concealed with look 
and voice an inward state which was equivalent t« infidelity 1 
Was not her whole life a prot«nce, an affectation of wifely 
virtues f But the hypocrisy was involuntary ; her nature had 
no power to extirpate its causes and put in their place the 
perfect dignity of uprightness. 

'Why do you ask me that!' sbe said at length, raising her 
eyes for an instant. 

' Because it seems to me I've good cause. I don't know 
whether to believe a word you say.' 

' I can't remember to have told you falsehoods.' Her cheeks 
flushed. ' Yes, one ; tbat I confessed to you.' 

It brought to his mind the story <rf the wedding ring. 

' There's such a thing as lying when you tell the truth. Do 
you remember that I met you coming back to the Manor that 
Monday afternoon, a month ago, and asked you where you'd 

Her heart stood still. 
' Answer me, will you t ' 



' You told me you'd been for a walk in the wood. You 
forgot to say who it was you went to meet.' 
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How did he know of thia "i But that thought came to her 
only to pass. She onderBiood at length the whole extentof hia 
'eiiepidon. It was not only her secret feelings that he called in 
question, he accused her of actual dishonour as it is defined by 
the world — that cliimsyworld with its topsy-turvydom of moral 
judgments. Tohavethia certainty flashed upon her was, bls 
soon 6a she had recovered from the shock, a sensible assuage- 
ment of her misery. In face of this she could stand her 
ground. Her womanhood was in arms; sho faced him acorn- 
fully. 

' Will you please to make plain your charge against me 1 ' 

' I think it's plain enough. If a married woman makes ap- 
pointments in quiet places with a man she has no business to 
see anywhere, what's that called t I fancy I've seen something 
of that kind before now in cases before the Divorce Court.' 

It angered him that she was not overwhelmed. He saw 
that she did not mean to deny having met Eldon, and to have 
Alice's story thus confirmed inflamed his jealousy beyond 
endurance. 

' You must believe of me what you like,' Adela replied in a 
slow, subdued voice. ' My word would bo vain against that of 
my accnser, whoever it is.' 

' Your accuser, as you say, happened not only to see you, 
hut to heai' you talking.' 

He waited for her surrender before this evidence. Instead 
of that Adela smiled. 

' If my words were reported to you, what fault have you to 
find with me r 

Her confidence, together with his actual ignorance of what 
Eiodman had beard, troubled him with doubt. 

'Answer this question,' he said. 'Did you make an 
appointment with that man)' 

' I did not.' 

' You did not t Yet you met him I ' 

' Unexpectedly.' 

' But you talked with him ) ' 

' How can you ask 1 You know that I did.' 

He colIect&J his thoughts. 

' Eepeat to me what you talked about.' 

' That I refuse to do.' 

' Of course you do ! ' he cried, driven to frenzy. ' And you 
think I shall let this rest where it iai Have you forgotten that 
I came to the Westlakes and found Eldon there with you t 
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And what was he doing in this street this morning if ho iiadn't 
come to Bee joul I begin to understand why you were so 
precious eager about giving up the will. That was your fine 
sense of honesty, of course ! You are full of fine senses, but 
your mistake w to think I've no sense at all. What do you 
take me for 1 ' 

Ttio tbin crait of refinement was shattered ; the very man 
came to light, coarse, violent, whipped into fury by his passions, 
of which injured self-love was not the least. Whether he be- 
lieved his wife guilty or not he could not have said ; enough 
that ^he had kept things secret from him, and that he could 
ngt overawe her. Whensoever he had shown anger in conver- 
sation with her, she had made him sensible of her superiority ; 
. at lengti he fell back upon his brute force and resolved to bring 
her to his feet, if need be by outrage. Even hia accent dete. 
rioiated as be flung out his passionate words ; he spoke like 
any London mechanic, wilh defect and excess of aspirates, with 
neglect of g's at the end of words, and so on. Adela could not 
bear it; she moved to the door. But he caught her and thrust 
her back; it was all but a blow. Her face halfrecalled him to 
bis senses. 

' Where are you going i ' he stammered. 

' Anywhere, anywhere, away from this house and fi-om you ! ' 
Adela replied. Effort to command herself was vain; his 
heavy hand had completed the effect of his language, and she, 
too, spoke as nature impelled her. ' Let me pass ! 1 would 
rather die than remain here I ' 

' All the same, you'll stay where you are I ' 

' Yes, your strength is greater than mine. You can hold 
me by force. But you have insulted me beyond forgiveness, 
Mid we are as much strangers as if we had never met. You 
have broken every bond that bound me to you. You can make 
me your prisoner, but like a prisoner my one thought will be 
of escape. I will touch no foi>d whOst I remain here. I have 
no duties to you, and you no claim upon me ! ' 

' All the same, you stay I ' 

Before her sobbing vehemence he had grown calm. These 
words were so unimaginable on ber lips that he could make no 
reply save stubborn repetition of his refusal. And having 
uttered that be went from the room, changing the key to the 
oulaide and locking her in. Fear lest be might be unable to 
withhold himself from laying hands upon her was tbe cause of 
liis retreat. The lust of cruelty was boiling in him, as once or 
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twice before. Her beauty in revolt made a savage of him. Ho 
went into the bedroom and there waited. 

Adele, sat alone, sobbing still, but tearless. Her bigh- 
(tpii'ited nature once thorougUy aroused, it was some time before 
she could reason on what had come to pass. The possibility of 
sticb an end to her miseries had never presented itself even in 
her darkest hours; endurance was all she could ever look for- 
ward to. As her blood fell into calmer flow she found it hard 
to believe that she had not dreamt this scene of agony. She 
looked about the room. There on the table were the vegetables 
she bad been preparing ; her hands bore the traces of the work 
she had done this morning. ■ It seemed as though she had only 
to rise and go oii with her duties as usual. 

Her ai'm was painful, just below the shoulder. Yes, that 
was where he had seized her with his hard hand to push heraway 
from the door. 

What had she said in her distraction f She had broken 
away from him, and repudiated her wifehood. Was it not well 
done 1 If be believed her unfeithful to him 

At an earlier period of her married life anch a charge would 
have held her mnte with, horror. . Ita effect now was not quite 
the same ; she could face the thought, interrogate herself as to 
its meaning, with a shudder, indeed, but a shudder which came 
of fear as well as loathing. Life was no longer an untried 
country, its difficulties and perils to be met with the sole aid of 
a few instincts and a few maxims ; she had sounded the depths 
of misery and was invested with the woeful knowledge of what 
we poor mortals call the facts of existence. And sitting here, 
AS on the desert bed of a river whose water had of a sudden 
ceased to flow, she could regard her own relation to truths, 
however desolating, with the mind which had rather brave all 
than any longer seek to deceive itself. 

Of that which be imputed to her she was incapable; that 
such suspicion of her could enter bis mind branded him with 
baseness. But his jealousy was justified ; howsoever ir had 
awakened in bim, it was sustained by truth. Was it her duty 
to t«ll bim that, and ao to render it impossible for htm to seek 
to detain ber! 

But would the confession have any such result ! Did he not 
already believe her criminal, and yet forbid her to leave himl 
On what terms did she stand with a man whose thought was 
devoid of delicacy, who had again and again proved himself 
without understanding of the principles of honour ) And could 
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Ae indeed mate an admission which would compel her at the 
same time to guard against revolting misconceptions! 

The question of how he had obtained this knowledge re- 
curred to her. It was evident that the spy had intentionally 
calumniated her, professing to have heai-d herspeak incriminat- 
ing words. She thought of Eodman. He had troubled her by 
his private request that she would appeal to Eldon on Alice's 
behalf, a request which was almost an insult. Could he have 
been led to make it in consequence of his being aware of that 
meeting in the wood? That might well be; she distrusted him 
and believed him cajDable even of a dastardly revenge. 

What was the ti-oublesome thought that hung darkly in bee 
mind and would not come to consciousness } She held it at 
last; Mutimer had said that he met Hubert in the street below. 
How to explain that) Hubert so near to her, perhaps still in 
the neighbourhood i 

Again she shrank with fear. Wiiat might it mean, if he 
had really come in hope of seeing her ! That was unworthy 
of him. Had she betrayed herself in her conversation with 
himi Then he was worse than cruel to her. 

It seemed to her that hours passed. From time to time she 
heard a movement in the next room ; Mutimer was still there. 
There sounded at the house door a loud postman's knock, and 
in a few minutes someone came up the stairs, doubtless to bring 
a letter. The bedroom door opened ; she heard her husband 
thank the servant and again shut himself in. 

The fire which she had been about to use for cooking was 
all but dead. She rose and put fresh coals on. There was a 
small oblong mirror over the mantelpiece ; it showed her so 
ghastly a face that she turned quickly away. 

If she succeeded in escaping from her prison, whither should 
she gol Her mother would receive her, but it was impossible 
to go to Wanley, to live near the Manor. Impossible, too, to 
take refuge with Stella. If she fled and hid herself in some 
other part of London, how was life to be supported i But 
there were graver obstacles. Openly to flee from her husband 
was to subject herself to injurious suspicions — it might be, 
considering Mutimer's character, to involve Hubert in some 
intolerable public shame. Or, if that worst extremity were 
avoided, would it not be said that she had deserted her husband 
because he had suddenly become poor ! 

That last thought brought the blood to her cheeks. 

But to live with him after''this, to smear over a deadly 
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wound aad pretend it was healed, to read hourly in his face the 
cowardly trinmph over her weakness, to submit herself — Ob, 
what rescue from this hideous degradation 1 She went to the 
window, as if it had been possible to escape by that way ; aha 
turned again and stood moaning, with her hands about her 
head. When was the worst to come in this life so long sinca 
bertfb of hope, so forsaken of support from man or Grod 1 Tb« 
thought of death came to her ; she subdued the tumult of her 
agony to weigh it well. Whom would she wrong by killing 
herself T Herself, it might be; perchance not even death would 
be aacred against outrage. 

She heard a neighbouring clock strike five, and shortly after 
her husband entered the room. Had she looked at him she 
would have seen an inexplicable animation in his face. He 
paced the floor once or twice in silence, then asked in a hard 
voice, though the tone was quite other than before : 

'Will you tell me what it was you talked of that day in 
the wood t 

She did not reply. 

' I suppose by refusing to speak yon confess that you dare 
not let me know ? ' 

. Physical torture could not have wrung a word fi-om her. 
She felt her heart surge with hatred. 

He went to the cupboard in which food was kept, took out 
a loaf of bread, and cut a slice. He ate it, standing before 
she window. Then he cleared the table and sat down to write 
a letter; it occupied him for half an hour. When it was 
tinished, he put it in his pocket and began again to pace the 

'Are you going to sit like that ail night )' he asked sud- 

She drew a deep sigh and rose from her seat. He saw that 
she no longer thought of escaping him. She began to make 
preparations for tea. As helpless in his hands as though he 
had purchased her in a slave market, of what avail to eit like 
a perverse child ^ The force of her hatred warned her to keep 
watch lest she brought herself to his lepeh Without defence 
against indignities which were bitter as death, by law his 
chfttt«l, as likely aa not, to feel the weight of his hand if she 
again TOused his anger, what remained but to surrender ail 
outwai'd things to unthinking habit, and to keep her soul apart, 
nourishing in silence the fire of its revolt 1 It was the most 
pity-moviag of all ti'agedies, ft noble nature overcome by sordid 



,y Google 



DEMOS 371 

cirCHtn stances. She was deflcierifc in the strengtli of character 
which will Bubdue all circiimatances ; her strengtb was of the 
kind that supports endurance rather than breaks a way to free- 
dom. Every day, every hour, is some such tragedy playad 
through ; it is the inevitable result of our social state. Adela, 
could have wept tears of blood; her shame was like a branding 
iron upon her flesh. 

She was on the second floor of a lodging-house in Penton- 
ville, making tea for her husband. 

That husband appeared to have undergone a change since 
he quitted her a few hours ago. He was still venomous towards 
her, but hia countenance no longer lowered dangerously. Some- 
thing distinct from his domestic troubles seemed to be occupy- 
ing him, something of a pleasant nature. He all but smiled 
now and then ; the glances he cast at Adela were not wholly 
occupied with her. He plainly wished to speak, but could not 
bring himself to do so. 

He ate and drank of what she put before him. Adela took 
a cup of tea, but had no appetite for food. When he had 
satisfied himself, she removed the things. 

Another half-hour passed. Mutimer was pretending to 
read. Adela at length broke the silence. 

' I think,' she said, ' I was wrong in refusing to tell you 
what passed between Mr. Eldon and myself when T by chance 
met him. Someone seerns to have misled you. He began by ' 
hoping that we should not think ourselves bound to leave the 
Manor until we had had full time to make the necessary 
arrangements, I thanked him for his kindness, and then asked 
something further. It was that, if he ooaid by any means do 
so, he would continue the works at New "Wanley without any 
change, maintaining the principles on which they had been 
begun. He said that was impossible, and explained to me 
what his intentions were, and why he had formed them. That 
was our conversation.' 

Mutimer observed her with a smile which affected incre- 
dulity. 

' Will you take your oath that that is true V he asked. 

' No. - I have told you because I now see that the explana- 
tion was owing, since you have been deceived. If you disbelieve 

She had taken up some sewing, and, having spoken, went 
on with it. Mutimer kept his eyes fliced upon her. Hia sus- 
picions never resisted a direct word from Adela's lips, though 
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other feelinga might exaspemte him. What he had jusfc heard 
he believed the more readily because it so surprised him ; it 
was one of those revelationa of his wife's superiority which 
abashed him without ca,using evil feeling. They always had 
the result of restoring to him for a moment something of the 
leverence with which he had approached her in the early days 
of their acquaintance. Even now he could not escape the 
impression. 

' What was Eldon doing about here to-day 1 ' he asked after 
a pause. 

' I have told you that I did not even know he had been near.' 

' Perhaps not. Now, will you just tell me this : Have you 
written to Eldon, or had -any letter from him since our mar- 
riage i ' 

Her fingei-s would not continue their work. A deadening 
sensation of disgust made her close her eyes as if to shut out the 
meaning, of his question. Her silence revived bis distrust. 

' You bad rather not answer i ' he said significantly, 

' Cannot you see that it degrades me to answer such a 
question 1 What is your opinion of mo ! Have I behaved so 
as to lead you to think that I am an abandoned woman J ' 

After hesitating he muttered : ' You don't give a plain yes 

'You must not expect it. If you think I use arts to deceive 
you — if you have no faith whatever in my purity — it was your 
duty to let me go fi-om you when I would have done so. It is 
horrible for us to live together from the moment that there is . 
such a doubt on either side. If makes me something lower 
than your servant — something that has no name ! ' 

She shuddered. Had not that been true of her from the 
vety morrow of their marriage! Her life was cast away upon 
shoals of debasement ; no sanctity of womanhood remained in 
her. Was not her indignation half a mockery t She could 
not even defend her honesty, her honour in the vulgai-est sense 
of the word, without involving herself in a kind of falsehood, 
which was desolation to her spirit. It had begun in her ad- 
vocacy of uprightness after her discovery of the will; it waS' 
imbuing her whole nature, making her to her own conscience 
that which he had called her — a very hypocrite. ' 

He spoke more conriliatingly. 

' Well, there's one thing, at all events, that you can't refuse 
to explain. Why didn't you tell me that you had met Eldon, 
and what he meant to do ! * 
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She had not prepared herself for the question, and it went 
to the rc>ot of her thoughts ; none the lesa she replied instantly, 
careless how he understood the truth. 

' 1 kept silence because the meeting hoiJ given me pain, 
because it diatressed me to have to speak with Mr, Eldon at 
that place and at that time, because I knew how you regard 
him, and was afraid to mention him to you.' 

Mutimer was at a loss. If Adela had calculated her reply 
with the deepest art she cotild not have chosen words better 
'fitted to silence him. 

' And you have told me every word that passed between 
you % ' he asked. 

' That would be impossible. I have told you the substance 
of the conversation,' 

' Why did you ask him to keep the works going on my 
I plan r 
j ' I can tell you no more.' 

Her strength was spent. She put aside her sewing and 
, moved towards the door. 
i ' Where are you going i ' 

I don't feel well. I miist rest.' 

Just stop a minute. I've something here I want to show 
you.' 

She turned wearily. Mutimer took a letter from his 
pocket. 

' Will you read that ? ' 
1 She took it. It was written in a very clear, delicate hand, 
land ran thus : — 

i ' Dear Sib,— I who address you have lain for two years on 
.a bed from which I shall never move till I am carried to my 
Igrave. My age is three-and. twenty ; an accident which hap- 
pened to me a few days after my twenty-first birthday left me 
Iwithout the use of my limbs; it often seems to me that it 
yould have been better if I had died, but thei* 'is no arguing 
with fate, and the wise thing is to accept cheerfully whatever 
befalls us. I hoped at one time to take an active part in life, 
and my interest in the world's progress is as strong as ever, 
especially in everything that concerns social reform. I have 
for some time known your name, and have constantly sought 
information about your grand work at New Wanley. Now 
1 venture to write (by the band of a dear friend), to express 
my admiration for your high endeavour, and my grief at the 
circumstances which have made you powerless to continue it. 
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' I am po~st!seed ot means, and, as you see, can spend bat 
litUe on myself. I ask yon, with much earnestness, to let me 
be of some small iise to the cause of social justice, by putting 
ill your hands the sum of 6ve hundred pounds, to bo employed 
us may seem good to you. I need not aiffect to be ignorant of 
your position, and it is my great fear lest yoa should be unable 
to work for Socialism with your undivided energies. Will you 
accept this money, and continue by means of public lecturing 
to apread the gospel of emancipation 1 That I am convinced is 
your first desire. If you wSl do me this great kindness, I 
shall ask your permission to aiTange that the same sum be paid 
to you annually, for the next ten years, whether I still live or) 
not. To be helping in this indirect way would cheer me more' 
than you can tliink. I enclose a draft on Messrs. . 

'As I do not know your private a.ddress, I send this to 
the ofSce of the " Fiery Cross." Pai-don me for desiiing to 
remain anonymous ; many reasons necessitate it. If you grant j 
me this favour, will you advertise the word " Accepted " in the 
" Times " newspaper within ten days ) 

' With heartfelt sympathy and admiration, 
' I sign myself, 

' A Fbibsd.' 

Adela was unmoved ; she returned the letter as if it had no , 
interest for her. 

'What do you think of thatl' said Mutimer, forgetting 
their differences in his exultation. 

' 1 am glad you can continue your work,' Adela replied 
absently. 

She was moving away when he again stopjred her, 

' Look here, Adela.' He hesitated. ' Are you still angiy 
with me 1 ' 

She was silent, , 

' I am sorry I lost my temper. I didn't mean all I said to 
you. Will you tiy and forget it ) ' 

Her lips spoke for her. I 

' I will try.' 

' You needn't go on doing housework now,* he saiil assui^ 
ingly, ' Are you goingi Come and say good-night.' [ 

He approached her and laid his hand upon her shoulder; 
Adela shrank from his touch, and for an instant gaj^ed at hinl 
with wide eyes of fear. 

He dropped his hands and let her go. 
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The ■valley rested. Ob the morning of Mutinier's departure 
from Wanloy there was no ■wonted clank of machinery, no 
smoke from the chimneys, no roar of iron-melting furnaces ; 
the men and women of the colony stood idly before their 
houses, discussing prospects, asking each other ivliether it was 
seriously Mr, EWon's intention to raze New Wanley, many of 
them grmnbling or giving vent to revolutionary threats. They 
had continued in work thus long since the property in fact 
changed hands, and to most of them it seemed unlikoly, in 
spite of everything, that they would have to go in search of 
new Bmploymenta. This morning they would hear finaUy. 

The valley rested. For several days there had been con- 
stant rain ; though summer was scarcely over, it had turned , 
cold and the Kky was cheerless. Over Stanbury Hill there 
were always heavy, dripping clouds, aiyj the leaves of Adela'a 
favourite wood were already falling. , At the Manor there was 
once more disorder; before Mutimer and hie wife took their 
departure the removal of furniture had commenced. Over the 
whole scene brooded a spirit of melancholy. It needed faith in 
human energy to imagine the pollutions swept away, and the 
seasons peacefully gliding as of old between the hillsides and 
amid meadows and garden closes. 

Hubert Eldon drove over from Agworth, and was in the 
Public Hall at the appointed time. His business with the 
men was simple and brief. He had to inform them that their 
employment here was at an end, but that each one would 
receive a month's wages and permission to inhabit their present 
abodes for yet a fortnight. After that they had no longer 
right of tenancy. He added that if any man considered him- 
self specially aggrieved by this arrangement, be ■was pi'cpared 
to hear and judge the individual ca^. 

There was a murmur of discontent through the room, but 
no one took upon himself to rise and become spokesman of the 
community. Disregarding the manifestation, Hubert described 
in a few words how and when this final business would bo 
transacted ; then he left the hall by the doorwhicli led from the 
platform. 

Thei^ followed a busy week. Claims of all kinds weitj 
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addressed to liiin, some reasonabie, most of tlmm not to ha 
entertained. Mr. Yottle was constantly at the Manor; tbere 
he and Hubert held a kind of court. Hubert was not well 
fitted for business of this nature; he easily became impatient, 
and, in spite of humane intentions, often suffered from a tumult 
of his blood, when opposed by some dogged mechanic. 

' I can't help it I' he exclaimed to Mr. Wyvern one night, 
after a day of peculiar annoyance. ' We are all men, it i» true ; 
but for the brotherhood — feel it who can ! I am illiberal, if 
you like, but in the presence of those fellows I feel that I am 
facing enemies. It seems to me that I have nothing in com- 
mon with them but the animal functions. Absurd ) Yes, of 
course, it is absurd ; but I speak of how intercourse with them 
affecte me. They are our enemies, yours as well as mine; they 
are the enemies of every man who speaks the pure English 
tongae and does not earn a living with his hands. When they 
face me I understand what revolution means ; aome of them 
look at me as they ■woxild if they had muskets in their hands.' 

' You are not conciliating,' remarked the vicar. 

* I am not, and cannot be. They atir the worst feelings in 
me ; I grow arrogant, autocratic. As long as I have no private 
dealings with them I can consider their hardships and judge 
their characters dispassionately ; but I must not come to close 
quarters.' 

' You have special causes of prejudice.' 

' True. If I were a philosopher I should overcome all that. 
However, my prejudice is good in one way; it enables me 
thoroiigbly to understand the detestation with which they 
regard me and the like of me. If I had been boim one of them 
I should be the most savage anarchist. The moral is, that I 
must hold apart. Perhaps I shall grow cooler in time.' 

The special causes of prejudice were quite as strong on the 
side of the workmen ; Hubert might have been far less aristo- 
cratic in bearing, they would have disliked him as cordially. 
Moat of them took it as a wanton outrage that they should be 
driven from the homes in which they had believed themselves 
settled for life. The man Eedgrave — he of the six feet two 
who had presented the address to Mutimer— was a powerful 
agent of ill-feeling ; during the first few days he was constantly 
gathering impromptu meetjugs in New Wanley and harangiiing 
them violently on the principles of Socialism. But in less than 
a week he had taken his departure, and the main trouble 
geemed at an end. 
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Mi's. Eldon was so imimtient to return to Hie Manor that 
a. room was prepared for her us soon as possible, and she came 
from her house at Agworth before Mutimer had been gone a 
week. Through the summer her strength had failed rapidly ; 
it was her own conviction that she could live but a short time 
longer. The extreme agitation caused by the discovery of the 
will had visibly enfeebled her ; it was her one desire to find 
herself once more in her old home, and there to breathe her 
last. The journey from Agwoith cost her extreme suffering; 
she was prostrate, almost lifeless, for three days after it. But 
her son's society revived her. Knowing him established in 
his family possessions, she only cared to tasto for a little while 
this unhoped-for joy. Lying on a couch in her familiar 
chamber, she delighted to have flowers brought to her from the 
garden, even leaves from the dear old trees, every one of which 
she knew as a friend. But she had constant thought for those 
npon whose disaster her own happiness was founded ; of Adela 
she spoke often. 

' What will become of that poor child ? ' she asked one even- 
ing, when Hubert had been speaking of Rodman's impracticable 
attitude, and of the proceeding Mutimer was about to take. 
' Do you know anything of her life, Huberts ' 

' I met her in the wood here a few weeks ago,' he replied, 
mentioning the incident for thefirsttime. ' She wanted to make 
a Socialist of me.' 

' Was that after the will came to light ! ' 

' The day after. She pleaded for New Wanley — hoped 
I should keep it up.' 

' Then she has really accepted her husband's views 1 ' 

' It seems so. I am afraid she thought me an obstinate 
tyrant.' 

He spoke carelessly. 

' But she must not suffer, dear. How can they be helped ? ' 

' They can't fall into absolute, want. And I suppose his 
Socialist friends will do something for him. I have been as 
considerate as it was possible to be. I dare say he will make 
me a commonplace in his lectures henceforth, & type of the 
brutal capitalist.' 

He laughed when he had said it, and led the conversation 
to another subject. 

About the workmen, too, Mrs. Eldon was kindly thoughtful. 
Hubert spared her his prejudices and merely described what 
he was doing. She urged him to be rather too easy than too 
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exacting with them. It was the same in everything ; the blees- 
ing which had fallen upon her made her fnil of gentleness and 
aweet charity. 

The fortnight's grace was at an end, and it was annoimoed 
to Hubert that the last fiimily had left New Wauley. The 
rain still continued; as evening set in Huhert returned from 
an inspection of the deserted colony, his spirits weighed upon 
by the scene of desolation. After dinner he sat as usual with 
his mother for a couple of hours, then went to his own room 
and Kad till eleven o'clock. Just as he had thi-own aside his 
book the silence of the night was riven by a terrific yell, a 
savage cry of many voices, which came from the garden in the 
front of the house, and at the same instant there sounded a 
great crashing of glass. The windows behind his lack were 
broken and a couple of heavy missiles thundered near him 
upon the floor — stones they proved to be. He rushed from the 
room. All the lights in the house except his own and that in. 
Mis. Eldon's room were extinguished. He reached his mother's 
door. Before he could open it the yell and the shower of stones 
were repeated, agfun witti ruin of windows, this time on the 
east side of the Manor. In a moment he was by bis mother's 
bed ; he saw her sitting up in terror; she was speechless and 
anable even to stretch her arms towaj-ds him. An inner door 
opened and the woman who was always in attendance rushed 
in half dressed. At the same time there were sounds of move- 
ment in other parts' of the house. Once more the furious voices 
and the stone-volley ; Hubert put his arm about his mother 
and tried to calm her. 

' Don't be frightened ; it's those cowai'dly roughs. They 
have had their three shots, now they'll take to their heels. 
Mrs. Winter is here, mother ; she will stay with you whilst I 
go down and see what has to be done. I'll be back directly if 
there is no more danger.' 

He hastened away. The servants had collected upon the 
front staircase, with lamps and candles, in fright and disorder 
unutterable. Hubert repeated to them what he had said to 
his mother, and it seemed to be the truth, for the silence out- 
side was unbroken. 

' I shouldn't wonder,' he cried, ' if they've made an attempt 
to set the iouse on tire. We must go about and examine.' 

The door-bell was rung loudly. The servants rushed back 
up the stairs; Hubert went into the dining-room, carrying no 
light, and cajled through the shattered windows asking who 
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had rung. It waa the vicar; the shouis had brought him 
forth. 

' They are gone,' he said, in his strong, deep voice, in itself 
reassuring. ' I think thero ivere only some ten or a dozen ; 
they've made off up the hill. Is anybody hurtT 

' No, they Lave only broken all the windows,' Hubert re 
plied. ' But I am terribly afraid for the effect upon my mother. 
We must have the doctor round at once.' 

The vicar was admitted to the house, and a messenger 
forthwith despatched for the medical man, who resided half- 
way between Wanley and Agworth. On returning to bi? 
mother's room Hubert found his fears only too well justified ; 
Mrs, Eldon lay motionless, her eyes open, but seemingly with- 
out intelligence. At intervals of five minutes a sigh was 
audible, else she could scarcely be perceived to breathe. The 
attendant said that she had not spoken. 

It was some time before the doctor arrived. After a brief 
examination, he came out with Hubert; his opinion waa that 
the sufferer would not see daybreak. 

She lived, however, for some twelve houi«, if that could be ■ 
called life which was only distinguishable fi'om the last silence 
by the closest scrutiny. Hubert did not move from the bed- 
side, and from time to time Mr. Wyvern came and sat with 
him. Neither of them spoke. Hubert had no thought of food 
or rest ; the shadow of a loss, of which he only understood the 
meaning now that it was at hand, darkened him and all the 
world. Behind his voiceless misery was immeasumble hatred 
of those who had struck him this blow; at moments & revenge- 
ful fury all but maddened him. He hdd hie mother's hand ; if 
he could but feel one pressui-e of the slight fingers before they 
were impotent for ever 1 And this much was granted Mm. 
Shortly before midday the open eyes trembled to conscioiisneaei, 
the lips moved in endeavour to speak. To Hubert it' seemed 
that hia intense gaze had worked a miracle, effecting that which 
his will demanded. She saw him and understood. 

' Mother, can you speak ) Do you know me, dear i ' 

She smiled, and her lips tried to shape words. He bent 
over her, close, close. At first the iaint whisper waa unintel- 
ligible, then he heard ; 

'They did not know what they were doing.' 

Something foUowed, but. lie could not understand it. The 
whisper ended in a sigh, the smiling features ijuivered. He 
held her, but waa alone, , , . 
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A hand was laid gently upon his shoulder. Through blind- 
ing tears he discerned Mr. Wyvern's solemn countenance. He . 
resisted the efforts to draw him away, but was at length 
persuaded. 

Early in the evening he fell asleep, lying dressed upon hia 
bed, and the sleep lasted till midnight. Then he left his room, 
end descended the stairs, for the lower part of the house 
was still lighted. In the hail Mr. Wyvem met him. 

' Let us go into the library,' he said to the clergyman. ' I 
want to talk to you.' 

He had resumed his ordinary manner. Without mention 
of his mother, he began at once to speak of the rioters. 

' They were led by that man Eedgrave ; there can be no 
doubt of that. I shall go to Agworth at once and set the police 
at work,' 

'1 have already done that,' .replied the vicar. 'Three 
fellows have been arrested in Agworth.' 

' New Wanley men ! ' 

' Yes ; but Eedgrave is not one of them.' 

'He shall be caught, though ! ' 

Hubert appeared to have forgotten everything but his 
desire of revenge. It supported him through the wretched 
days that followed— even at the funeral his face was hard-aet 
and his eyes dry. But in spite of every effort it was impossible 
to adduce evidence against any but the three men who had 
loitered drinking in Agworth. Redgrave came forward volun- 
tarily and proved an alibi ; he was vastly indignant at the 
charge brought against him, declared that window-breaking was 
not his business, and that had he been on the spot he should 
have used all his influence to prevent such contemptible doings. 
He held a meeting in Belwick of all the New Wanleyers he 
could gather together : those who came repudiated the outw^e 
as useless and unworthy. On the whole, it seemed probable 
that only a haiidfulof good-for-nothings had been concerned in 
the aSair, probably men who had been loafing in the Belwick 
public^houses, indisposed to look for work. The ' Fieiy Cross ' 
and the ' Tocsin ' commented on the event in their respective 
ways. The latter organ thought that an occasional demonstra- 
tion of this kind was not amiss; it was a pity that apparently 
innocent individuals should Buffer (aji allusion to the death of 
Mrs. Eldon); but; after all, what member of the moneyed 
classes was in reality innocent 1 An article on the subject in 
Ehe ' Kery Crass ' was signed ' Eiohard Mutimer.' It breathed 
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righteous indignation and called upon all true Socialists to 
make it known that they pursued their ends in far other ways 
than by the gratification of petty malice. A copy of this paper 
reached "Wanley Manor. Hnbert glanced over it. 

It lay by him when he received a visit from Mr. "Wyvern 
the same evening. 

' How is it td be explained,' he aaked ; ' a man like Westlake 
mixing himself up with this crew t ' 

' Do you know him personally ? ' the vicar inquired. 

' I have met him. But I have seen moi* of Mrs. Westlake, 
She is a tenth muse, the muse of lyrical Socialism. From 
which of them the impulse came I have no means of knowing, 
but surely it must have been from her. In her case I can 
understand it; she lives in an jesthetic reverie ; she idealises 
everything. Naturally she knows nothing whato ver of real life. 
She is one of the most interesting women I ever met, but I 
should say that her influence on "Westlake has been deplorable.' 

'Mrs. Mutimer is greatly her friend, I believe,' said the 
vicar. 

' I believe so. But let us speak of this paper. I want, if 
possible, to understand Westiake's position. Have you ever 
read the thing ! ' 

' Frequently.' 

' Now here is an article signed by WestJako. You know 
his books J How has ha fallen to thisi His very style has 
abandoned him, his English smacks of the street corners, of 
Radical clubs. The man is ruined; it is next to impossible 
that he should ever again do good work, such as we used to 
Lave from him. The man who wrote " Daphne " .' Oh, it is 
monstrous ! ' 

' It is something of a problem to me,' Mr. Wjvern admitted. 
' Had he been a younger man, or if bia writing had been of a 
different kind. Yet his sincerity is beyond doubt.' 

' I doubt it,' Hubert broke in. ' Kot his sincerity in the 
beginning ; but he must long since have ached to free himself. 
It is such a common thing for a man to commit himself to some 
pronounced position in public life and for very shame sbiink 
from withdrawing. He would not realise what it meant. Now 
in the revolutionary societies of the Continent there is some- 
thing that appeals to the imagination. A Nihilist, with Siberia 
or death before him, fighting against a damnable tyranny — the 
best m%ht s»crifix:e everything for that. But English Social* 
ism I It is infused with the spirit of shopkeeping ; it appeiiln 



,y Google 



382 DEMOS 

to the vuJgafestp minds ; it keeps one eye on personal safety, 
the other on the capitalist's strong-box ; it is stamped common- 
place, like everything originating with the English lower 
classes. How does it differ from Radicalism, the most con- 
temptible claptrap of politics, except in wanting to hurry a 
little the rule of the mob! Well, I am too subjective. Help 
ine, if you can, to understand Westlake.' 

Hubert was pale and sorrow -stricken ; his movements were 
heavy with weariness, but he had all at once begun to speak 
with the old fire, the old scorn. He rested his chin upon hia 
hand and waited for his companion'a reply. 

' At your age,' said Mr. "Wy vern, smiling half sadlj', ' I, 
too, had a habit of vehement speaking, but it was on the other 
aide. I was a badly paid curate working in a wretched pariah. 
I lived among the vilest and poorest of the people, and my 
imagination was constantly at boiling-point. I can only sup- 
pose that Westlake has been led to look below the surface of 
society and has been affected as I was then. He has the mind 
ofapoat; probably he weis struck with horror to find over 
what a pit he had been living in careless enjoyment. He is 
tender-hearted; of a sudden he felt himself criminal, to be 
playing with beautiful toys whilst a whole world lived only to 
sweat and starve. The appeal of the miserable seemed to be 
to him pei-sonally. It is what cei'tain sects call conversion in 
religion, a truth addressing itself with unwonted and invincible 
force to the individual soul.' 

'And you, too, were a Socialist? ' 

' At that age and und^ those conditions it was right and 
good. I should have been void of feeling and imagination 
otherwise. Such convictions are among relative truths. To 
be a social enthusiast is in itself neither right nor wrong, 
neither praiseworthy nor the opposite ; it is a state to be judged 
in relation to the other facta of a man's life. You will never 
know that state; if yod affected it you would be purely con- 
temptible. And I myself have outgrown it,' 

'But you must not think that I am inhuman," said Hubert. 
' The sight of distress touches me deeply. To the individual 
poor man or woman I would give my last penny. It is when 
they rise against me as a class that I become pitiless,' 

' I understand you perfectly, though I have not the same 
prejudices. My old Mai lingers with me in the form of toler- 
ance. I can enter into the mind of a furious proletarian as 
easily as into the feeling which you represent,' 
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• But how dici your zeal come to an end ? ' 

' In this way, I ■worked under the conditioiia 
described to you till I was iieavly thirty. Then I broke down 
physically. At the same time it happened that I inherited a, 
<imall competency, I went abroad, lived in Italy for a. couple 
<ii yeai-s. I left England with the firm intention of getting my 
health and then returning to work harder than ever. But 
daring those two years I educated myself. When I reached 
England again I found that it was impossible to enter again 
on the old path ; I should have had to force myself; it would 
h*ve been an instance of the kind of thing you suggest in 
explanation of Weatlake'a persistence. Fortunately I yielded 
to my better sense and altogether shunned the life of towns. I 
was no longer of those who tieek to change the world, but 
of those who are content that it should in substance remain 
as it is.' 

' But how can you he cont«nt, if you are convinced that the 
majority of men hve only to suffer i ' . 

'It ia you who attribute the conviction to me,' said the vicar, ) 
smiling good-naturedly. ' My conviction ia the very oppoaite.f ' 
One of l£e pet theories I have developed for myself in recent\ 
years is, tlwt happiness ia very evenly distributed among all ) 
classes and conditions. It is the result of sober reflection on f 
my experience of life. Think of it a moment. The bulk of \ 
men are neither rich nor poor, taking into consideration their / 
habits and needs; they live in much content, despite social | 
imperfectAons and injustices, despite the ills of nature. Above 
and below are classes of extreme characterisation ; I believe the 
happiness assignable to those who are the lowest stratum of 
civilisation is, relatively speaking, no whit leas than that we may 
attribute to the thin stratum of the surface, usiTigthe surface to 
mean the excessively rich. It is a paradox, but anyone capable 
of thinking may be assured of its truth. The life of the very 
poorest is a struggle to support their bodies; the richest, re- 
lieved of that one anxiety, are overwhelmed with such a mass 
of artificial troubles that their few moments of genuine repose 
do not exceed those vouchsafed to then- antipodes. Yon would 
urge the sufferings of the criminal class under punishments 
I balance against it the misery of the rich under the scourge of 
their own excesses. It is a mistake due to mere thoughtless, 
ness, or ignorance, to imagine the labouring, or even the desti- 
tute, population as ceaselessly gi'oaning beneath the burden of 
their existence. Go along the poorest street in the East End 
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of London, and you will bear as niHch laughter, witne^i as 
much gaiety, as in any thoroughfare of the West. Laughter 
and gaiety of a miserable kind? I epeak of it as relative to 
the habits and capabilities of the people. A being of superior 
intelligence regarding humanity with an eye of perfect under- 
standing would diseovei' that life was enjoywl every bit as much 
in the slum as in the palace.' 

' You would consider it fair to balance excessive suffering of 
the body in one class against excessive mental suffering in 
another J ' 

' TJndoubtediy. It ia a fair application of my theory. But 
let me preach a little longer. It is my belief that, though this 
equality of distribution remaifis a fact, the sum total of happi- 
ness in. nations is seriously diminishing. Not only on account 
of the growth of population ; the poor have more to suffer, the 
rich less of true enjoyment, the mass of comfortable people fall 
into an ever-increasing anxiety. A Eadieal will tell you that 
this is a transitional state. Possibly, if we accept the Eadieal 
theories of progress. I held them once in a very light- 
hearted way; I am now far less disposed to accept themaseven 
imaginably tioe. Those who are enthusiastic for the spirit of 
the age proceed on the principle of countenancing evil that 
good may some day come of it. Such a position astonishes me. 
Is the happiness of a man now alive of lees account than that 
of the man who shall live two hundred years hence ? Altruism 
is doubtless good, but only so when it gives pui-e enjoyment ; 
that is to say, when it is embraced instinctively. Shall I frown 
on a man because he cannot find his blias in altruism and bid 
bim perish lo make loom for a being more perfect? What 
right have we to live thus in the fat off future ? Thinking in 
this way, I have a profound dislike and distrust of this same 
progress. Take one feature of it — univeiaal education. That, 
I believe, works most patently for the giowjog misery I speak 
of. Its results affect all classes, and all for the worse. 1 said 
that I used to have a very bleeding of the heart for 1;he half- 
clothed and quarter-fed hangers-on to civilisation ; I think far 
less of them now than of another class in appearance much 
better off. It is a class created by the mania of education, and 
it consists of those unhappy men and women whom unspeak- 
able cruelty endows with inteliectuai needs whilst reflbong 
them the sustenance they are taught to crave. Another gene- 
ration, and this class will be terribly extended; its existence 
blighting the whole social stat«. Every one of these poor 
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creatures has a right to cuvae the work o 
progress, and pose as benefactors of their : 

' All that strikes me as very good and true,' 
Hubert ; ' but can it be helped t Or do you refuse to believe in 
tihe modernconception of laws ruling social development V 

' I wish I could do so. No ; when. I spoke of the right to 
curse, I should have said, from their point of view. In truth, 
1 fear we must accept progress. Bat I cannot rejoice in it; I 
will even do what little I can in my own corner to support the 
old order of things. You , may be aware that I was on very 
friendly terms with the Mntimers, that I even seemed to en- 
courage them in their Socialism. Yes, and because I felt that 
in that way I could best discharge my duty. What I really 
encouraged was sympathy and humanity. When Mutimercame 
asking me to be present at his meetings I plainly refused. To 
have held apart from him and his wife would have been as 
wrong in me as to pablicly countenance their politics.' 

Mr. Wyvem was on the point of referring to his private 
reasons for befriending Adela, but checked himself. 

' What I made no secret of iipproving was their substitution 
of human relations between employer and employed for the 
detestable "nesus of cash payment," as Carlyle «dLsit. That is 
only a return to the good old order, and it seems to me that it 
becomes more impossible every day. Thus far I am with the 
Bocialists, in that I denounce the commercial class, the bourgeois, 
the capitalists — call them what you will— as the supremely 
maleficent. They hold os at their mercy, and their mercy is 
nought. Monstrously hypocritical, they cry f6r progress when 
thoy mean increased opportunities of swelling their own purses 
at the expense of those they employ, and of those they serve ; 
vulgar to the core, they exalt a gross ideal of well-being, and 
stink in their prosperity. The very poor and the uncom- 
mercial wealthy alike suffer from them ; the intellect of the 
country is poisoned by their influence. They it is who indeed 
are oppressors ; they grow rich on the toil of poor girls in 
London garrets and of men who perish prematurely to support 
their children. I won't talk of these people; I should lose my 
calm views of things and use language too much like this of the 
" Fiery Cross." ' 

Hubert was thoughtful, 

' What IS before us ? ' he murmured, 

'Evil; of that I am but too firmly assured. Progress will 
have its way, and its path will be a path of bitterness. A pillar 
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ofdarkcIoudleadBitby day, and of terrible fire by nigkt. I do 
. not say that the promised land may not lie ahead of its guiding, 
but woe is me for the desert first to be traversed ! Two vices 
are growing among ua to dread proportions — indifference and 
hatred : the one will let poverty anguish at its door, the other 
will houud on the vassal against his lord. Papers like the 
" Fiery Cross," even though such a man as Westlake edit them, 
serve the cause of hatred ; they preach, by implieation at all 
evenXs, the childish theory of the equality of men, and seek to 
,niake discontented a whole olaas which only needs r^ular em- 
ployment on the old eortditions to be perfectly satisfied.' 

' Westlake says here that they have no right to he satisfied.' 

' I know. It is one of the huge fallacies of the time ; it 
comes of the worebip of progress. I am content w'ith the fact 
that, even in our bad day, as a class they are satisfied. No, 
these reforms address (Jiemselves to the wrong people ; they 
begin at the wrong end. Letus Eflisa-oHr-J toices. if w e feel im- 
pelled to do so at all, for tEe oldsimple Christian rules, and do 
oar best to get the educated by the ears.' T'ESve'iiiy opinion 
about the clergy; 1 will leave you to guess it.' 

' Have you any belief in the possibility of this revolution 
they threaten % ' 

' None whatever. Changes will come about, but not of 
these- men's making or devising. And for the simple reason that 
they are nob sincei'e. I put aside an educated enthusiast such 
aa Westlakei The proletarian Socialiste do not believe what 
they say, and therefore they are so violent in saying it. They 
are not themselves of pure and exalted character; they cannot 
ennoble' others. If the movement continue we shall see miser- 
iible examples of weakness led astray by populaiity, of despic- 
able qualities aping greatness.' 

He paused somewhat abruptly, for he was thinking of 
Mutiiuer, and did not wish to make the application too obvious.- 
Hubert restrained a smile. 

They parted shortly after, but not till Hubert had put one 
more question. 

'Do you, or do you not, approve of whati am doingdownin 
tlie valley 9 ' 

Mr. Wyvem thought a moment, and replied gravely : 

' You being yourself, I approve it heartily. It will gladden 
my eyes to see tho grass growing when spring comes round.' 

He shook Hubert's hand affectionately and' left him. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

Wb must concern ourselves for a little with the affairs of our 
old acquaintance, Daniel Dabbs. 

Daniel's diailluBionment with regard to Eichard Mutimer 
did not affect his regularity of attendance at the Socialist 
lectures. In (Host tilings a typical English mechanic, he was 
especially eo in his relation to the extmme politics of which he 
declaxed himself a supporter. He became a Socialist because 
his Mend Dick waa one; when that was no longer a reason, he 
numbered himself among the followers of Comrade Boodhouse 
—first as a sort of angry protest against Mutimer's private 
treachery, then again becanse he had got into the habit of 
listening to inflammatory discourses every Sunday night, and 
on the whole found it a .pleasant way of passing the evening. 
He enjoyed the oratory of Messrs. Cowes aitd CuUen ; he liked 
to shout 'Hear, hear!' and to stamp when there waa general 
applause ; it affected him with an agreeable sensation, much 
like that which follows upon a good meal, to hear himself 
pitied as a hard-working, ill-used fellow, and the frequent aliu- 
aonto his noble qualities sweetly flattered him. When he 
went home to the public-house after a lively debate, and de- 
scribed the proceedings to his brother !Nicho^,he always ended 
by declarii^ that it was * as good as a play.' 

He read the * To4»in,' that is to say, he glanced his eye up and 
down the columns and paused wherever he caught words such 
aS: ' villains,' ' titled scoundrels,' ' vampirea,' and so on. The 
expositions of doctrine he passed over ; anything in the nature 
of reasoning muddled him. From hearing them incessantly 
Mpeated he knew the root theories of Soeialisro, and could him- 
self hold forth on such tests as ' the comknunity of the means 
of production ' with considerable flaency and vehemence; but 
in very fact he concerned himself as little with economic re- 
forms as with the principles of high art, and had as little 
genuine belief in the promised revolution as in the immortality 
of his own soul. Had he been called upon to suffer in any way 
foe the ' cause of the people,' it would speedily have been 
demonstrated of what metal his enthusiasm waa made. 

But there came a different kind of test. In tho winter 
which followed upon Mutimer's downfall, lifichotaa Dabbs fell. 
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ill and died. He was martied but had no childi-en, and hia 
wife bad been septuated from bim for several years. Hia brotber 
Daniel found himself in flourisbing circumsbincea, with a public- 
house which brought in profits of forty ponnda a week. It goeg 
without saying that Daniel forthwith abandoned his daily 
labour and installed himself behind the bar. The position 
suited him admirably ; with a barmaid and a potman at his 
ordei'a (he paid them no penny more than the market rat«), he 
stood about in his shirt sleeves and gossiped fix)m mom to mid- 
night with such of bis friends as had leisure (and money) to 
spend in the temple of Bacchus. From the day that saw mm a 
licensed victualler he ceased to attend the Socialist meetings ; 
it was, of course, a sufficient explanation to point to the fact 
that he conld not be in two places at the same time, for Sunday 
evening is a season of brisk business in the liquor trade. At 
first he was reticent on the sulgect of his old convictions, but 
by degrees he found it possible to achieve the true innkeeper's 
art, and speak freely in a way whicb> could offend none of his 
customers. And he believed himself every bit as downright 
and sincere as he had ever been. 

Comfortably established on a capit-alist basis, hia future 
assured because it depended upon the signal vice of his class, it 
one day occurred to Daniel that he ought to take to himself a 
helpmeet, a partner of his joys and sorrows. He had^thought 
of it from time to time during the past year, bat only in a 
vague, way ; he had even directed his eyes to the woman who 
might perchance be the one most suitable, though with anything 
but assurance of his succe^a if he seidoualy endeavoured to 
obtain her. Long ago he had ceased to trouble himself about 
his first love ; with charaeteristio acceptance of the accom- 
plished fact, he never really imagined that Alice Mutimer, after 
she became an heiress, could listen to hia wooing, and, to do him 
justice, he appreciated the delicacy of his position, if he should 
continue to press his suit. It cost bim not a little suffering 
alti^fether to abandon his hopes, for the Princess had captivated 
him, and if he could have made her his wife be would^for at 
least twelve months — have been a proud and exnltant man. 
But all that was over ; Daniel was' heart-free, when he again 
began to occupy himself with womankind ; it was a very 
different person towards whom be found himself attracted. Tbu 
waa Emma Vine. 

After that chance meeting with Mi's. Clay in the omnibus 
he lost sight of the sistera for a while, but one day Kate cams 
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■to the public-houso and desared to see him. She was in great 
misery. Emma had fallen ill, gravely ill, and Kate had no 
money to pay a doctor. The people in the house whei-e she 
lodged were urging her to send for the parish doctor, but that 
was tm extremity to he avoided as long as a single hope re- 
mained. She had come to borrow a few shillings in order that 
she might take Emma in a cab to the hospital ; perhaps they 
would receive her as an in-patient. Daniel put his hand in hia 
pocket. He did more ; though on the point of returning from 
-breakfast to his work, he sacrificed the morning to accompany 
Mrs. Clay and help her to get the sick girl to the hospital. 
Fortunately it was found possible to give her a bed ; Emma 
remained in the hospital for seven weeks. 

Daniel was not hasty in forming attachments. During the 
seven weeks he called three or four times to incjuire of Mrs. 
Clay what progress her sister was mating, but when Emma 
came home again, and resumed her usual work, he seemed to 
have no further interest in her. At length Kate came to the 
public-hoQse one Saturday night and wished to pay back half 
the loan. Daniel shook his head. ' All right; Mrs. Clay,; don't 
you hurt yourself. Let it wait till you're a bit better off.' 
Nicholas was behind the bar, and when Kate bad gone he asked 
his brother if he hadn't observed i»mettung curious in Mrs. 
Clay's behaviour. Daniel certainly had; the brothers agi'eed 
that she must have been drinking rather more than was good 
for her. 

' I shouldn't wonder,' said Daniel, 'if she started with the 
whole o' the money.' 

Which, indeed, was a true conjecture. 

Time went on, and Daniel had been six. months a licensed 
victualler. It was summer once more, and thirsty weather, 
Daniel stood behind the bar in his shirt sleeves, collarless for 
pffl-sonal ease, with a white waistcoat, and trousers of light 
tweed. Across his stomach, which already was more portly 
than in bis engineering days, swayed a heavy gold chain; on 
one of his fingers was a demonstrative ring. His face and neck 
were very red ; his hair, cropped extremely short, gleamed with 
odorous oils. You could see that he prided himself on the 
spotlessnesa of hia linen; his cuffs were twned up to avoid 
alcoholic soilure; their vast links hang loose for better observ- 
ance by customers. Daniel was a smiling and a happy man. 

It was early on Sunday evening ; Hoxton iiad shaken itself 
fi-om the afternoon slumber, had taken a moderate tea, and was 
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in no two minda about tlie entirely agreeable way of gettii^ 
through the Lours till bedtime. Daniel beamed on the good 
thirsty sonla who songht refuge ucder his roof from the rtill 
warm rays of the- sun. Whilst seeing that no customer lacked 
due attention, he conversed genially with a group of hia epooial 
friends. One of these had been present at a meeting held on 
Clepkenwell Green that morning, a meeting assembled to hear 
Eichard Mutiraer. Richard, a xear having passed since his 
temporary eclipse, was once more prominent as a popular leader. 
He was ciddressing himself to the East End especially, and had 
a scheme to propound which, whatever might be its success or 
the opposite, kept him well before the eyes of men. 

' What's ^11 this 'ere about 1 ' cried one of the group in an 
impatiently contetnptnous tone. ' I can't see nothin in it 
myself.' 

' I can s?e as he wants money,' observed another, laughing, 
' There's a good many ways o' gettin' money without eamin' it, 
particular if you've got a tongue aa goes like a steam engine.' 

' I don't think so bad of him as all that,' said the man who 
had attended the meeting. ' 'Tain't for himself as he wants the 
money. What do i/ou think o' this 'ere job, Dan t ' 

' ill tell you more about that in a year's time,' replied 
Dabbs, thrusting his fingers into his waistcoat podtote. ' 'Cord- 
ing to Mike, we're all goin' to be rich before we know it. Let's 
hope it'll come true.' 

Ho put his tongue in his cheek and let his eye circle roand 
the group. 

' Seems to me,' said the contemptuous man, ' he'd better 
look after his own people first. Charity begins at 'ome, eh, 
mates)' 

' What do you mean by that ) ' ini;[uired a voice, 

'Why, isn't his brother — what's his. name I Bill- 
Jack-——' 

' 'Arry,' corrected Daniel. 

' To' be sure, *Arry; I don't know him myself, but I 'eard 
talk of him. It's him a-s is doin' his three months' 'ard 
labour.' 

' That ain't no fault o' Dick Mutimer'e,' asserted the apolo- 
gist, ' He always was a bad 'un, that 'Arry. Why, you can 
say so much, Dan i No, no, I don't 'old with a. man's bein' 
cried down 'cause he's got a brother as disgraces himself. It 
was Dick asgot'him his plaee, an' a good place it was. It 
wasn't Dick as put bim up to thievin', I suppose 1 ' 
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' No, no, that's right enough,' said Dabbs. ' Let a man be 
JTidged by his own sayin's and doin's. There's 
aboiifc Dick Mutimer 1 ' 
Mike?' 

Mike had planted his glass on the counter in a manner 
euggesting repleaishraent. 

' How that's what I call a cruel question ! ' cried Mike 
hurnorotisly. ' The man as doesn't stick to bia country, I don't 
think much of him.' 

The humour was not remarltable, but it caused &. roar of 
laiighter to go «p. 

'Now what I want to know,' exclaimed one, returning to 
the main subject, 'is where Mutimer gets his money to live on. 
He does no work, we know that much.' 

' He told UB all about that this momin',' replied the 
authority, ' He has friends as keeps him goin', that's nil. As 
far as I can make out it's a sort o' subscription,' 

' Now, there you are ! ' put in Daniel with half a sueer. ' I 
don't call that Socialism. Let a man support himself by his 
own work, then he's got a right to say what he likes. No, no, 
we know what Socialism .means, eh, Tom ? ' , 

The man appealed to answered with a laugh. 

' Well, biesfc if I do, Dan ! There's so many kinds o' 
Socialism nowadays. Which lot does he pretend to belong to I 
There's the " Fiery Cross," and there's Eo&dhouse with his 
" Tocein," and now I s'pose Dick'll be startin' another paper of 
his own.' 

'No, no,' replied Mutiraer's supporter. ' He holds by the 
" Fiery Gross," still, so he said thie mornin'. I've no opinion 
o' Eoodhouse myself. He makes a deal o' noise, but 1 can't see 
as he does anything.' 

'You won't catch Dick Mutimer sidin' with Eoodhouse,' 
remarked Daniel with a wink. ' That's an old story, eh, Tom 1 ' 

Thus the talk went on, and Ihe sale of bereragea kept pace 
with it. About eight o'clock the barmaid informed Daniel 
that Mrs. Clay wished to see him. Kate had entered the 
house by the private door,. and was sitting in the bar-parlour. 
Daaid went to her at once. 

She was more slovenly in appearance than ever, and showed 
all the signs of extreme poverty. Her face was not merely 
harsh and sour, it indicated a process of degradation. The 
Bmile with which she greeted Daniel was disagreeable through 
excessive anxiety to be ingratiating. Her eyes were restless 
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and shrewd. Danie[ sat down opposite to her, and rested his 
elbows on the table. 

' Well, how's all at 'omfi 1 ' he began, avoiding her look as 
he spoke. 

' Nothing much to boast of,' Kate replied with an unplea- 
sant gi^le. 'We keep alive.' 

' Emma all right * ' 

'She's all right, except for her bad 'ead-aches. She's had 
another of 'em this week. But I think it's a bit better to-day.' 

' She'll have a rest to-morrow.' 

The following day was the August bank-holiday. 

' No, she'll have no rest. She's going to do some cleaning 
in Goswell E«ad.' 

Daniel drummed with his fingers on the table. 

'She isn't fit to do it, that's quite lertaiu,' Mrs. Clay 
continired. ' I wish I could get her out for an hour or two. 
She wants fresh air, that's what it is. I s'pose you're going 
somewhere to-morrow 1 ' 

It was asked insinuatingly, and at the same time with an 
air of weary resignation. 

'Well, I did think o' gettin' as far as Epping Forest. 
D'you think yon could ^rsuade Emma to come t you and the 
children as well, you know. I'll have the mare out if she 

will.' 

' I can ask her and see. It *ud be a rare treat for us. I 
feel myself as if I couldn't hold up much longer, it's that 
hot ! ' 

She threw a glance towards the bar. 

' Will you have a bottle o' lemonade ! ' Daniel asked. 

' It's very kind of you. I've a sort o' fainty feeling. If 
you'd just put ever such a little drop in it, Mr. Dahhs.' 

Daniel betrayed a slight annoyance. But he went to the 
door and gave the order. 

' Still at the same place 1 ' he asked on resuming his seat. 

' Emma, you mean 1 Yes, but it's only bean half a week's 
work, this last. And I've as good as nothing to do. Thei-e's 
the childreti runnin' about with no soles to their feet.' 

The lemonade — with a dash in it — was brought to her, and 
she refreshed herself with a deep draught. Perhaps the dash 
was not perceptible enough ; she did not aeem entirely satisfied, 
though pretending to he so. 

' Suppose 1 come round to-night and ask her myself) ' 
Daniel said, as the result of a short rejection. 
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' It 'ud be kind of you if you would, Mr. Dabbs. I'm afraid 
ehe'll teli me ebe can't afford to lose the day.' 

He consulted his watcb, then agaiti reflected, still drumming 
on the tdbla 

' All right, we'll go,' he said, rising from his chair. 

Hia coat was hanging on a peg behind the door. He drew 
it on, and went to tell the barmaid that he should be absent 
exactly twenty minutes. It was Daniel's policy to lead his 
underlings to expect that he might return at any moment, 
though he would probably be away a couple of hours. 

The sisters wei* now living in a street crossing the angle 
between GosweR Eoad and the City Eoad. Daniel was not, as 
a rule, lavish in his expenditure, but he did not care to walk 
any distance, and there was no line of omnibuses available. 
He took a hansom. 

It generally fell to Emma's share to put her sister's children 
to bed, for Mrs. Clay was seldom at home in the evening. But 
for Emma, indeed, the little ones would have been sadly off for 
motherly care. Kate bad now and then a fit of matei'nal zeal, 
but it usually ended in impatience and slappings; for the most 
part she regarded her offspring as encumbrance, and only drew 
attention to them when she wished to impress people with the 
hardships of her lot. The natural result was that the boy and 
girl only knew her as mother by name ; they feared her, and 
would shrink to Emma's side when Kate began to speak crossly. 

Alt dwelt together in one room, for life was harder than 
ever. Emma'g illness had been the bpg irmi ng of a dark and 
miserable time. Whilst she was in the hospital her sister took 
the first steps on the path which leads to destruction; with 
scanty employment, much time to kill, never a suiBciency of 
food, companions only too like herself in their distaste for 
home duties and in the misery of their existence, poor Kate 
got into the habit of straying aimlessly about the streets, and, 
the inevitable consequence, of seeking warmth and company in 
the public-house. Her children lived as the children of such 
mothers do : they played on the stairs or on the pavements, had 
accidents, were tdways dirty, cried themselves to sleep in 
hunger and pain. When Emma returned, still only fit for a 
convalescent home, she had to walk about day after day in 
search of work, conciliating the employers whom Mrs. Clay had 
neglected or disgusted, undertaking jobs to which her strength 
was inadequate, and, not least, striving her hardest to restore 
order in the wretched home. It was agreed that Kate should 
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use the machino at home, whilat Emma got r^ular employ- 
ment in A workroom. 

Emma never heard of that letter which, her sister wrote to 
Mutimer'3 wife. Kate had no expectation that help would 
come of it ; ebe hoped that it had done Mutimer harm, and the 
hope had to satisfy her. She durst not let Emma suspect that 
she had done such a thing. 

Emma heard, Jioweyer, of the loan from Daniel Dabbs, and 
aiWwards thanked him for hie kindness, but she resolutely set 
her face against the repetition of such favoiu^, though Dtmiet 
would have willingly helped when she oame out of the hospitaL 
Kate, of course, was for accepting anything that was offered ; 
she lost her temper, and accused Emma of wishing to starve the 
children. But she was stiil greatly under her sister's influence, 
and when Emma declared that there must be a parting between 
them if she discovered that anything was secretly accepted from 
Mr. Dabbs, Kate sullenly yielded the point. 

Daniel was aware of all this, and it made an impression 
upon him. 

To-night Emma was as usual left alone with the children, 
After tea, when Kate left the house, she sat down to the 
machine and worked for a couple of hours ; for her there was 
small difference between Sunday and week day. Whilst work- 
ing she told the children stories; it was a way of beguiling 
them from their desire to go and play in the street. They were 
strange stories, half recollected from a childhood which had pro- 
mised better things than a maidenhood of gaiTet misery, half 
Emma's own invention. They had a grace, a sponWneity, 
occasionally an imaginative brightness, which would have made 
them, if they had been taken down from the lips, models of 
tale-telling for children. Emma had two classes <^ story : the 
one concerned itself with rich children, the other with poor; 
the one highly fanciful, the other full of a touching actuality, 
the very essence of a life such as that led by the listeners them- 
1 - selves. Unlike the novel which commends itself to the world's 
grown children, these narratives had by no means necessarily 8 
happy ending ; for one thing Emma saw too deeply into the 
facts of life, and was herself too sad, to cease her music on a 
merry chord ; and, moreover, it was half a matter of principle 
with her to make the little ones thonghtful and sympathetic; 
she believed that they would grow up kinder and more self- 
reliant if they were in the habit of thinking that we are ever 
dependent on each other for solace and strengthening under the 
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ifUTden of life. The most elaborate of iier stories, one wholly of 
hor own invention, was called ' Blanehe and Jauey,' It was a 
double biography, Blanche and Janey were bom on the same 
day, they lived ten yeat-s, and then died on the same day. But 
Blanche was the child of wealthy parents ; Janey wag born in 
. a garret. Their lives were recounted in parallel, almost year 
by year, and there was sadoesa in the contrast. Emma had 
chesen the name of the poor child in memory of her own sister, 
her ever dear Jane, whose life had beeu a life of sorrow. 

Tlie story ended thus : 

' Yes, they died on the same day, and they were buiied an 
the same day. But not in the same cemetery, oh no ! Blanche's 
grave is far away over there' — she pointed to the west — 
' among tombstones covered with flowers, and her father and 
mother go every Sunday to read her name, and think and talk 
of her. Janey was buried far away over yonder' — she pointed 
to the east — ' but there i^ no stone on her grave, and no one 
knows the exact place where she lies, and no one, no one ever 
goes to think and talk of her,' 

The sweetness of the story lay in the fact that the children 
were both good, and both deserved to be happy ; it never 
occun-ed to Emma to teach her hearers to bate little Blanche 
just becaose hers was the easier lot. 

Whatever might be her secret eaflering, with the little ones 
Emma was invariably patient and tender. However dirty they 
had made themselves during the day, however much they cried 
when hunger made them irritable, they went to their aunt's 
side with the assurance of finding gentleness in reproof and 
sympathy with their troubles. Yet once she was really angry. 
Bertie told her a deliberate untruth, and she at once discovered 
it. She stood silent for a few moments, looking as Bertie had 
never seen her look. Then she said : 

' Do you know, Bertie, that it is wrong to try and deceive t ' 

Then she tried to make hioi underetand why falsehood was 
evil, and as she spoke to the child her voice quivered, her breast 
heaved. When the little fellow was overcome, and began to 
sob, Emma checked herself, recollecting that she had lost sight 
of the offender's age, and was using expressions which he could 
not understand. But the. lesson was effectual. If ever the 
brother and sister were tempted to hide anything by a false- 
hood they remembered 'Aunt Emma's' face, and dur.st not 
incur the danger of her severity, 

80 she told her stories to the humming of the machine, and 
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when it vas nearly the children's bedtime she broke off to ask 
them if they would like some bread and butter. Among all 
the results of hor poverty the bitterest to Einnta was when she 
found herself hoping that the childr&n would not eat much. If 
their appetite was pour it made her anxious about their health, 
yet it happened sometimes that she feared to ask them if they 
were hungry lest the supply of bread should fail. It was so 
to-night. The week's earnings had been thi-ee shillings; the 
rent itself was four. But the children were as ready to eat as 
if they had bad no tea. It went to her heurt to give them each 
hut one half-slice iind tell them that they could have no more. 
Gladly she would have robbed herself of breakfast next morning 
on their a<K30unt, but that she durst not do, for she had under- 
taken to scrub out an office in Goewell Road, and she knew 
that her strength would fail if she went from home fasting. 

She put them to bed — they slept together on a amaU bed- 
stead, which was a chair during the day — and then sat down 
to do some patching at a dress of Kate's. Her face when she 
communed with her own thoughts was profoundly sad, but far 
, from the weakness of self-pity. Indeed she did her best not to 
think of herself; she knew that to do so cost her struggles with 
feelings she held to be evil, resentment aud woe of passion and 
despair. She tried to occupy herself solely with her sister and 
the children, planning how to make Kate more home-loving 
and how to find the little ones more food. 

She had no companions. The girls whom she came to know 
in the worki-oom for the most past took life very easily; she 
could not share in their genuine merriment; she was often 
revolted by their way of thinking and speaking. They thought 
her dull, aud paid no attention to her. She was glad to be 
relieved of the necessity of talking. 

Her sister thought her hard. Kate believed that she was 
for ever brooding over her iiyury. This was not true, but a 
certain hardness in her chai'acter there certainly was. For her 
life, both of sjul and body, was aiscelic; she taught herself to 
expect, to hope for, nothing. "When she was hungry she had a _ 
sort of pleasuifl in enduring; when weary she worked on aa if 
Vy effort she could overcome the feeling. But Kate's chief 
complaint against her was her determination to receive no help 
save in the way of opportunity to earn money. Thia was some- 
thing more than ordinary pride. Emma suffered intensely in 
the recollection that she had lived at Mutimer'a expense during 
the very months when be was seeUngf the love <d another 
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woman, aiid castang about for means of abandoning herself. 
When she thought of Alice coming with the proposal that she 
and her sister should still occupy the house in Wilton Square, 
and still receive money, the heat of shame and anger never 
failed to rise to hei- cheeks. She could never accept from any- 
one again a penny which she had not earned. She believed 
that Daniel Dabte had been repaid, otherwise she could not 
have rested a moment. 

It was her terrible miBfortune to have feelings too refined 
for the position in which fat« had placed her. Had she only 
been Hke those other girls in the workroom! But we are 
interesting in proportion to our capacity for suffering, and 
dignity comes of misery nobly borne. 

As she sat working on Kate's dress, she was surprised to 
hear a heavy step approaching. There came a knock at the 
door ; she answered, admitting Daniel. 

He looked about the room, partly from curiosity, partly 
through embarrassment. Dusk was falling. 

' Young 'uns in bed 1 ' he said, lowering his voice, 

'Yes, they are asleep,' Emma replied. 

' You don't mind me coming up 1 ' 

•Oh no!' 

He went to the window and looked at the houses opposite, 
then at the flushed sky. 

' Bank holiday to-morrow. I thought I'd like to ask yon 
whether you and Mrs, Clay and the children 'ud come with me 
to Epping Forest. If it's a day like this, it'll be a nice drive — 
do you good. You look as if jou wanted a breath of fresh air, 
if you don't raind me sayin' it.' 

' It's very kind of you, Mr. Dabbs,' Emma replied. ' I am 
very sorry I can't come myself, bwt my sister and the children 
perhaps ' 

She could not refuse for them likewise, yet she was troubled 
to accept so far, 

'But why can't you come)' he asked good-naturedly, 
Blapping his hat against his leg. 

' 1 have some work that'll take me nearly all day.' 

' But you've no business to work on a l^nk holiday. I'm 
not sure as it ain't breakin' the law,' 

He laughed, and Emina did her best to show a smile. But 
she said nothing. 

'Butyouwi/f come, now? Yon can lose just the one dayl 
It'll do you a power o' good. You'll work all the better on 
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Tuesday, now see if yoo don't. Why, it ain't worth Uvin', never 
to get a holiday,' 

' I'm vepy gorry. It was vevy kind indeed of you to think 
of it, Mr. Ilabbs. I reaUy can't come.' 

He went again to, the windovr, and thence to the children's 
bedside. He bent a little and watched them breathing. 

' Bertie's growin' a fine little lad.' 

' Yee, indeed, he is.' 

'He'll have to go to school soon, I s'pose — I'm afraid he 
gives you a good deal of trouble, that is, I mean — you know 
how I mean it.' 

' Ob, he is very good,' Emma said, looking at the sleeping 
face affectionately, 

' Yes, yes,' 

Daniel had meant something different; he saw that Emma 
would not understand him. 

'"We see changes in life,' he resumed, musingly. 'Now 
who'd a' thought I should end up with having more money 
than I know how to use? The 'ouse has done well for eight 
years now, an' it's likely to do well for a good many years yet, 

' I am glad to hear that,' Emma replied constrainedly. 

' Miss Vine, I wanted you to come to Epping Forest 
to-morrow because I thought I should have a chance of a little 
taclk. I don't mean that was the only reason; it's too bad you 
never get a holiday, and I should like it to a' done j^u good.- 
Biit I thought I might a' found a ebance o' sayin' something, 
something I've thought of a long time, and that's the honest 
truth. I want to help you and your sister and the young 'das, 
but you moat of alL I don't like to see yon Hvin' such a hard 
life, 'cause you deserve something better, if ever anyone did.- 
Now will you let me help you? There's only one way, Mid it's 
the way I'd like best of any. The long an' the short of it is, I 
want to ask you if you'll come an' live at the 'ouse, come and 
bring Mrs. Clay an' the children 1 ' 

Emma looked at him in surprise and felt uncertain of his . 
meaning, though his speech had painfully prepared her with an 
answer. 

' I'd do my light down best to make you a good 'usbaod, 
that I would, Emma I' Daniel hurried on, getting flustered. 
' Perhaps I've been a bit too sudden ? Suppose we leave it tilt 
you've had time to think over? It's no good talking- to you 
about money an' that kind o' thing; you'd marry a poor raaa 
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as soon aa a rich, if only you cared in the right way for him 
I won't sing my own praises, but I don't think you'd find much 
to coui)>lain of in me. I'd never ask you to go into the bar, 
'cause I know you ain't aaited for that, and, what's more, I'd 
rather you didn't. Will you give it a tlioughtl ' 

It was modest enough, and from her knowledge of the man 
Emma felt that he was to be trusted for more tlian hie word. 
But he asked an impossible thing. She could not imagine 
herself consenting to marry any man, but the reasons why she 
could not marry Daniel Dabbs were manifold. She felt them 
all, but it was only needful to think of one. 

Yet it was a temptation, and the hour of it might have 
been chosen. With a scarcity of food for the morrow, wii>h 
dark fears for her sister, suffering incessantly on the children's 
account, Emma might have been pardoned if she had taken 
the helping hand. But the temptiition, though it unsteadied 
her brain for a moment, could never have overcome her. Sbo 
would have deemed it far less a crime to go out and steal a loaf 
from the baker's shop than to marry Daniel because he offered 
rescue from destitution. 

She refused him, as gently as she could, but with firmness 
which left him no room for misunderstanding her. Daniel was 
awed by her quiet sincerity. 

'But I can wait,' ho stammered; 'if you'd take time to 
think it over } ' 

Useless ; the answer could at no time be other. 

' Well, I've no call to grumble,' he said. ' You say straight 
out what you mean. No woman can do fairer than that.' 

His thought recurred for a moment to Alice, whose fault 
had been that she was ever ambiguous. 

' It's bard to bear. I don't think I shall ever cai'e to marry 
any other woman. But you're doin' the right thing ami the 
honest thing ; I wish all women was like you.' 

At the door he turned. 

' There'd be no harm if I take Mrs. Clay and the children, 
would there 1 ' 

' I am. sure they will thank you, Mr. Dabbs.' 

It. did not matter now that there was a clear understanding. 

At a little distance ffom the house door Daniel found Mrs. 
Clay waiting. 

* No good,' he said cheerlessly. 

' She won't go t ' 

*No. But I'll take you and the children, if yoa'li comoi' 
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Kate did not immediately reply. A grave dlBappointment 
showed itself in her face. 

' Can't be helped,' Daniel replied to her look. ' I did my 
- best.' 

Kat« accepted his iiiyitation, and they arranged the hour o( 
meeting. As she approached the house to enter, now looking 
ill-tempered, a woman of her acquaintance met her. After a 
few minutes' conversation they walked away together. 

Emma eat up till twelve o'clock. The thought on which 
aha was brooding was not one to make the time go lightly ; it 
was — how much and how various evil can be wrought by ft 
single act of treachery. And the instance in her mind wasf 
more fruitful than her knowledge allowed her to perceive. 

Kate appeared shortly after midnight. She had very red 
cheeks and very bright eyes, and her mood was quarrelsome. 
She sat down on the bed and b^an to talk of Daniel Dabbs, 
as she had often done already, in a maundering way. Emma 
kept silence ; she was beginning to imdress. 

' There's a man with money,' said Kate, her voice getting 
louder ; ' money, I tell yon, and you've only to say a word. 
And you won't even be civil to him. You've got no feeling ; 
you don't care for nobody bat yourself. I'll take the ehitdi-en 
and leave you to go your own wa,y, that's what I'll do ! ' 

It was hard to make no reply, hut Emma succeeded in 
commanding herself. The maundering talk went on for more 
than an hour. Then came the wretched silence of night. 

Emma did not sleep. She was too wobegone to find a tear. 
Life stood before her in the darkness like a hideous spectre. 

In the morning she told her sister that Daniel had asked 
her to marry him and that she had refused. It was best to 
have that understood. Kate heard with black brows. But 
even yet she knew something of shame when she remembered 
her return home the night before; it kept her from giving 
utterance to her anger. 

There followed a scene such as had occurred two or three 
tinaes during the past six months. Emma threw aside all her 
coldness, and with passioilate entreaty besought her sister to 
draw back from the gulf's edge whilst there was yet time. For 
her own sake, for the sake of Bertie and the little girl, by the 
memory of that dear dead one who lay in the waste cemetery I 

'Pity me, too ! Think a little of me, Kate dear t You 
are driving me to despair.' 

Kate was moved, slie had not else been hunwn. The 
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ehilclreii were looking up with frightened, wondering eyes. 
Khe hid her face and muttered promises of amendment. 
Emma kissed her, and strove hard to hope. 



CHAPTKR XXXI. 



With his five hundred pounds lodged in the hank, Mutimer 
felt ill at ease in the lodgings in Pentonvillo. He began to 
look about for an abode more suitable to the dignity of his 
position, and shortJy discovered a house in HoJloway, the rent 
twenty-eight pounds, the situation convenient for his purposes. 
Ey way of making some amends to Adela for his less than civil 
behaviour, he took the house and had it modestly furnished (at 
the cost of one hundred and ten pounds) before saying anything 
to her of his plans. Then, on the pretest of going to search 
for pleasanter lodgings, he one day took her to Holloway and 
led her into her own dwelling, Adela waa startled, but did her 
best to seem grateful. 

They returned to Pentonville, settled their accounts, packed 
their belongings, and by evening were able to sit down to a 
dinner cooked by their own servant — under A dela's supervision. 
Mutimer purchased a couple of bottles of claret on the way 
home, that the first evening might he wholly cheeiful. Of a 
sudden he bad become a new man ; the sullenneas had passed, 
and he walked from room to i-oom with much the same air of 
lofty satisfaction as when he first surveyed the interior of 
"Wanley Manor. He made a show of reading in the hour 
before dinner, but could not keep still for more tbaii a few 
tiinutes at a time; be wanted to handle the furniture, to 
survey the prospect from the windows, to walk out into the 
road and take a general view of the house. When their meal 
had begun, and the servant, instructed to wait at table, chanced 
to he out of the room, he remarked : 

' "We'll b^in, of course, to dine at the proper time again, 
It's far better, don't you think so J ' 

' Yes, I tl^nk so. 

' And, by-tbe-by, you'll see that Mary has a cap.' 

Adela smiled. 

' Yes, I'll see she has,' 

Mary herself entered. Some impulse she did not qmte 
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iiiideratand led Adela to look at the girl in her yet capless con- 
dition. She said something which would require Mary to 
answer, and found herself wondering at the submissive tone, 
the repeated 'Mum.' 

'Yes,' she mused with herself, 'she is our creature. We 
pay her and she must attire herself to suit our ideas of pro- 
priety. She must remember her station.' 

' What is it ! ' Mutiraer aelced, noticing that she had again 
smiled. 

'Nothing.' 

His pipe lit, hia limbs reposing in the easy-chair, Mutimer 
became expansive. He requested Adela's attention whilst he 
lendered a full account of all the moneys he had laid out, and 
made a computation of the cost of living on this basis. 

' The start once made,' he said, 'you see it isn't a bit dearer 
than the lodgings. And the fact is, I couldn't have done much 
in that hole. Now here, I feel able to go to work. It ian't in 
reality Spending money on ourselves, though it may look like it. 
You see I must have a place where people can call to see me; 
we'd no room befoi*.' 

He mused. 

' You'll write and tell your mother 1' 

' Yes.' 

Don't say anything about the money. You haven't done 
yet, 1 suppose J ' 

'No.' 

'Better not. That's our own business. You can just say 
you're more comfortable. Of course,' he added, ' there's no 
Boci-et. I shall let people understand in time that I am carry- 
ing out the wishes of a Socialist friend. That's simple enough. 
But there's no need to talk about it just yet. I roust get fairly 
going first.' 

His face gathered light as he proceeded. 

'Ah, now I'll do something I see if I don't. You see, the 
fact of the matter is, there ai* some men who are cut out for 
leading in a movement, and I have the kind of feeling — well, 
for one thing, I'm readier at public speaking than most. You 
think 80, don't you ( ' 

Adela was sewing together some chintzes. She kept her 
eyes closely on the wort. 

' Yes, I think so.' 

' Now the lir.ft thing I shall get done,' her husband pursued, 
e little disappointed that she gave no wai'mer assent, ' ia that 
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book, " My Work at New Wanley." The IFnioQ 'II pwblish it. 
It ought to have a good sale in Belwick and round abOut there. 
You see I must get my name well known ; that's everything. 
When I've got that off hand, then I shall begin on the liaet 
End. I mean to make the East End my own ground, I'll see 
if something can't be done to stir 'em up, I haven't quite 
thought it out yet. There must be some way of getting them 
to take an interest in Socialism. Now we'll see what can be 
done in twelve months. What'l] you bet me that I don't add 
a thousand members to the Union in thia next yeart ' 

'I dare eay you can.' 

' There's no " dare eay " about it, I mean to ! I begin to 
think I've special good luck; things always turn out right in 
the end. "When I lost my work because I wbs a Socialist, then 
came Wanley. Now I've lost Wanley, and here comes five 
hundred a year for ten years ! I wonder who that poor fellow 
may bet I suppose he'll die soon, and then no doubt we shall 
hear his name. I only wish there were a few more like him.' 

' The East End ! ' he resumed presently, ' That's my 
ground. I'll niake the East End know me as well as they 
know any man in England. What we want is personal 
influence. It's no use asking them to get excited about a 
movemunt; they must have a man. Just the same in bourgeois 
politics. It isn't Liberalism they care for; it's Gladstone. 
Wait and see 1 ' 

He talked for three hours, at times as if he were already on 
the platform before a crowd of East Enders who were shouting, 
' Mutimer for ever I ' Adela fell into physical weariness ; at 
length she with difficulty kept her ejes open. His language 
was a mere buzzing in her ears ; her thoughts were far away. 

'My Work at New Wanley' was written and published ; 
Keene had the glory of revising the maaiuscript. It made a ■ 
pamphlet of thirty-two pages, and was in reality an autobio- 
graphy. It presented the ideal working man ; the author 
stood as a type for ever of the noble possibilities inherent in 
his class. Written of course in the first person, it contained 
passages of monumental self-satisfaction. Adela, too, was 
mentioned ; to her horror she found a glowing description of 
the work she had done among the women and children. After 
reading that page she threw the pamphlet aside and hid her 
face in her hands. She longed for the earth to cover her. 

But the publication had no sale worth speaking of, A 
hundred eqpies were got rid of at the Socialist centres, and a 
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couple of hundred more when the piice was i-educed from twtv 
pence to a penny. This ■would not satisfy Mutimer. He took 
the I'emaining three hundred off the hands of the Union and 
sowed them broadcast over the East End, where ah'eady 
he wae actively at work. Then he had a thousand more 
struck off, and at every meeting which he held gave away 
numerous copies. Keene wrote to suggest that in a new 
edition there should be a woodcut portrait of the author on 
the front. Mutimer was delighted with the idea, and at once 
had it carried out. 

Through this winter and the spring that followed he worked 
hard. It had become a necessity of his existence to hear his 
name on the lips of men, to he perpetually in evidence. Adela 
saw that day by day his personal vanity grew more absorbing. 
When ha returned from a meeting he would occupy her for 
hours with a recitation of the speeches he had made, with a 
minute account of what othei's had said of him. He succeeded 
in forming a new branch of the Union in Clerfcenwell, and by 
contributing half the rent obtained a room for meetings. In 
this branch he was King Mutimer. 

In the meantime the suit against Rodman was carried 
through; it could have of course but one result. Bodmanwas 
sold up, but the profit accruing to Hubert Eldon was trifling, 
for the coats were paid out of the estate, and it appeared that 
Hodman, malting hay whilst the sun shone, had spent all but 
the whole of his means. There remained the question whether 
he was making fraudulent concealments. Mutimer was 
morally convinced that this was the case, and would vastly have 
enjoyed laying his former friend by the heels for the statutable 
six weeks, but salisfactory proofs were not to he obtained. 
Through Mr. Yottle, Eldon expressed the desire that, as far as 
he was concerned, the matter might rest. But it was by-no 
means with pure seal for justice that Mutimer had proceeded 
thus fiu*. He began the suit in anger, and, as is wont to be 
the case with litigants, grew more bitter as it went on. The 
selling up of Eodman's house was an occasion of joy to him ; 
he went about singing and whistling. 

Adela marvelled that he could so entirely forget the suffer- 
ings of his sister ; she had had so many proofs of his aflection 
for Alice. In fact he was fer from forgetting her, but he made 
strange distinction between her and her husband, and had a 
ieeling that in doing his utmost to injure Rodman he was in a 
manner avenging Alice. His love Sot Alice was in no degree 
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weakened, but — if the state can be understood — he was jealous 
of tUe completeness with which she had abandoned him to 
espouse the cause of her husband. Alice had renounced her 
brother ; she never saw him, and declared that she never would 
speak to him again. And Mutimer had no fear lest she should 
suffer want, fiodman had a position of some kind in the City ; 
he and his wife lived for a while in lodgings, then took a house 
at Winibledon. 

One of Mutimer's greatest ansieties had been lest he should 
have a difficulty henceforth in supporting his mother in the 
old house. The economical plan would have been for Adela 
andhimselftogoand live with the old woman, but he felt that 
to be impossible. Hia mother would never become reconciled 
to Adela, and, if the truth must be told, he was ashamed to 
make known to Adela his mother's excessive homeliness. 
Then again he was still estranged from the old woman. 
Though he often thought of whit Ahca had said to him oa that 
point, month after month went by and he could not make up 
his mind to go to Wilton bquare Hiving let the greater part 
of her house, Mrs. Mutimer needed little pecuniary aid ; once 
she returned money which he had sent to her. 'Any still 
lived with her, and 'Aiiv was a never ending difficulty. After 
his appearance in the police court, he retired for a week or two 
into private life ; that is to say, he contented himself with 
loafing about the streets of Hoxton and the City, and was at 
home by eleven o'clock nightly, perfectly sober. The character 
of this young man was that of a distinct class, comprising the 
sons of mechanics who are ruined morally by being taught to 
consider themselves above manual labour. Had he from the 
first been put to a craft, he would in all likelihood have been 
no worse than the ordinary English artisan— probably drink- 
ing coo much and loafing on Mondays, but not sinking below 
the leve! of bis fellows in the workshop. His positive fault 
was that shared by his brother and sister — personal vanity. It 
was encouraged from the beginning by immunity from the only 
kind of work for which he was fitted, and the undreamt-of re- 
volution in hia prospects gave fatal momentum to all his worst 
teudencies. Keene and Rodman successively did their best, 
though unintentionally, to ruin him. He was now incapable 
of earning his living by any continuous work. Since his return 
to liOndon he had greatly extended his circle of acquaintances, 
which consisted of idle fellows of the same type, youths who 
bang about the lowest fiinge of clerkdom till they definitely 
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claBS themeelvea ei'tbec with the criminal community or with 
those who ihake » living by nurecognised pursuits which iit 
any time may chance to bring them within the clutofaes of the 
law. To use a coarse but expi'essive word, he waa a hopeless 



le just; 'Arry bad, like every other maa, hia better 
moments. He knew that be had maje himself contemptible to 
his mother, to Eichard, aad to Alice, and the knowledge was 
to far from agreeable that it often drove him to reCklesBness. 
That was his way of doing homage to the better life; he had 
no power of will to resist temptation, but he could go tc meet 
it doggedly out of sheer dieaatisfactioo with himself. Our 
social state ensures destruction to such natures ; it has no help 
foi" them, no patient encouragement. Naturally he hardened 
himself in vicious habits. Despised by his own people, he 
soothed his injured vanity by winning a certain predominance 
among the contemptible. The fact that he had been on the 
point of inheriting a fortune in itself gave him Standing ; be 
told his story in public- houses and elsewhere, and I'oUBked the 
distinction of having such a story to tell. Even as his brother 
Biohard could not reet unless he ■wtua prominent as an agitator, 
go it became a necessity to 'Airy to 1^ in the gin-palace and 
the music-hall. He made himself the aristocrat of rowdyism. 

But it was impossible to live without ready money, and 
his mother, though supplying him with board and lodging, re- 
fused to give him a penny. He made efforts on his own account 
to obtain employment, but without result. At last there was 
nothing for it but to humble himself before Eichard. 

He did it with an ill-enough grace, JEariy one morning he 
presented himself at the bouse in Holloway. Eichard was 
talking with bis wife in the sitting-room, breakfast being still 
on the table. On the visitor's name being brought to 'iata, he 
sent Adela away and allowed the scapegrace to be admitted, 

'Arry shuffled to a seat and eat leaning forward, holding his 
bat between his knees, 

' Well, what do you want)' iUchard asked severely. He 
was glad that 'Arry bad at length come, and he enjoyed 
assuming the magisterial attitude. 

' I want to find a place,' 'Arry replied, without looting up, 
and in a dogged voice. ' i\e been frjiD^ to get one, md I 
can't. I think you might help a feller.' 

' What's the good of helping you t You'll be turned out qf 
any place in a, week or two,' 
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' Wo, I shan't ! ' 

'What Bort of a place do you wantl' 

'A clerk's, of course.' 

He pronounced the word 'clerk' as it is spelt; it made 
him seem yet more ignoble. 

' Have you given up drink ? ' 

No answer. 

' Before I try to help you,' eaid Mutimer, ' you'll have to 
take the pledge.' 

' All right,' 'Arry muttered. 

Then a thought occurred to Richard. Bidding his brother 
stay where he was, he went in search of Adela and found her 
in an npper room. 

' He's come to ask me to help him to get a place,' ho said, 
' I don't know very well how to set about it, but I suppose I 
must do something. He promises to take the pledge.' 

' That will be a good thing,' Adela replied. 

' Good if he keeps it. But I can't talk to him ; I'm sick of 
doing so. And I don't think he even listens to me.' He 
hesitated. ' Do you think yon — would you mind speaking to 
him $ I believe you might do him good.' 

Adela did not at once reply. 

'I know it's a nasty job,' he pursued. 'I wouldn't ask 
you if I didn't really think you might do some good, I don't 
see why be should go to the dogs. He used to be a good 
enough fellow when fie was a little lad.' 

It was one of the most humane speeches Adela had ever 
heard from her husband. She replied with cheerfulness : 

' If you really think he won't take it amiss, I shall bo very 
glad to do my best.' 

'That's right; thank you,' 

Adela went down and was alone with 'Arry for half-an- 
hour. She was young to undertake such an office, but suffering 
had endowed her with gravity and understanding beyond her 
years, and her native sweetness was such that she could alto- 
gether forget herself in pleading with another for a good end. 
No human being, however perverse, could have taken ill the 
words that were dictated by so pure a mind, and uttered 
in so musical and gentle a voice. She led 'Arry to speak 
frankly. 

' It seems to me a precious hard thing,' he said, ' that they've 
let Dick keep enough money to live on comfortable, and won't 
give me a penny. My right was as good aa his.' 
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'Perhaps it was/ Adela replied kindly. 'But you mast 
remember that money was left to your brother by the will.' 

' But you don't go tilling me that he lives on two pounds 
a week 1 Everybody knows he doesn't. Where does the rest 

' I don't think 1 must talk about that. I think very likely 
your brother will explain if you ask him seriously. But is it 
really such a, hard thing after all, Ilarryl I feel so sure that 
yon will only know real happiness when you are earning a live- 
lihood by steady and honourable work. You remember how I 
vised to go and see the people in New Wanleyl I shall never 
forget how happy the best of them were, those who worked 
their hardest all day and at night came home to rest with their 
families and friends. And yon yourself, how contented you 
used to be when your time was thoroughly occupied ! But I'm 
sure you feel the truth of this. You have been disappointed ; 
it has made you a little careless. Now work hard for a year 
and then come and tell me if I wasn't right about that being 
the way to happiness. "Will you ! ' 

She rose and held her hand to him, the hand to which he 
should have knelt. But he said nothing ; there was an obstacle 
in his throat. Adela understood his silence and left him. 

Hichard went to work among his friends, and in a fortnight 
had found his brother employment of a new kind. It was a 
place in an ironmonger's shop in Hoxton ; 'AiTy was to serve 
at the counter and learn the business. Por three months he 
was on trial and would receive no salary. 

Two of the three months passed, and all seemed to be going 
well. Then one day there came to Mutimer a telegram from 
'Arry's employer; it requested that he would go to the shop as 
soon as possible. Foreseeing some catastrophe, he hastened to 
Hoxton. His brother was in custody for stealing money from 
the tilL 

The ironmonger was inexorable. 'Arry passed through the 
judicial routine and was sentenced to three months of hard 
labour. 

It was in connection with this wretched af^ir that Eichard 
once more met his mother. He went from the shop to tell her 
what had happened. 

He found her in the kitchen, occupied as he had eeen her 
many, many times, ironing newly washed linen One of the 
lodgers happened to come out from the house as he ascended 
the steps, so he was able to go down without announcing him- 
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aelf. The old woman had a nervous start; the iron stopped in 
its smooth hackwaxd and forward motion ; the band with which 
she held it trembled. She kept her eyes on Richard's face, 
. which foretold evil. 

' Mother, I have brought yon bad news,' 

She pushed the iron adde and stood waiting. Her hard 
lips grew harder; her deep-set eyes had a stern light. Not 
much ill could come to pass for which she was not prepared. 

He tried to break the news. His mother interrupted him. 

'What's he been a-doin'V You've no need to go round 
about. I like straightforwardness.' 

Eiohard told her. It did not seem to affect her strongly ; 
she turned to the table and resumed her work. But she could 
no longer guide the iron. She pushed it aside and faced her 
son with such a look as one may see in the eyes of a weak 
animal cruelly assailed. Her tongue found its freedom and 
boro her whither it would. 

' What did I tell you J What was it I said that night you 
come in and told me you was all rich 1 Didn't I ^vam you that 
there'd no good come of it. Didn't I say you'd remember my 
words 1 You laughed at me ; you got sharp-tempered with me 
an' as good as called me a fool. An' what has come of it ! 
What's come of it to nie 1 I had a 'ome once an' childi-ea 
about me, an' now I've neither the one nor the other. You 
call it a 'ome with strangers takin' up well nigh all the 'ouse t 
Not such a 'ome as I thought to end my days in. It fair scrapes 
on my heart every time I hear their feet going up an' down the 
stairs. An' where are my children gone^ Two of 'era as 'ud 
never think to come near me if it wasn't to bring ill news, an" 
one in prison. How 'ud that sound in your father's ears, think 
you ? I may have been a fool, but I knew what 'ud come of 
a workin' man's children goin' to live in big 'onses, with their 
servants an' their carriages. What better are you 1 It's come 
an' it's gone, an' there's shame an' miseiy left be'ind it i ' 

Richard listened without irritation ; he was heavy-hearted, 
the shook of his brother's disgrace had disposed him to see hia 
life on its dark side. And he pitied his poor old mother. She 
had never been tender in her words, could not be tender ; bub 
he saw in her countenance the suffering through which she had 
gone, and read grievous things in the eyes that could no longer 
weep. For once he yielded to rebuke. Her complaint that he 
had not come to see her touched him, for he had desired to 
come, bat could not subdue his pride. Her voice was feebler 
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. tban when, he last heard it raised in reproach ; it reminded him 
that there would come a day when he might long to hear even 
words of upbraiding, but the voice would be mute for ever. It 
needed a moment such as this to stir his sluggish imagination. 

' What you say is true, mother, hnb we couldn't help it. 
It's turned oat badly because we live in bad times. It's tho 
state of society that's to blame,' 

He was sincere in saying it; that is to say, he used tho 
phrase so constantly that it had become his natural utterance 
in difficulty ; it may be that in his heart he believed it. Who, 
indeed, shall say that he was wrong ! But what made such 
an excose so disagreeable in hie case was that he had not — in. 
t«llectnftliy speaking— the right to avail himself of it. The 
difference between truth and cant often lies only in the lips 
that give forth the words. 

' Yea, that's what yon always said,' replied Mrs. Mutimer 
impatiently. 'It's always someone else as is to blame, an' 
. never yourself. The world's a good enough world if folk 'ud 
only make it so. Was it the bad times as made yon leave 
a good, honest girl when you'd promised to marry her) No, 
you must have a fine lady for your wife ; a plain girl as eamt 
her own bread, an' often had hard work to get it, wasn't good 
enough for you. Don't talk to me about bad times. There's 
Boine men aa does right an' some as does wrong ; it always was 
so, an' tho world's no worse nor no bettor, an' not likely to be.' 

The poor woman eould not be generous, A concession onl^ 
led her on to speak the thoughts it naturally suggested to her. 
And her very bitterness was an outcome of her affection ; it 
soothed her to rail at her son after so long a silence. He had 
injured her by his holding aloof; she was urged on by this 
feeling quite as much as by anger with his faults. And still 
Mutimer showed no resentment. In him, too, there was a 
pleasure which came of memories revived. Let her say to him 
what she liked, he loved his mother and was glad to be once 
more in her presence. 

' I wish I could have pleased you better, mother,' he said. 
' What's done can't be helped. We've trouble to bear together, 
and it won't be lighter for angry words.' 

The ohi woman muttered something inaudible and, after 
feeling her iron and discovering that it waa cold, she put if! 
down before the fire. Her tongue had eased itself, and she fell 
again into silent grief 

Mutimer sat listening to the tick of the familiar clock. 
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■That and the smell of the fresh linen made his old life very 
present to him ; there arose in his heart a longing for the pnst, 
it seemed peaceful and fuller of genuine interests than the life 
he now led. He remembered how he used to sit before the 
kitchen fire reading the books and papers which stirred hie 
thought to criticism of the order of things; nothing now 
absorbed him in the same way. Coming across a sentence that 
delighted him, he used to read it aloud to his mother, who per- 
chance was ironing as now, or sewing, or preparing a meal, and 
Khe would find something to say against it j so that there ensued 
a vigorous debate between her old-fashioned ideas and the brand- 
now theories of tJie age of education. Then Alice would come 
in and make the dispute a subject for sprightly mockery. Alice 
was the Princess in those days. He quarrelled with her often, 
but only to resume the tone of affectionate banter an hour after. 
Alice was now Mrs. Itodman, and had declared that she hated 
him, that in her life she would never speak to him again. 
Would it nob have been better if things had gone the natural 
course 1 Alice would no doubt have married Daniel Dabbs, 
and would have made hlia a good wife, if a rather wilful one. 
' Avry would have given trouble, but surely could not have come 
to hopeless shame. He, Richard, would have had Emma Vine 
for his wife, a true wife, loving him with all her heart, thinking 
him the best and cleverest of working men. Adela did not love 
him ; what she thought of his qualities it was not easy to say. 
Yea, the old and natural way was better. He would have had 
difficulties enough, because of his opinions, but at least lie 
would have continued truly to represent his class. He knew 
very well that he did not represent it now; he belonged to no 
class at all; he was a professional agitator, and must remain 
Ko through bis life — or till the Eevolution came. The Revo- 
lution 1 . , . 

His mother was speaking to him, asking what he meant to 
do about 'Ariy. He raised his eyes, and for a moment looked 
at her sadly. 

' There's nothing to be done. I can pay a lawyer, but it'll 
be no good.' 

He remained with his mother for yet an. hour; they talked 
intermittently, without in appearance coming nearer to each 
other, though in fact the barrier was removed. She made tea 
for him, and heiself made pretence of taking some. When he 
went away he kissed her as he had used to. He left her happier 
than she had been for years, in spite of the news he had brought^ 
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Thenceforward Mutimer went to Wilton Square regalarly 
once a week. He let Adela know of this, saying casually one 
morning that he could not do something that day because his 
mother would expect him in the afternoon as usual. He half 
hoped that she might put soma question which would lead to 
talk on the subject, for the reconciliation with his mother had 
brought about a change in his feelings, and it would now have 
been rather agreeable to him to exhibit his b^utiful and gentle- 
mannered wife. But Adela merely accepted the remark. 

He threw himself into the work of agitation with more 
enei^ than ever. By this time he had elaborated a scheme 
which, was original enough to ensure him notoriety if only ho 
could advertise it sufficiently throughout the Bast End. He 
hit upon it one evening when he was smoking his pipe after 
dinner. Adela was in the room with him reading. He took 
her into his confidence at onca 

' I've got it at last I I want something that'll attract their 
attention. It isn't enough to preach theories to them ; they 
won't wake up ; there's no getting them to feel in earnest about 
Socialism. I've been racking my brain for something to set 
them talking, it didn't much matter what, but better of course 
if it was useful in itself at the same time. Now I think I've 
got it. It's a plan for giving them a personal interest, a money 
interest, in me and my ideas. I'll go and say to them, " How 
is it you men never save any money even when you could J 
I'll tell you : it's because the savings wotdd be so little that 
they don't seem worth while; you think you might as well go 
and enjoy yourselves in the public-house while you can. What's 
the use of laying up a few shillings t Ths money comes and 
goes, and it's all in a life," Very well, then. 111 put my plan 
before them. " JlTow look here," I'll say, " instead of spending 
so much on beer and spirits, come to me and let me keep yow 
money foT you I" They'll burst out laughing at me, and say, 
" Catch us doing that ! " Yes, but I'll persuade them, see if I 
don't. And in this way. " Suppose," I'll say, " there's five 
hundred men bring me threepence each every week. Now 
what man of you doesn't spend threepence a week in drink, 
get the coppers how he may 1 Do you know how much that 
comes to, five hundred threepenny bits % Why, it's six potmds 
five shillings. And do you know what that cornea to in a year i 
Why, no leas than three hundred and twenty-five pounds I 
Now just listen to that, and think about it. Those threepenny 
bits are no use to you; you otvn't save them, and you spend 
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tliein in a. way tfcat does you no good, and it may be harm. 
Now what do you thiak I'll do with that money t "Why, I'll 
use it aa the capitalists do. I'll put it out to interest; 111 get 
three per cent, for it, and perhaps more. But let's say three 
per cent. What's the result t Why, this : in one year your 
three hundred andtwenty-fivepoimdshas become three hundred 
and thirty-four pounds fifteen ; I owe each of you thirteen 
shillings and fonrpence halfpenny, and a fraction more." ' 

He had already jotted down calculationB, and read fvom 
them, looking up between times at Adela with the air of con- 
viction which he would address to his audience of East Enders. 

' " Now if you'd only saved the thirteen shillings — which 
you wouldn't and couldn't have done by yourselves — it would 
be well worth the while; but you've got the interest as well, 
and the point I want you to imderstand is that you can ttnly 
get that increase by clubbing together and investing the savings 
as a whole. You may say fourpence halfpenny isn't worUi 
having. Perhaps not, but those of you who've learnt arith- 
metic — be thankful if our social state allowed you to leam 
anything — will remember that there's such a thing as com- 
pound interest. It's a trick the capitalists found out. Interest 
was a good discovery, but compound interest a good deal better. 
Leave your money with me a second year, and it'll grow more 
still, I'll see to that. You're all ablej I've no doubt, to make 
the calculation for yourselves." ' 

He paused to see what Adela would say. 

' No doubt it will be a very good thing if you can persuade 
them to save in that way,' she remarked, 

' Good, yes ; but I'm not thinking so much of the money. 
Iton't you see that it'll give me a hold over them? Eveiy 
man who wants to save on my plan must join the Union. 
They'll come together regularly ; I can get at them and mako 
them listen to me. Why, it's a magniUcent idea I It's fighting 
the capitalists with their own weapons I You'll see what the 
" Tocsin " 'II say. Of course they'll make out that I'm going 
against Socialist principles. So I am, but it's for the sake of 
^cialism for all that, If I make Socialists, it doesn't much 
matter how I do it.' 

Adela could have contested that point, but did not care to 
do so. She said : 

'Are you sure you can persuade the men to trust you with 
their money V 

' That's the difBcnlty, I know ; but see if I don't get over 
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it. I'll bave ft committee, holding tliemeelves responsible for, 
all Bvtms paid to us. I'll publish weekly accoimta— just a leaflet, 
you know. And do you know what! ni promise that as 
soon as they've trusted me with a hundred pounds, I'll add 
another hundred of my own. See if that won't fetch tbem 1 ' 

As usual when he saw a prospect of noisy auccess he he- 
came excited beyond measure, and talted incessantly till niid- 

' Other men don't have these ideas .' ' he exclaimed at one 
moment. ' That's what I meant when I told you I was born 
to be a leader. And IVe the secret of getting people's confi- 
dence. They'll trust me, see if they don't I' 

In spite of Adela's unbroken reserve, he had seldom been 
other than cordial in his behaviour to her since the recom- 
mencement of his prosperity. His active life gave him no 
time to brood over suspicions, though hia mind was not alto- 
gether free from them. He still occasionally came home at 
hours when he could not be expected, but Adela was always 
occupied either with housework or reading, and received him 
with the cold self-possession which came of her undei-staading hia 
motives. Her life was lonely ; since a visit they had received 
from Alfred at the past Christmas she had seen no friend. One 
day in spring Mutimer asked her if she did not wish to see 
Mrs. Westlake ; she replied that ehe had no desire to, and he 
said nothing more. Stella did not write ; she had ceased to do 
so since receiving a certain lengthy letter from Adela, in which 
the latter begged that their friendship might feed on siJence for 
a while. When the summer came there were pressing invita- 
tions from Wanley, hut Adela declined them. Alfred and his 
wife were going again to South Wales ; was it impossible for 
Adela to join them i Letty wrote a letter full of affectionate 
pleading, but it was useJesi^. 

In August, Mutimer proposed to take his wife for a week 
to the Sussex coast. He wanted a brief rest himself, and he 
saw that Adela was yet more in need of change. She never 
complained of ill-health, but was weak and pale. With no in- 
ducement to leave the house, it was much if she had an hour's 
open-air exercise in the week; often the mere exertion of 
lising and beginning the day was followed by a sick languor 
which compelled her to lie ail the aftenioozi on the oouch. She 
studied much, reading English and foreign books which required 
mental exertion. They were not works relating to the ' Social 
Question '-—far other. The volumes she used "to study wei-a a 
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burden ami ii, loatliing to her aa often as her eyes fell upon 
Uieta. 

-In her letters from Wanlej there was never a word of what 
was going on in the valley. Week after week she looked 
eagerly for some hint, yet was relieved when she found none. 
For it had become her habit to hand over to Mutimer every 
letter she received. He read them. 

Shortly after their return from the seaside, 'Arry's term of 
Imprisonment came to an end. He went to his mother's house, 
and Richard first saw him there. Punishment had had its 
usua] eHect; 'Arry was obstinately taciturn, conscious of hia 
degradation, inwardly at war with all his kind, 

' There's only one thing I can do for you now,' hia bi-other 
said to him. ' I'll pay your passage to Australia, Then you 
must shift for yourself,' 

'Arry refused the offer. 

' Give me the money instead,' was his reply. 

Argument was vain ; Eichard and the old woman passed to 
entreaty, but with as little result. 

'Give me ten, pounds and let me go about my business,' 
'Arry exclaimed irritably, ' I want no more from you, and 
you won't get any good out o' me by jawin',' 

The money was of course refused, in the hope that a week 
or two would change the poor fellow's mind. But two days 
after he went out and did not return. Nothing was heard of 
him. Mrs. Mutimer sat late every night, listening for a knock 
at the door. Sometimes she went and stood ou the steps, 
looking hither and Lnither in the darkness. But 'Arry came 
no more to Wilton Square. 

Mutimer had been pressing on his scheme for five months. 
Every night he addressed a meeting somewhere or other in the 
East End ; every Sunday he lectured morning and eveaing at 
his head-quarters in Glerkenwell. Ot.tenBibly he was working 
on behalf of the Union, but in reality he was forming a party 
of his own, and would have started a paper could he have com- 
manded the means. The 'Tocsin' was savagely hostile, the 
' Fiery Cross ' grew more and more academical, till it was prac- 
tically an organ of what is called in Germany Katheder-Sozial- 
ismMs. Those who wrote for it were quite distinct from the 
agitators of the street and of the Socialist halls ; men — and 
women — with a turn for 'advanced' speculation, with anxiety 
for style. At length the name of the paper was changed, and 
i us the 'Beacon,' adorned with a headpiece by the 
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well-known artist, Mr. Eoscobel. Mutlmer glanced through 
the pages and flung it aside in scornful disgust. 

' I knew what this was coming to,' he said to Adela. ' A 
deal of good (Aef/ll do 1 You don't find Socialism in drawing- 
rooms, I wonder that feJiow Westlake has the impudence to 
cali himself a Socialist at all, living in the way he does. -Per- 
hiips he thinks he'll be on the safe side when the Kevolution 
comes. Hft,ha! We shall see.* 

The Revolution .... In the meantime the ay w^s ' De- 
mocratic Capitalism.' That was the name Mutimer gave to 
his scheme I The ' Fiery Cross ' had only noticed his work in a 
brief paragraph, a few words of faint and vague praise. ' Our 
comrade's noteworthy exertions in the East End. . . . The 
gain to temperance and eelf-respecting habits which must surely 
result. . . .' The ' Beacon,' however, dealt with the movement 
more fully, and on the whole in e. friendly spirit. 

' Damn their patronage I ' cried Mutimer. 

You should have seen him addresising a crowd collected by 
chance in Hackney or Poplar, The slightest encouragement, 
even one name to inscribe in the book which he carried about 
with him, was enough to fire his eloquence ; liay, it was enough 
to find himself standing on his chair above the heads of the 
gathering. His voice had gained in timbre ; he grew more and 
more perfect in his delivery, like a conscientious actor who 
plays night after night in a part that he enjoys. And it was 
well that he had this inner support, this brio of the bom 
demagogue, for often .enough he spoke under circumstances 
which would have damped the zeal of any other man. The 
listeners stood with their hands in their pockets, doubting 
whether to hear him to the end or to take their wonted way to 
the public-house. One moment their eyes would be fixed upon 
him, filmy, unintelligent, then' they would look at one another 
with a leer of cunning, or at best a doubtful grin. Socialism, 
forsooth ! They were as ready for translation to supernal 
spheres. Yet some of them were attracted : ' percentage,' 
' interest,' ' compound interest,' after all, there might be eome- 
thing in this I And perhaps they gave their names and their 
threepenny bits, engaging to make the deposit regularly on the 
day and at the place arranged for in -Mutimo-'s elabc*ate 
scheme. What is there a man cannot get if he asks for it 
boldly and persistently enough ? . . . 

The year had come full circle; it was time that Mutimer 
received another remittence from his anonymous supporter. 
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He needed it, for he had been laying out money without regard 
to the future. Not only did he need it for his own support; 
already he and his committee held sixty pounds of trust money, 
and before long he might be called upon to fulfil his engage- 
ment and contribute a hundred pounds— the promised hundred 
which had elicited more threepences than all the rest of bis 
eloquence. A week, a montb, six weeks, and he bad heard 
nothing. Then there came one day a communication couched 
in legal terms, signed by a solicitor. It was to the effect that 
his benefactor— name and address given in full — had just died. 
The decease was sadden, and though the draft of a will bad 
been discovei'ed, it had no signature, and was consequently 
inoperative. But — pursued the lawyei' — it having been the 
intention of the deceased to bequeath to Mutimer an annuity of 
five hundred pounds for nine years, the administrators were 
unwilling altogether to neglect tbeir friend's wish, and begged 
to make an offer of the one year's payment which it seemed 
was already due. For more than that they could not hold 
themselves responsible. 

Before speaking to Adela, Mutiuier made searching in- 
qniries. He went to the Midland town where his benefactor 
had lived, and was only too well satisfied of the truth of what 
had been told him. He came back with his final five hundred 
ponnds. 

Then he informed bis wife of what had befallen. He was 
not cheerful, but with five hnndred pounds in his pocket be 
could not be altogether depressed. What might not happen in 
a year! He waa becoming prominent; there had been mention 
of him lately in London journals. Pooh I as if he would ever 
i«ally want I 

'Thegi'eat thing,' he exclaimed, ' is that I can lay down 
the hundred pounds ! If I'd failed in that it would have been 
all up. Come, now, why can't you give me a bit of encourage, 
ment, Adela) I tell you what it is. There's no place where 
■ I'm thought so little of aa in my own home, and that's a fact' 

She did not worship him, she made no pretence of it. Her 
cold, pale beauty had not so much power over him as formerly, 
but it still chagrined him keenly as often as he was reminded 
that he had no high place in his wife's judgment. He knew 
well enough that it was impossible for her to admire him ; he 
waa conscious of the thousand degj-ading things he had said and 
done, every one of them stored in her memory. Perhaps not 
once since that terrible day in the Pentonville lodgings had he 
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looked her straight in the eyes. Yea, her heauty apiieLtled to 
him less than even a year ago ; Adela knew it, nnd it was the 
one solace in her living death. Perhaps oeuasion could again 
have Btung him into jealousy, bat Adela was no longer a vital 
interest in his existence. He lived in external things, his 
natural life. Passion had been an irregularity in his develop- 
ment. Yet he would gladly have had hia wife's sympathy. 
He neither loved nor hat«d her, bnt she was for ever above 
him, and, however unconsciously, he longed for her regard. 
Irreproachable, reticent, it might be dying, Adela would no 
longer affect interests she did not feel. To these present 
words of his she i-eplied only with a grave, not unkind, look ; a 
look be could not understand, yet which bumbled rather than 
irritated him. 

The servant opened the door and announced a visitor — 
' Mr. Hilary.' 

Mutimer seemed struck with a thought as be heard tte 

' The very man ! ' he exclaimed below his breath, with a 
glance at Adela. ' Just run off and let us have this room, 
My luck won't desert me, see if it does ! ' 



CHAPTER XXXII. 



Mr. Willis Eodjiak scarcely relished the process which 
deprived him of his town house and of the greater part of his 
means, but his exasperation happily did not seek vent for 
itself in cruelty to his wife. It might very well have done so, 
would all but certainly, had not Alice appealed to hia sense of 
humour by her zeal in espousing bia cause against her brother. 
That he could turn her round his linger was an old experience, 
but to see her spring so actively to arms on hia behalf, when he 
was conscious that she had every excuse for detesting him, and 
even abandoning him, struck him as a highly comical instance 
of hia power over women, a power on which he had always 
prided himself! He could not even explain it as self-interest in 
her; numberless things proved the contrary. Alice was still 
his slave, though he had not given himself the slightest 
trouble to preserve even her respect. He had shown himself 
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to her freely as he was, jocosely cynical on everything that 
women prize, brutal when he chose to give way to bis temper, 
faithless on principle, selfish to the core; perhaps the secret of 
t!ie fascination he exercised over her was his very instenuouB- 
nesB, bis boldness in defying fortune, his clever grasp of circum- 
stances. She said to him one day, when he had been telling 
her that as likely as not she might have to take in washing or 
set up a sewing-machine ; 

'I am not afraid. You can always get money. There's 
nothing you can't do.' 

He laughed. 

' That may be true. But how if I disappear some day and 
leave you tx) take care of yourself!' 

He had often threatened this in his genial way, and it never 
failed to blanch her cheeks. ■ 

' If you do that,' she said, ' I shall kill myself.' 

At which he laughed yet more loudly. 

In her bouse at Wimbledon she perished of ennui, for she 
was as lonely as Adela in HoUoway. Much lonelier ; she had 
no resources in herself. Eodman was away all day in London, 
and very often he did not return at night ; when the latter 
was the case, Alice cried miserably in her bed Jbr hours, so that 
the next morning her face was like that of a wax doll that has 
Bufiered ill-usage. She had an endless supply of novels, and 
day after day bent over them till hei head a«hed. Poor 
Princess I She had had her own lomanee, m its way brilliant 
and strange enough, but only the rags ot it were left. She 
clung to tliem, she hoped against hopo that they would yet 
recover their gloaa ajid sbimmBr If only he would not so 
neglect her ! All eiso affected her but httle now that she really 
knew what It meant to see her husband utterly careless, not to 
be held by any pettings or entreaties. She heard through him 
of her brother 'Arry'e disgrace ; it scarcely touched her. Her 
brother Eichard she was never tired of railing against, railed 
so much, indeed, that it showed she by no means hated him as 
much as she declared. But nothing would have mattei'ed if 
only her husband had eared for her. 

She had once said to Adela that she disliked children and 
hoped never to have any. It was now her despair that she 
remained childless. Perhaps that was why he bad lost all 
affection t 

In the summer Rodman once quitted her for nearly three 
weeks, during which she only heard from him once. He was 
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in Ireland, and, be asserted, on business. Tbe femous 'Irish 
Dairy Company,' soon to occupy a ebare of public attention, 
was getting itaelf on foot. It was Rodman wbo promoted the 
company and wbo became its secretaiy, though the name of 
that functionary in all printed matter appeared as 'Robert 
Delancey,' However, I only mention it for the present to 
explain our friend's absence in Ireland. Alice often worked 
herself up to a pitch of terror lest her husband had fulfilled his 
threat and really deserted her. He returned when it suited 
him to do so, and tortured her with a story of a wealthy Irish 
widow wbo had fallen desperately in love with him. 

' And I've a good mind to marry her,' he added with an air 
of serious reflection, ' Of course I didn't let her know my real 
name. 1 could manage it very nicely, and you would never 
know anything about it; I should remit you all the money 
you wanted, you needn't be afraid.' 

Alice tried to assume a face of stony indignation, but as 
usual she ended by breaking down and shedding tears. Then 
he told her that she was getting plainer than ever, and that it 
all came of her perpetual ' water-works.' 

Ahce hit upon a brilliant idea. "What if she endeavoured 
to mate him jealous t In spite of her entreaties, he never 
would take her to town, though he saw that she was perishing 
for lack of amusement. Suppose she made him believe that 
she had gone on her own account, and at the invitation of 
someone whose name she would not divulge J I believe Bhe 
found the trick in one of her novels. The poor child went to 
work most conscientiously. One morning when he came down 
to breakfast she pretended to have been reading a letter, 
crushed an old envelope into her pocket on his entering the 
room, and affected confusion. He observed her. 

' Had a letter t ' he aaked. 

'Yes — no. Nothing of any importance.' 

He smiled and applied himself to the ham, then left her in 
his ordinary way, without a word of courtesy, and went to 
town. She had asked him particularly when he should be 
back that night. He named the train, which reached Wimble- 
don a little after ten. 

They had only one servant. Alice took the girl into her 
confidence, said she was going to play a trick, and it must not 
be spoilt. By ten o'clock at night she was dressed for going 
out, and when she beard her husband's latch-key at the front 
door she slipped out at the oaok. It was her plan to wait 
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About the roada for half an hour, then to enter and—make the 
best of the situation. 

Rodman, nnable to find his wife, summoned the servant. 

' "Where ia your mistresa ! ' 

' Out, eir.' 

He exammed the girl shrewdly, with his eyes and with 
words. It was perfectly true that women — of a kind — could 
not resist him. In the end he discovered exactly what had 
happened. He laughed his wonted laugh of cynical merrinterit. 

' Go to bed,' he said to the servant, 'And if you hear 
anyone at the door, pay no attention.' 

Then he locked up the house, front and back, and, having 
extinguished all lights except a small lantern by which he 
could road in the sitting-room without danger of its being dis- 
cerned from outside, sat down with a sense of amusement. 
Presently there came a. ring at the bell ; it was repeated again 
and again. The month was October, the night decidedly cool. 
Rodman chuckled to himself; he had a steaming^ glass of 
whisky before him and sipped it delicately. The ringing con- 
tinued for a quarter of an hour, then five minutes passed, and 
no Bownd came. Eodman stepped lightly to the front door, hs- 
tened, heard nothing, unlocked and open^. Alice was standing 
in the middle of the road, her hands crossed over her breast 
and holding her shoulders as though she suffered from the 
eold. She came forward and entered the house without 
speaking. 

In the Bitting-room she found the lantern and looked at 
her husband in surprise. His face was stern. 

' "What's all this t ' he asked sharply, 

' I've been to London,' she answered, her teeth diattering 
with eold and her voice uncertain from fbar. 

'Bean to London J And what business had you to go 
without telling me "i ' 

Ho spoke savagely. Alice was sinking with dread, but 
even yet had sufficient resolve to keep up the comedy. 

'I had, an invitation. I don't see why I shouldn't go. I 
don't ask you who you go about with.' 

The table was laid for supper, Eodman darted to it, seized 
a carving-knife, and in an instant was holding it to her throat. 
She shrieked and fell upon her knees, her face ghastly with 
mortal terror. Then Kodman buret out laughing and showed 
jhat his anger had been feigned. 

^he had barely strength to rise, but at length stood before 
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him tremUmg and sobbing, unable to believe that he bad not 
been in earnest. 

' "Sou needn't explain the trick,' he Raid, with the appear- 
ance of great good-bumour, ' bnt just tell me why yon played 
it. Did you think I should believe you were up to something 
queer, eh 1 ' 

' You must think what you like,' she sobbed, utterly 
humiliated. 

Ho roared with laughter, 

'What a splendid idea I The Princess getting tired of pro- 
priety and making appointments in London 1 Little fool I do 
you think I should car© one straw ] Why shouldn't you amnso 
yourself 1 ' 

Alice looked at him with eyes of wondering misery. 

'Do you m£an that you don't care enough for me to — 
to ' , 

' Don't care one ferthing's wortb I And to think you went ' 
and walked about in the mud and the east wind I Well, if 
that isn't the best jolte I ever heard 1 I'll have a rare laugh 
over this story with some men I know to-morrow,' 

She crept away to her bedroom. He had gone far towards 
killing the love that tad known no rival in her heart. 

He bantered her ceaselessly through breakfast next morn- 
ing, and for the first time she could find no word to reply to 
him. Her head drooped ; she touched nothing on the table. 
Before going off he asked her what the appointment was for 
to-day, and advised her not to forget her latch-key. Alice 
scarcely heard him, she was shame-stricken and wobegone. 

Eodntan, on the other hand, had never been in better 
spirits. The * Irish Dairy Company ' isas attracting purchasers 
of shares. It was the kind of scheme which easily recom- 
mended itself to A host of the foolish people who are ever 
ready to risk their money, also to some not quite so foolish. 
The prospectus could show some respectable names; one or two 
Irish lords, a member of Parliament, some known capitalists. 
The profile could not hut be contsiderable, and think of the 
good to 'the unhappy sister country'— as the circular said. 
Butter, cheese, eggs of unassailable genuineness, to be sold in 
England at absurdly low prices, yet still putting the producers 
on a footing of comfort and proud indeptaideiice. Ow of the 
beat ideas ^at had yet occurred to Mr. Eobert Delancey. 

He—the said Mr. Delancey, uliaa Mr. Willis Eodmau, 
aUa» certain other names — spent much of hia time just now in 
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the society of a Mr. Hilary, a gentleman -who, like himself, 
had seen men ar.d manners in varioiis quarters of the globe, 
und was at present making a tolerable income by the profession 
of philanthropy. Mr. Hilary's name appeared among the 
directors of the company ; it gave confidence to many who were 
familiar with it in connection with not a few enterprises started 
for the benefit of this or that depressed nationality, this or the 
other exploited class. He wrote frequently to the newspapers 
on the most various subjects; he was known to members of 
Parliament through his persistent endeavours to obtain legia. 
lation with regard to certain ma,nufaotures proved to be gravely 
. deleterious to the health of those employed in them. To-day 
Mr. Delancey and Mr. Hilary passed some hours together in 
the latter's chambers. Their talk was of the company. 

'SoyousawMutimer about it!' Kodman asked, turning to 
a detail in which he was specially interested. 

' Yes. He is anxious to have shares.' 

Mr. Hilary was a man of past middle age, long-bearded, 
somewhat cadaverous of hue. His head was venerable. 

' You were careful not to mention me J ' 

' I kept your caution in mind.' 

Their tone to each other was one of perfect gravity. Mr. 
Hilary even went out of his way to choose becoming phrsises. 

' He won't have anything to do with it if he gets to know 
who R. Delancey is.' 

' I was prudent, believe ma I laid before him the aspects 
of the undertaking which would especially interest him. I 
made it clear to him that our enterprise is no less one of social 
than of commercial importance ; ho entered into our views 
very heartily. The first time I saw bim, I merely invited him 
to glance over our prospectus ; yesterday ho was more than 
williug to join our association^ — and share our profits.' 

'Did be tell you how much he'd got out of those poor 
devils over there ! ' 

' A matter of sixty pounds, I gathered. I am not a little 
" astonished at his success.' 

' Oh, he'd talk the devil himself into sutecrihing to a mission 
if it suited him to try.' 

' He ia clearly veiy anxious to get the highest interest 
possible for his money. His ideas on business seemed, I con- 
fess, rather vague. I did my best to help him with sugges- 

' Of course.' 
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'He talked of taking soma five hundred pounds' woi'th of 
Bhares on his own account.' 

The men regarded each other. Rodman's lips curled ; Mr, 
Hilary was as grave as ever. 

* you didn't balk him 1 ' 

' I commended his discretion.' 

^Rodman could not check a laugh. 

' I am serious,' said Mr. Hilary. ' It may take a little time, 
but ' 

' Just so. Did he question you at all about what we were 
doing 1 ' 

' A good deal. He said he should go and look over the 
Stores in the Strand.' 

' By all means. He's a clever man if he distinguishes 
between Irish butter and English butterine — I'm^sure I couldn't. 
And things really are looking up at the Stores 1 ' 

' Oh, distinctly.' 

'By-the-by, I had rather a nasty letter from Lord Mountorry 
yesterday. He's beginning to ask questions ; wants to know 
■when we're going to conclude our contract with that tenant of 
liis— I've forgotten the fellow's name.' 

' Well, that must be looked into. There's perhaps no 
reason why the contract should not be concluded. Little by 
little we may come to justify our name ; who knows t In the 
meantime, we at all events do a bon&jide business.' 
' Strictly so.' 

Hodman had a good deal of business on hand betides that 
which arose fi^m his connection with Irish dairies. If Alice 
imagined him strolling at his ease about the fashionablelounges 
of the town, she was much mistaken. He worked bard and 
enjoyed his work, on the sole condition that he was engaged in 
overreaching someone. This flattered his bumoui'. 

He could not find leisure to dine till nearly nine o'clock. 
He had made up his mind not to return to Wimbledon, but to 
make use of a certain pied d,-Urre which he had in Pimlico, 
His day's work ended in Westminster, he dined at a restaurant 
with a friend. Afterwards billiards were proposed. They 
entered a house which Rodman did not know, and were passing 
before the bar to go to the biUiard-room, when a man who 
stood there taking refreshment called out, ' Hollo, Rodman I ' 
To announce a man's name in this way is a decided breach of 
etiquette in the world to which Rodman belonged. He looked 
annoyed, and would have passed on, but his acquaintance, who 
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had perhaps exceeded the limits of modest refreshment, called 
him aga,iu and obliged him to approach the bar. As he did so 
Eodmaa happened to glance at the woman who stood ready to 
fulfil the expected order. The glance was followed by a short 
but close scrutiny, after which he turned his back and endea- 
voured by a sign to draw his two acquaintances away. But at 
the same moment the barmaid addressed him^ 

' What is yours, Mr. Hodman ?' 

He shrugged his shoulders, muttered a sftoug expression, 
and turned round again. The woman met his look steadily. 
She was perhaps thirty, rather tall, with features moi-e refined 
than her position would have led one to expect. Her figure waa 
good but meagre; her cheeks were very thin, and the expres- 
sion of her face, not quite amiable at any time, was at present 
almost fierce. She seemed about to say something further, but 
restrained herself. 

Eodnian recovered his good temper. 

' How do, Olara^' he said, keeping his eye fixed on hers, 
' I'll have a drop of absinthe, if you please.' 

Then he pursued his conversation with the two men. The 
woman, having served them, disappeared. Bodman kept 
looking for her. In a few minutes he pretended to recollect an 
engagement and succeeded in going off alone. As he issued on 
to the pavement he found himself confronted by the barmaid, 
who now wore a hat and cloak. 

' Well t ' he said, carelessly. 

' Eodman's your name, is It 1 ' was the reply, 

' To my particular friends. Let's walk on; we can't chat 
here very well,' 

' What is to prevent me from calling that policeman and 
giving you in charge ! ' she asked, looking into his face with a 
strange mixture of curiosity and anger. 

' Nothing, except that you have no charge to make against 
me. The law isn't so obliging as all that. Ooma, we'll take a 

She moved along by his side. 

' Yoii coward I ' she exclaimed, passionately but with none 
of the shrieking virulence of women who like to make a scene 
in the street. ' You mean, contemptible, cold-hlooded man ! I 
supiwse you hoped I waa starved to death by thia time, or in 
the workhouse, or— what did you care where I was ! I knew 
I should find you some day.' 

' I leather supposed you would stay on the other side of the 
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water,' Kodman remarked, glancing at her. ' You're changed a 
good deal. Now it's a most exti'aordinaiy thing. Not so ¥617 
long ago I waa dreaming about you, and you were serving at a 
bar — queer thing, wasn't it ! ' 

They were walking towards Whitehall. "When they came 
at length into an ill-lighted and quiet spot, the woman stopped. 

' Where do you live ! ' she asked. 

' Livei Oh, just out hereinPimlico, Like to see my rooms?* 

' What do you mean by talking to me like that i Do you 
make a joke of deserting your wife and child for seven yefcrs, 
leaving them without a penny, going about enjoying yourself, 
when, for anything you knew, they were begging their bread J 
You always were heartless — it was the blackest day of my life 
that I met you j and you aak me if I'd like to see your rooms ! 
What thanks to you that I'm not as vile a creature as there 
is in London t How was I to support myself and the child I 
What was I to do when they tnrned me into the streets of New 
York because I couldn't pay what you owed them nor the rent 
of a room to sleep in ! You took good care you never went 
hungry, I'd only one thing to hold me up : I was an honest 
woman, and I made up my mind I'd keep honest, though I had 
such a man as you for my husband. I've hungered and worked, 
and I've made a living for myself and my child as best I could, 
I'm not like you ; I've done nothing to disgrace myself. Now 
I will slave no mora You won't run away from me this time. 
Leave me for a single night, and I go to the nearest police- 
station and tell ail I know about you. If I wasn't a fool I'd do 
it now. But I've hungered and worked for seven years, and 
now it's time my hmshand did something for me.' 

' You always had a head for argument, Clara,' he replied 
coolly. ' But I can't get over that dream of mine. Eeally 
a queer thing, wasn't it 1 Who'd have thought of you turning 
barmaid ) With your education, I should have thought you 
could have done something in the teaching line. Never mind. 
The queerest thing of all is that I'm really half glad to see you. 
How's Jack ! ' 

The extraordinary conversation went on as they walked 
towards the street where Clara lived. It was in a poor part 
of Westminster. Reaching the house, Clara opened the door 
with a latchkey. 

Two women were standing in the passage. 

' This is my husband, Mrs. Eook,' Clara said to one of tliem. 
' He's j ust got back from abroad.' 
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' Gittd to see you, Mr. Williftmson,' said the landlady, scru- 
tinising him with unmistakable suspicion. 

The pair ascended the stairs, and Mrs. Williamson— she hsd 
always used the name she received in marriage — opened a, door 
which disclosed a dark bedroom. A voice came from within — 
the voice of a little lad of eight yeai-s old. 

' That you, mother J Why, I've only just put myself to 
bed. What time is it r 

'Then you ought to have gone to bed long ago,' replied his 
mother whilatshe waa striking a light. 

It waa a very small room, but decent. The boy was dis- 
covered sitting up in bed — a brightfaced little fellow with black 
hair. Clara closed the door, then turned and looked at her 
busband. The light made a glistening appearance on her eyes; 
«ihe had become dlent, allowing facte to sjwak for themselves. 

The child stared at the stranger in astonishment. 

' Who are you t ' he asked at length. 

Eodman laughed as heartily as if there had heon nothing 
disagreeable in the situation. 

' I have the honour to be your father, sir,' he replied. 
' You're a fine boy. Jack — a deuced fine boy.' 

The child waa speechless. Eodman turned to the mother. 
Her hands held the rail at the foot of the bed, and as the boy 
looked up at her for esplanation she let her face fall upon them 
and sobbed. 

' If you're father come back,' exclaimed Jack indignantly, 
'why do you make mother cry J' 

Eodman was stUI mirthful. 

' I like you, Jack,' he said. ' You'll make a man some day. 
Do you mind if I smoke a cigar, Clara J ' 

To his astonishment, he felt a weakness which had to he 
resisted ; tobacco suggested ifcaeif as a resource. When he had 
struck a light, his wife forced hack her tears and seated herself 
with an unforgiving countenance. 

liodmiua began to chat pleasantly as be smoked. 

Decidedly it was a contretemps. It introduced a number of 
difiicultiea into his life. If he remained away for a night, he 
had little doubt tJjat his wife would denounce him ; she knew 
of several little matters which he on the whole preferred to be 
reticent about. She was not a woman like Alice, to be turned 
round his finger. It behoved him to he exceedingly cautious. 

He had three personalities. As Mr. Willis Eodman his 
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task was comparatively a light one, at all events for the present. 
He merely informed Alice by lettw that he was kept in town 
by buainess and would see her in the course of a week. It was 
very convenient that Alice had no intercourse with herrelatives. 
Secondly, as Mr. "Williamson his position was somewhai; more 
difficult. Kot only had he to present himself every night at 
the rooms he had taken in Brixton, but it was necessary to 
take precautions lest his abode should be discovered by those 
who might make awkward use of the knowledge. He had, 
moreover, to keep Clara in tbe dark as to his real occupations 
and prevent her from knowing his resorts in town. Lastly, as 
Mr. Eobert Delancey he had to deal with matters of a very 
delicate nature indeed, in themselves quite enough to occupy a 
man's mental energy. But our friend was no ordinary man. If 
you are not as yet satisfied of that, it will ere long be made 
abundantly clear to you. 

His spirits were as high as ever. When he said — with an 
ingenious brutality all his own — that he was more than half 
glad to see his wife, he, for a wonder, told the truth. But 
perhaps it was little Jack who gave him most pleasure, and did 
most to reconcile him to the difficulties of his situation. In a 
day or two he conquered the child's affections so completely 
that Jack seemed to care little for his mother in compaiiaon ; 
Jack could not know the hardships she had endured for hia 
sake. Bodraan — so we will continue to call him for convenience' 
SEike — already began to talk of what he would make the lad, 
who certainly gave pi-omise of parts. The result of this was 
that for a week or two our friend became an exemplary family 
man. His wife alraost dared to believe that her miseries were 
over. Yet she watched him with lynx eyes. 

The ' Irish Dairy Company ' flourished. Bodman rubbed 
his hands with a sinister satisfection when he inscribed among 
the shareholders the name of Eichard Mutimer, who invested 
all the money he had coHected from the Bast-Enders, and three 
hundred pounds of his own — not five hundred, as he bad at 
first thought of doing. Mutimer had the consent of his com- 
mittee, whom he persuaded without much difficulty — the money 
was not theirs — that by this means he would increase his capital 
beyond all expectation. He told Adela. what he had done. 

' There's not the leaet risk. They've got the namea of 
several lords ! And it isn't a mere commercial undertaking : 
the first object is to benefit the Irish ; so that there can be 
nothing against my principles in it. They promise a dividend 
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of thirty per cent. "What a glorious day it will be when I tell 
the people what I have made of their money 1 Now confess 
that it isn't everyone could have hit on this idea.' 

Of course he made no public announcement of his specula- 
tion : that would have been to spoil the surprise. But he could 
not refrain from talking a good deal about the Company to his 
friends. He explained with zeal the merit of the scheme; It 
was dealing directly with the producers, the poor small-farmers 
who could never get fair treatment. Ha saw a great deal o£ 
Mr. Hilary, who was vastly interested in his East-End work. 
A sevei-e winter had begun. Threepenny bits came in now but 
slowly, and Mutimev exerted himself earnestly to relieve the 
growing want in what he called his ' parishes,' He began in 
truth to do some really good work, moving heaven and earth to 
find employment for those long out of ife, and eyen bestowing 
money of his own. At night he would refcnrn to Holloway 
worn out, and distress Adela with descriptions of the misery he 
had witnessed. 

' I'm not sorry for it,' he once exclaimed. ' I cannot be 
sorry. Let things get worse and worse ; the mending'll be all 
the nearer. Why don't they march in a body to the West 
End j I don't mean march in a violent sense, though that'll 
have to come, I expect. But why don't they make a huge pro- 
cession and go about the streets in an orderly way — just to let 
it be seen what their numbers are — just to give the West End a 
hint? I'll propose that one of these days. It'll be a risky 
business, but we can't think of that when thousands are half 
starving. I could lead them, I feel sure I could ! It wants 
someone with authoiity over them, and I think I've got that. 
There's no telling what I may do yet. I say, Adela, how would 
it sound — " Eichard Mutimer, Krat President of the English 
Kepublic?"' 

And in the meantime Alice sat in her house at Wimbledon, 
abandoned. The solitude seemed to be driving her mad. 
Hodman came down very occasionally for a few hours in the 
daytime, but never passed a night with her. He told her ha had 
a great affair on hand, a very great afiair, which was to make 
their fortunes ten times over. She must be patient; women 
couldn't understand business. If she resisted his coaxing and 
grumbled, he always had hia threat ready. He woald realise 
his profits and make off, leaving her in the lurch. Weeks 
became months. In pique at the betrayal of her famous strata- 
gem, Alice had wanted to dismiss her servant, but Rodman 
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objected to this. Slie was driven by desperation to swallow lier 
pride and make a companion of the girl. But she did not com- 
plain to her of her husband—partly out of self-respect, partly 
because she was afraid to. Indeed it was a terrible time for the 
jKior Princess, She spent the greater part of every day in a 
state of apathy; for the rest she wept. Many a time she was 
on the point of writing to Richard, but could not quite bring 
herself to that. She could not leave the house, for it rained or 
snowed day after day ; the sun seemed to have deserted the 
heavens as completely as joy her life. She grew feeble-minded, 
tried to amuse herself with childish games, played ' Beggar My 
Neighbour ' with the servant for hours at night. She had fits 
of hysteria, and terrified her sole companion with senseless 
laughter, or with alarming screams. Beading she was no longer 
equal toj after a few ps^es she lost her understanding of ft 
story. And her glass— ap well as her husband — told her that 
she suffered daily in her appearance. Her hair was falling ; she 
one day told the sei-vant that she would soon have to buy a 
wig. Poor Alice I And she had not even the 'resource of rail- 
ing against the social state. What a pity she had never studied 
that subject I 

So the time went on till February of tho new year. Alice's 
release was at hand. 



CHAPTER XXXIII. 



'AsBY MuTiMEE, not long after he left bis mother's house for 
good, by chance met Rodman in the City. Presuming on old 
acquaintance, he accosted the man of bnsineaa with some fami- 
liarity ; it was a chance of getting much-needed assistance once 
more. But Rodman was not disposed to renew the association. 
He looked into 'Arry's face with a blank stare, asfced con- 
temptuouslyj * "Who a,ve you 1 ' and pursued his walk. 

'Arry hoped that he might some day have a chance of being 
even with Mr. Rodman. 

As indeed he had. One evening towards the end of Feb- 
ruary, 'Arry was loafing about Binzton. Hfl knew a certain 
licensed victualler in those parts, a man who had ere now given 
him casual employment, and after a day of fasting he trudged 
southwards to see if his friend would not at all events bo good 
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for It glass of beer and a hunch of brand and cheese. Perhaps 
he might also supply the coppers to pay for a, bed in the New 
Out, To bis great disappointment, the ivorthy victualler was 
away from home; the victualler's wife had no charitable ten- 
dencies. 'Arry whined to her, but only got for an answer that 
times was aa 'ard with her as with anyone else. The repre- 
sentative of unemployed labour weat his way despondently, 
hands thrust deep in pockets, head slouching forwards, shoulders 
high up against the night blast. 

He was passing a chemist's shop, when a customer came 
out. He recognised Rodman. After a moment's uncertaioty 
he made up his miod to follow him, wondering bow Rodman 
came to be in this part of London. Keeping at a cautious dis- 
tance, he saw him stop at a small house and enter it by aid of 
a latchkey, 

'Why, he lives there!' 'Arry exclaimed to himself. 'What's 
the meanin' o' this go 1 ' 

Eodman, after all, bad seriously come down in the world, 
then. It occurred to 'Arry that he might do worse than pay 
bis sister a visit ; Alice could not be hard-hearted enough to 
refuse him a few coppers. But the call must be made at an 
hour when Eodman was away. Presumably that woiild be 
some time after eight in the morning. 

Our unconventional friend walked many miles that night. 
It was one way of keeping warm, and there was always a 
possibility of aid from one or other of the acquaintances whom 
he sought. The net result of the night's campaign was half-a^ 
pint of ' four-half.' The front of a draper's shop in Eennington 
tempted him sorely j be passed it many times, eyeing the rolls 
of calico and flaunel exposed just outside the doorway. But " 
either courage failed him or there was no really good oppor- 
tunity. Midnight found him still without moans of retiring to 
that familiar lodging in the New Cut. At half-past twelve 
sleet began, to fall. He discovered a very dark corner of a very 
dark slum, curled himself against the wall, and slept for a few 
hours Id defiajice of wind and weather. 

'Arry was used to this kind of thing. On the whole he 
deemed it preferable to the life he would have led at bis 
mother's. 

By eight o'clock next morning he was back in Brixton, 
standing just where he could see the house which Eodman had 
entered, without himself attracting attention. Every rag on 
bis back was soaked ; he had not paten a mouthful for thirty 
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hours. After such a run of bad luck perhaps something waa 
ahout to turn up. 

But it was ten o'clock l>efore Kodman left home, 'Arry 
had no feeling left in any particle of his body. Still here at 
length was the opportunity of seeing Alice. He waited till 
Hodman was out of sight, then went to the door and 
knocked. 

It was Clara who opened the door. Seeing 'Arry, she took 
him for a beggar, shook her head, and was closing tlie door 
against him, when she heard — 

' Is Mrs. Eodman in, mum t ' 

' Mra who ! ' 

' Mrs, Eodman.' 

Clara's eyes flashed as they searched his fiioe. 

'What do you want with Mrs. Kodman^' 

'Want to see her, mum.' 

' Do you know her when you see her 1 ' 

' Sh' think I do,' replied 'Arry with a grin. But he thought 
it prudent to refrain from explanation. 

' How do you know she lives here i ' 

' 'Cause Ijust see her 'usband go out.' 

Clara hesitated a moment, then bade bim enter. She intro- 
duced him tq a, parlour on the gi'ound floor. He stood looking 
uneasily about him. The habits of his life made him at all 
times suspicious. 

' Mrs. Eodman doesn't live here,' Clara began, lowering her 
voice and making a great effort to steady it, 

'Oh, she don't!' replied 'Arry, beginning to discern that 
something was wrong. 

' Can yon tell me wliat you want with her 1 ' 

He looked her in the eyes and again grinned, 

' Dare say I could if it was made worth my while.' 

She took a purse from her pocket and laid half-a-crown on 
the table. Her hand shook. 

' I can't afford more than that. You shall have it if yo\i 
tell me the truth,' 

'Arry took counsel with himself for an instant. Probably 
there was no more to be got, and he saw from the woman's 
agitation that he had come upon some mystery. The chance of 
injuring Eodman was more to him than several half-crowns. 

' I won't ask more,' he said, ' if you'll tell me who you are. 
That's fair on both sides, eh 1 ' 

• My name is Mrs. Wilhamson." 
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' Oh ! And might it 'appen that Mr. Rodman calls himself 
if r. Williamson when it suits him t ' 

' I don't know what you mean,' she replied huirieclly. 'Tell 
me who it is you call Mrs. Itodman.' 

'I don't cull her so. That's her married name. She's my 
sister.' 

The door opened. Both turned their heads and saw Rod- 
man. He had come back for a letter he had forgotten to take 
with him to post. At a glance he saw everything, including 
the half-crown on the table, which 'Arry instantly seized. He 
walked forward, throwing a murderous look at Clara as he 
passed her. Then he said to 'Arry, in a perfectly calm voice— 

' There's the door.' 

' I see there is,' the other replied, grinning. ' Good-momin', 
Ifp. Rodman ■Williamson.' 

Husband and wife faced each other as soon as the front door 
slammed. Clara was a tigress; she could not be terrilied as 
Alice might have been by ecowis and savage threats. Rodman 
knew it, and knew, moreover, that his position was more peril- 
ous than any he had been in for a long time. 

' What do you know J ' he asked quietly, 

' Enough to send you to prison, Mr. Rodman, Yon can't 
do quite what you like I If there's law in this country I'll see 
you punished ! ' 

He let her rave for a minute or two, and by that time Iiad 
laid his plans. 

'Will you let me sjHsak? "Sow I give you a choice. 
Either you can do as you say, or yoi,i can he out of this country, 
with me and Jack, before to-morrow morning. In a couple of 
hours I can get more money than you ever set eyes on ; I'll be 
back here with it ' — he looked at his watch — ' by one o'clock. 
No, that wouldn't be safe either— that fellow might send some- 
one here by then. I'll meet you on Westminster Bridge, the 
north end, at one. Now you've a minute to choose; he may 
have gone straight away to the police station. Punish me if 
you like — I don't care a curse. But it seems to me the other 
thing's got more common sense in it. I haven't seen that 
woman for a month, and never care to see her again. I don't 
care over much for you either ; but I do care fop Jack, and for 
his sake I'll take you with me, and do my best for you. It's 
no good looking at me like a wild beast. You've sense enough 
to make a choice.' 

She clasped her hands together and moaned, so dreadful 
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*as the struggle in ter between passions and t^anptatifrtia and 
fears. The mother's heart bade her trust him ; yet could she 
teoBt him to go and return t . 

' You have the cunning of a devil,' she groaned, ' and aa 
little heart ! Let you go, when yoU only WEmt the chance of 
deserting me again I ' 

' Ydu'll have to be quick,' he replied, holding his watch in 
hia hand, and amiling at the cotnpliaient iu spite of hia very 
veal anxiety. There may be no choice in a minute or two.' 

' I'll go with you now ; I'll folbvr you where you go to get 
the money ! ' 

'^o, you won't. Eithei- you trust me or you refuse. 
You've a free choice, Clara. I tell you plainly I want little 
Jack, and I'm hot going to lose him if I can help it.' 

' Have you any other children ! ' 

'No-neverhad.' 

At least he had not been deceiving her ia the matter of 
Jack. She knew that he had constantly come home at early 
hours dily for the sake of playing with the hoy. 

' I'll go with yon. No one shall see that I'm following 

' It's impossible. I shall have to go post haete in a cab. 
Fve half-a-dozen places to go to. Meet me on Westminster 
Bridge at one. I may be a few minutes later, but certainly 
hot more than bEitf-au-hour.' 

He went to the window and looked uneasily up and down 
the street, Cla^ ptessed heir hands upon her head and stared 
at him like one dietiacted. 

' "Where is she 'i ' Came from her involuhbarily. 

' l>on't be a fool, woman I ' he replied, walking to the door. 
She sprang to hold him. Instead of repulsing heV, he ft^ded 
his aPfli about he* waist and kissed her lips two or three times. 

' I can get thousands of pounds,' he whispered. ' We'll be 
off before they have a trace. It^ for Jack's dake, and I'll be 
kind to you as Well, old woman,' 

She had snared him to go ; the kisses made her powei-less, 
remindmg her of a Icyag-pasb dream. A moment after she 
JnShecl to the house door, but only to see him turning t4ie 
coirtet of ths street. Then she flew to the hedtoom. Jack 
Was ill of a cold— she was nursing Mm in bed. But now she 
dressed Mm hurriedly, as if there were acarflely time to get to 
Westminster by the appointed hour. All was ready hefoKt 
eleven o'do<^, but it was now raining, and she dui«t not wait 
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with fclio child in the open air for longer than was necessary. 
But all at once the fear possessed her lest the police might 
come to the honse and she be detained. Ignorant of the law, 
and convinced froni her husband's words that the stranger in 
rags had some sinister aim, she no sooner conceived the dread 
than she bundled into a hand-bag such few articles es it would 
hold and led the child hastily from the house. They walked to 
a tramway-line and had soon reached Westminster Bridge. 
But it was not half-past eleven, aod the rain descended heavily. 
She sought a small eating-house not far from the Abbey, and 
by paying for some coffee and bread-and-butter, which neither 
she nor Jack could touch, obtained leave to sit in shelter till 

At five minutes to the hour she rose and hufried to the 
north end of the bridge, and stood there, aside from the traffic, 
shielding little Jack as much as ^e could with her umbrella, 
careless that her own clothing was getting wet through. Big 
Ben boomed its one stroke. Minute after minute passed, and 
her body seemed still to quiver from the sound. She was at 
once feverishly hot and so deadly chill that her teeth clattered 
together; her eyes throbbed with the intensity of their gaze 
into the distance. The quarter-past was chimed. Jack kept 
; italking to her, but she could hear nothing. The rain drenched 
yher; the wind was so high that she with difficulty held the 
umbrella above the child. Half-past, and no sign of her 



She durst not go away from this spot. Her eyes were blind 
with tears. A policeman spoke to her ; she could only chatter 
meaningless sounds between her palsied lips. Jack conghed in- 
cessantly, begged to be taken home. ' I'm so cold, mother, so 
cold ! ' * Only a few minutes more,' she said. He began to cry, 
though a brave little soul. . . . 

Four o'clock struck. . . . 

From Brixton our .unconventional friend betook himself 
. straight to Holloway. Havmg, as he felt sure, the means of 
makfiig things decidedly uncomfortable for Mr. Eodman "William- 
son, it struck him, that the eftest way would be to declare at once 
to his brother Kichard all he knew and expected ; Dick would 
not be slow in bestirring himself to make Eodman smart. 
'Arry was without false shame ; be had no hesitation in facing 
his brother. But Mr. Matimer, he was told, was not at home. 
Then he would see Mrs. Mutimer. But the servant was indis- 
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posed to admit tim, ov even to trouble her mistresa. 'Arry 
had to request her to say that ' Mr. 'Enery Mutimer ' desired 
to eee the lady of the house. He chuckled to sea the astonish- 
ment produced by his words. Thus he got admittance to 

She was shocked at the aiglit of him, could lind uo words, 
yet gave him her hand.. He told her he wished to see his 
brother on very particular busineas. But Richard would not 
be back before eight o'clock in the evening, and it was impos- 
sible to say where he could be found. 'Any would not tell 
Adela what brought him, only assured her that it had nothing 
to do with hie own afiaivs. Ho would call again in the evening. 
Adela felt inhuman, in allowing him to go out into the rain, 
but she could not risk giving displeasure to her husband by ia- 
viting 'Arry to stay. 

He came again at half-past eight. Mutimer had been home 
nearly an hour and was expecting him. 'Arry lost no time in 
coming to the point. 

' He's married that other woman, I could see that nmch. 
Go and see for yourself. She give me 'alf-a-cio vi to tell all 
about him. I'm only afraid he's got off by th s t me 

' Why didn't you go and give information to tl e pol ce at 
once)' Mutimer cried, in exasperation. 

'Arry might have replied that be had a del c, cy 1 1 wa ting 
upon those gentlemen. But his brother did not stay for an 
answer. Hushing from the room, he equipped h mself instantly 
with hat, coat, and umbrella. 

'Show me the way to that bouse. Come along, there's no 
time to lose. Adela ! ' he called, ' I have to go out ; can't say 
when I shall be back. Don't sit up if I'm late.' 

A hansom bore the brothers southwards as fast as hansom 
could go. 

They found Clara in the house, a haggard, frenzied woman. 
Already she had been to the police, but tbey were not inclined 
to hurry matters; ehe bad no satisfactory evidence to give 
them. To Mutimer, when he had explained his position, she 
told everything — of her marriage in London nine years a^, 
her going with her husband to America, bis desertion of her. 
Ilichaid took her afc once to the police, station. They would 
have to attend at the court next morning to swear an informa- 
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little riiigiDg brought Alice herself to the door. She thought it 
was her husbaod, and, on recof.nising Eiohard, all but dropped 
with fear ; only some ill news ooiild explain bis coming thui* 
With difficulty he induced her to go into a room out of the 
hall. She was in her dressing-gown, her long beautiful hair in 
disorder, her pretty face white and distorted. 

' What ia it, Dick ) what is it, Dick ! ' she kept repeating 
mechanically, vdth inarticulate meanings between. She hiid 
forgotten her enmity against her brother and spoke to him as 
in the old days. He, too, was all kindness, 

' Try and keep quiet a little, Alice, I want to talk to you. 
Yes, it's about your husband, my poor girl ; but there's nothing 
to be frightened at. He's gone away, that's all. I want you 
to come to London with me.' 

She had no more conti-ol over herself than a terrified child ; 
her words and cries were so incoherent that Mutimer feared 
lest she had lost her senses. She was, in truth, on the borders 
of idiocy. It was more than half-an-hour before, with the 
.fervant's assistance, he could allay her hysterical anguish. 
Then she altogether refused to accompany him. If she did so 
she would miss her husband ; lie would not go without coming 
to see her. Richard was reminded by the servant that it was 
too late to go by train. He decided to remain in the house 
through the night. 

He had not ventured to tell her all the truth, nor dJd her 
state encourage him to do so in the morning. But he then 
succeeded in persuading her to come with him; Eodman, he 
assured her, must^already be out of England, for he had com- 
mitted a criminal oSence and knew that the police were after 
him. Alice was got to the station more dead than alive; they 
were at home in Holloway by half past ten, Eichard then left 
her in Adela's hands and sped once more to Brixton. 

He got home again at two. As he entered Adela came 
down the stairs to meet him. 

' How ia she 1 ' he asked anxiously, 

' The same. The doctor was here an hour ago. We must 
keep her as quiet as possible. But she can't rest for a moment.' 

She added— 

'Three gentlemen have called to see you. They would 
leave no name, and, to tell the truth, were rather rude. They 
seemed to doubt my wOrd when I said you were not in.' 

At his reijuest she attempted to describe these callers. 
Mutimer recognised them as members of hia committee. 
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' Kude to you t You must have mistaken. What did thej 
come hei* for 1 I shall in any case see them to-night.' 

They returned to the subject of Alice's illness. 

'I've half a mind to tell her the truth,' Mutimer said. 
' Supely fihe'd put the b]a<:kguard out of her head after that.' 

' No, no ; you mnstn't tell her I ' Adela interposed. ' I am 
sure it would be very unwise.' 

Alice was growing worse; in an hour or two delirium 
began to declare itself. She had resisted all efforts to put her 
to bed ; at most she would lie on a couch. Whilst Eichard 
and his wife wei-e debating what should be done, it was 
annoiinised to them that the three gentlemen had called again. 
Mutimer went off angrily to see them. 

He was engaged for half-an-hour. Then Adela heard the 
visitors depart ; one of them was speaking loudly and with 
irritation. . She waited for a moment at the head of the stairs, 
expecting that Mutimer would come out to her. As he did 
not, she went into the sitting-room. 

Mutimer stood before the fireplace, his ©yea on the ground, 
his face discoloured with vehement emotion. 

' What has happened!' she asked. 

He looked up and beckoned to her to approacti. 



CHAFrER XXXIV. 



Adela had never seen him bo smitten with grave trouble. She 
knew him in brutal anger and in surly ill-temper; but his 
present mood had nothing of either. He seemed to stagger 
beneath a blow which had all but crushed him a«d left him 
full of dread. He began to address her in a voice very unlike 
his own — thick, itncertain ; he used short sentences, often 
incomplete. 

'Those men iwe on the committee. One of them got a 
letter this morning — anonymous. It said they were to be on 
their guard against me. Said the Company's a swindle — that 
I knew it — that I've got money out of the people on falsa 
pretences. And Hilary's gone — gone off— taking all he could 
lay hands on. The letter says so— I don't know. It says I'm 
thick with the secretai-y — a man I never even saw. That lie's 
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a wetl-knowii swindler — Delancoy his name is. And these 
tellowa believe it — demand that I shall prove I'm innocent. 
What proof can I give t They think I kept oat of the way on 
purpose this morning.' 

He ceased speaking, and Adela stood mute, looking him in 
the face- She was appalled on his account- She did not love 
him; too often hia presence caused her loathing- But of late 
she had been surprised into thinking more highly of some of 
his cLualitiea than it had hitherto been possible for her to do. 
She could never forget that he toiled first and foremost for his 
own ^vaQcemeDt to a very cheap reputation ; he would not 
allow her to lose eight of it had she wished. But during the 
present winter she had discerned in him a genuine zeal to help 
the suffering, a fervour in kindly works of which she had not 
believed him capable. Very slowly the conviction had come 
to her, but in the end she could not resist it. One evening, in 
telling her of the hideous misery he had boen amoqgst, his 
voice failed aiid she saw moisture in his eyes. Was his 
character changing 1 Had she wronged him in attaching too 
much importance to a fault which was merely on the surface t 
Oh, bat there were too many indisputable changes against him. 
Yet a man's moral nature may sometimes he strengthened by 
experience of the evil he has wrought. All this rushed through 
her mind as she now stood gazing at him, 

' But ho"' can they credit an anonymous letter t ' she said. 
' How can they believe she worst of you before making 
inquiries 1 ' 

' They have been to the office of the Company. Everything 
is upside down- Th^ say Hilary isn't to be found.' 

* Who can have written such a letter 1 ' 

'How do I know! I have enemies enough, no doubt. 
Who hasn't that makes himself a leader! ' 

There was the Tprong note again. It discouraged her ; she 
was S)lei)t. 

' Look here, Adela,' he said, ' do you beliove this J ' 

' Believe it I ' 

' Do you think I'm capable of doipg a thing like th&t — 
gcrapiog together by pennies the money of the poorest of the 
poor just to use it for my own purposes — could I do that J ' 

'Toil know I do not believe it. 

' But you don't speak as if you were certain. There's spmo" 
tln'ng — — ' But how am I to prove I'm innocent t How 
can I make people believe I wasn't in the plot J They've only 
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my word — who'll think tliat enough 1 Anyone can tell a lie 
and stick to It, if there's no positive proof a.gainat him. How 
am I to make you helieve that I was taken in ? ' 

' But I tell you that a doubt of your innocence does not 
enter my mind. If it were necessary, I would stand up in 
piihlic before all who accused you and declare that they were 
wrong. I do'not need your assurance. I recognise that it 
would be impossible for you to commit such a crime.' 

' Well, it does me good to hear you say that,' he replied, 
with light of hope in his eyes. ' I wanted to feel sure of that. 
You might have thought that' — he sank his voice — 'that 
because I could think of destroying that will - — — -' 

' Don't speak of that I ' she interrupted, with a gesture of 
pain. ' 1 say that I believe you. It is enough. Don't speak 
about me any more. Think of what has to be done.' 

'1 have promised to be in Clerkenwell at eight o'clock. 
- There'll be a meeting. I shall do my beet to show that I am 
innocent. You'll look after Alice 1 It's awfui to have to leave 
her whilst she'slike that.' 

' Trust me. I will not leave her side for a moment. The 
doctor will be here again to-night.' 

A thought struck him. 

' Send out the gii'l for an evening paper. There may b6 
fiomething in it.' 

The paper was obtained, One of the first headings his eye 
fell upon was : ' Eumoured Coliapae of a Public Company ; 
Disappearance of the Secretary.' He showed it to Adela, and 
they read together. She saw that the finger with which he 
followed the lines quivered like a leaf. It was announced in 
a brief paragraph that the Secretary of the Irish Dairy Company 
was missing ; that he seemed to have gone off with consider- 
able Bums. Moreover, that there were rumours in the City of 
a startling kind, relative to the character of the Company 
itself. The name of the secretary was Mr. Eobert Del 
but that was now believed to be a mere alias. The police 
actively at work, 

' It'll be the rnin of me ! ' Mutimer gasped. ' I can never 
prove that I knew nothing. You see, nothing's said about 
Hilary. It's that fellow Delancey who has run,' 

' You must find Mr. Hilary,' said Adela urgently'. ' Wiei'e 
does he live ! ' 

' I havano idea. I only had the office address. Perhaps 
it isn't even his real name. It'll he my ruin.' 
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Adela was astonished to see him so broken down. He let 
himself sink upon a chair ; his head and hands fell, 

' But I can't understand why you should despair so I ' she 
exclaimed. ' You will speak to the meeting to-night. If the 
money is lost you will restore it. If you have been imprudent, 

' It is — it is — when I had money of that kind entrusted to 
me ! Tbey won't hear me. They have condemned me already. 
What use is it to talk to them i They'll say everything comes 
to smash in my hands.' 

She spoke to him with such words of strengtliening as one 
of his comrades might have used. She did not feel the tender- 
ness of a wife, and had no power to assume it. Bub her voice 
was brave and true. She had made his interest, his reputation, 
her own. By degrees he recovered from the blow, and let her 
words give him heart. 

' You're right,' he said, ' I'm behaving like a fool ; I couldn't 
go on different if I was really guilty. Who wrote that letter ) 
I never saw the letter before, as far as I know. I wanted to 
keep it, but they wouldn't let me — trust them ! What black- 
guards they are I They're jealous of me. They know they 
can't speak like I do, that they haven't the same influence I 
have. So they're ready to believe the first lie that's brought 
against me. Let them look to themselves to-night ! Ill give 
them a piece of my mind — see if I don't ! What's to day 1 
I"iiday. On Sunday I'll havethehiggestmeetingevergathered 
in the East End. If they about out against me, I'll tell them 
to their faces that they're mean-spiiited curs. They haven't 
the courage to rise and get by force what they'll never have by 
asking for it, and when a man does his best to help them they 
throw mud at him 1 ' 

' But they won't do so,' Adela urged. ' Don't be unjust. 
Wait and see. They will shout yor, not against you.' 

' Why didn't you keep 'Any here ! ' be asked sud- 

' He refused to stay, I gave him money.' 

' You should have foiced him to stay 1 How can I have a 
brother of my own living a life like that t You did wrong to 
give him money. He'll only use it to make a beast of himself. 
I must find him again ; I can't let bim go to ruin.' 

'Arry had come back to Holloway the previous night to in- 
form Adela that her husband might not return till morning. 
As she said, it had been impossible to detain him. He waa too 



,y Google 



442 D^oa 

far gone in un conventionality to spend a nigtifc under a decent 
roof. Home-Bickness for the gutter posseBsed him. 

In the meantime Alice had become quieter. It was half- 
past six ; Mutimer had to be at the meeting-place in Ci6rken-> 
welt by eight. Adela eat by Alice whilst the servant hurriedly 
prepared a meal; then the girl took her place, and she went 
down to her husband. They were in the middle of their meal 
when they heard the front-door slam. Mutimer started up. 

'"Wlio'athat) Who's gone OHtr 

Adela ran to the foot of the stairs and called the nervaat's 
name eoftly. lb was a minute before the girl appeared. 

'Who hast just gone out, Mary^' 

* Gone out ? No one, mum ! ' 

' Is Mrs, Rodman lying still 1 ' 

The girl went to see. She had left Alice for a few momenta 
previously. She appeared again at the head of the stairs with 
a face of alarm. 

' Mrs. Eodman isn't there, mum I ' 

Mutimer flew up the staircase. Alice was nowhere to be 
fouod. It could not be doubted that she had fled in a delirious 
state. Kichard rushed into the street, but it was very dark, 
and rain w(is falling. There was no trace of the fugitive. He 
came back to the door, where Adela stood ; he put out his hand 
and held her arm as if she needed sapport. 

' Give me my hat I She'll die in the street, in the rain 1 
I'll go one way ; the girl must go the other. My hat I ' 

'I will go one way myself,' said Adela hurriedly. 'Yon 
must take an umbrella : it pours, Mary ! my waterproof 1 ' 

They ran in opposite directions. It was a quiet by-street, 
with no shops to cast light upon the pavement. Adela eu- 
eountered a constable before she had gone very far, and begged 
for his assistance. He promised to be on the look-out, but ad- 
vised her to go on a short distance to the pol ice-station and leave 
a description of the missing woman. She did so ; then, finding 
the search hopeless in this quarter, turned homewards, Mutimer 
was still absent, but he appeared in flve minutes, as unsuccess- 
ful as herself. She told him of her visit to the station. 

' I must keep going about,' he said. ' She can't be far off; 
her strength, surely, wouldn't; take her far,' 

Adela felt for lum profoundly; for once be had not a thought 
of himself, his distress was absorbing. He was on the point of 
leaving the house again, when she remembered the meeting at" 
which he waa expected. She spoke of it. 
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' Wbiit do I care 1 ' he rpplied, waving his arm. ' Let them 
think what they like. I must find Alice.' 

Adela saw in a moment all that hia absence would involve. 
He could of course explain subsequently, but in the meantime 
vast harm would h&ve been done. It was impossible to neglect 
tbe meeting altogether. She ran after bim and stopped him on 
the pavement. 

' I will go to this meeting for you,' she said. ' A cab will 
take me there and bring me back. I will let them know what 
keeps you away.' 

ETe looked at her with aetonishment. 

' You I How can you go 1 Among those men t ' 

' Surely I have nothing to fear from them J Have you lost . 
all your faith suddenly 1 You cannot go, but someone must. 
I will apeak to them so that they cannot but believe me. ^ou 
continue tbe search ; I will go.' 

They stood together in the pouring rain. Mutimor caught 
her hand. 

* I never knew what a wife could be till now,' be esclaimed 
hoarsely. ' -A.nd I never knew you 1 ' 

' Find me a cab and give the man the address. I will be 
ready in an instant.' 

Her cheeks were on fire ; her nerves quivered with excite- 
ment. She had made the proposal almost involtmtarUy ; only 
his thanks gave her some understanding of what she was about 
to do. But she did notahrink ; a man's — better still, a woman's 
— noblest courage throbbed in her. If need v/eve, she too 
could stand forward in a worthy cause and speak the truth un- 
dauntedly. 

The cab was hearing her away. She looked at her watch 
in the moment of passing a street lamp and just saw that it 
was eight o'clock. The meeting would be full by this ; they 
would already be drawing ill conclusions from Mutimer'a 
absence. Faster, faster ! Every moment lost increased the 
force of prejudice against him. She could scarcely have felt 
more zeal on behalf of the man whom her soul loved. In the 
fever of her brain she was conscious of a wish that even now 
that love could be her husband's. Ah no, no I But serve him 
she could, and loyally. The lights flew by in the streets of 
Islington; the driver was making the irtmost speed he durat. 
A oheek among thronging vehicles anguished her. Bat it was 
' past, and hero at length came the pause. 

A crowd of perhaps a hundred men was gathered about tlie 
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ill-lighted entrance to what had formerly been a low-dasa 
Hancing-saloon. Adela saw them come thronging about the cab, 
heard their cries of discontent and of ectrprise when she showed 
herself. 

' Wait for me ! ' she called to the driver, and straightway 
walked to the door. The men made way for her. On the 
threshold she turned. 

' I wish to see soma member of the committee. I am Mrs. 
Mntimer.' 

There was a coarse Jaogb from some fellows, but others 
cried, 'Shut up! she's a lady.' One stepped forward and 
announced himself as a committee -mau. He followed her into 
the passage. 

'My husband cannot come,' she said. 'Will you please 
show me where I can speak to the meeting and tell tbem the 
reason of his absence t ' 

Much amazed, the committee-man led her into the halL It 
wae whitewashed, furnished with plain benches, lit with a few 
gas-jgta. There was scarcely room to move for the crowd. 
Every man seemed to be talking at the pitch of bis voice. The 
effect was an angry roar. Adela'e guide with difficulty made a 
passage for her to the platform, for it took soma timebefore the 
crowd realised what was going on. At length she stood in a 
place whence she could survey the assembly. On the wall 
behind her hung a great sheet of paper on which were inscribed 
the names of all who had deposited money with Mutimer. 
Adelft glanced at it and understood. Instead of being agitated 
she posBCBSed an extraordinary lucidity of mind, a calmness of 
nerve which she afterwards remembei'cd as something mira- 
culous. 

The committee-man roared for silence, then in a few words 
explained Mrs. Mutimer's wish to make 'a speech.' To Adela'a 
~ ears there seemed something of malice in this expression ; she 
did not like, either, the laugh which itelicited. Bat quiet was 
speedily restored by a few men of sturdy lungs. She stepped 
to the front of the platform. 

The scene was a singular one. Adela had thrown off her 
waterproof in the cab ; she stood in her lady-like costume of 
home, her hat only showing that she had come from a distance. 
For years her cheeks had been very pale ; in this momenii her 
whole fece was white as marble. Her delicate beauty made 
strange contrast with the :bces on each side and in front of her * 
— faces of rude intelligence, faces of fathomless stupidity, ^ces 
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degraded into something less than human. But all were listen, 
ing, all straining tow^ards her. There were a few whispers 
of honest admiration, & few of vile jest. She began to apeak, 

'I have come here because my husband cannot eorae. It 
is most iiufortunate that he cannot, for he tells me that some- 
one has been throwing doubt upon his honesty. He would be 
here, but that a terrible misfortune has befallen him. His 
sister was lying ill in our house, A little more than an hour 
ago she was by chance left alone and, being delirious — out of 
her mind— escaped from the house. My husband is now search- 
ing for her everywhere; she may be dying somewhere in the 
streets. That is the explanation I have come to give you. But 
I will say a word mora I do not know who has spoken ill of 
my husband ; I do not know his reasons for doing so. This, 
however, I know, that Eiehard Mutimer has done you no 
wrong, and that he is incapable of the horrible thing of which 
he is accused. You must believe it; you wrong yourselves if you 
refuse to. To-morrow, no doubt, he will come and speak for 
himself. Till then I beg you to take the worthy part and credit 
good rather than evil.' 

She ceased, and, turning to the committee-man, who still 
stood near her, requested him to guide her from the room. As 
she moved down from the platform the crowd recovered it- 
self from the spell of her voice. The majority cheered, but there 
were not a few dissentient howla. Adela had ears for nothing ; 
a path opened before her, and she walked along it with bowed 
head. Her heart was now beating violently; she felt that she 
must walk quickly or perchance her strength would fail her 
before she reached the door. As she disappeared there again 
arose the mingled uproar of cheers and groans ; it came to her 
like the bellow of a pursuing monster as she fled along the 
passage. And in truth Demos was on her track. A few kept 
up with her; the rest jammed themselves in the door-way, 
hustled each other, fought. The dozen who came out to the 
pavement altogether helped her into the cab, then gave a hearty 
cheer as she drove away. 

The voice of Demos, not malevolent at the last, but to 
Adela none the less something to be fled from, something which " 
excited thoughts of horrible possibilities, in its very good- 
humour and its praise of her a sound of fear. 
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His search being vain, Mutimev hastened fi-om one police-station 
to another, leaving descriptiona of his sister at each. "When 
he came home again Adela had just arrived. Sh^ waa suffering 
too m«ch from lie reaction which followed upon her excitement 
to give him more than the briefest account of what she bad 
heard and said ; but Mutimer cared little for details. He drew 
an easy-chair near to the fire and begged her to rest. As she 
lay back for a moment with dosed eyes, he took her feint hand 
and put it to his lip.^. He had never done so before ; when she 
glanced at him he averted his face in embarrassment. 

He would have persuaded her to go to bed, but she declared 
that sleep was impossible ; «he had much rather sit np with 
him till news came of Alice, as it sorely must do in course of 
the night. For Mutimer there was no resting ; he circled con- 
tinually about the neighbouring streets, returning to the house 
every quarter of an hour, always to find Adela in the same 
position. Her heart would not fall to its normal beat, and the 
vision of those harsh faces would not pass from her mind. 

At two o'clock they heard that Alice was found. She had 
been discovered several miles from home, lying unconscious in 
the street, and waa now in a hospital. Mutimer set off at 
once; be returned with the report that she was between life 
and death. It was impossible to remove her. 

Adela slept a little between six and eight ; her husband took 
even shorter rest. When she came down to the sitting-room, 
he was reading the morning paper. As she entered he uttered 
a cry of astonishment and rage, 

' Look here ! ' he exclaimed to her, ' Eead that t ' 

' He pointed to an account of the Irish Dairy Company 
frauds, in which it was stated that the secretary, known as 
Delanoey, appeared also to have borne the name of Rodman, 

They gazed at each other. 

' Then it was Itodman wrote that letter I ' Mutimer cried. 
' I'll sw«ar to it. He did it to injure me at the last moment 
Why haven't they got him yet ! The police are useless, 3nt 
they've got Hilary, I see — yes, they've got Hilary. He was 
caught at Dover, Ha, ha ! He denies everything — says he 
didn't even know of the secretary's decamping. The lying 
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scoundrel! Says he w'as goiog to Paris on private business. 
Bitt they've got him 1 And see here again : " The same Hod- 
man is at present wanted by the police on a chaise of bigamy." 
Wanted ! If they weren't incompetent fools they'd have had 
him already. Ten to one he's out of England.' 

It was a day of tumult for Mutimer. At the hospital he 
found no encouragement, but he «ould only leave Alice in the 
hands of the doctors. FrOm the hospital he went to his mother's 
house ; he had not yet had time to let her know of anything. 
But his main business lay in Clerkenwell and ia various parts 
of the East End, wherever he could see his fellow-agitatora. In 
liot baste he wrote an announcement of a meeting on Clerken- 
well Green for Sunday afternoon, and had thousands of copies 
printed on slips ; by evening these were scattered throughout 
his ' paiiehes.' He found that the calumny affecting him was 
already widely known; several members of his committee met 
him -with, black looks. Here and there an ironical question 
was put to him about his sister's health. With the knowledge 
that Alice might be dying or dead, he could scarcely find words 
of reply. His mood changed from fear and indignation to a 
grim fury ; within a few hours he made many resolute enemiea 
by his reckless vehemence and vituperation. 

The evening papers brought him a piece of intelligence 
which would have rejoiced hjm but for something with which 
it was coupled. Delaucey, alias Hodman, cdias Williamson, 
was arrested ; he had been caught in Hamburg. The tel^ram 
added that he talked freely and bad implicated a number of 
persons-^among them a certain Socialist agitator, name not 
giv^l. Ae Mutimer read this he iell for a moment into blank 
despau". He retuiiied at once to Holloway, all but resolved to 
throw up the game — to abandon the effort to defend himself, 
and wait for what might result from the judicial investigations. 
Adda resisted this to the uttermost. She understood that such 
appearance of fear would be fiital to Hm. "With a knowledge 
of Demos which owed much to her last night's experience, she 
urged to him that behind hia baok calumny would thrive un- 
checked, would grow in a day to proportions altogether irre- 
sistibla She succeeded in restoring his courage, though at the 
•lame time there revived in Mutimer the savage spirit which 
could only result in harm to himself. 

' This is how they repay a man who worfe for them t * he 
ori&d repeatedly, 'The ungi-ateful brutes ! Let me once clear 
layself, and I'll throw it up, bid th^m find sometme else to fight 
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their battles for them. It's always been the same i history 
shows it. What have I got for myself out of it all, I'd like to 
know^ Haven't I given them every penny I hadt Let them 
do their worst ! Let them bark and bray till they are hoarse 1 ' 

He woidd have kept away from Clerkenwell that evening, 
but even this Adela would not let him do. She insisted that 
he must be aeen and heard, that the force of innocence would 
prevail even with his enemies. The couple of hours he passed 
with her were spent in ceaseless encouragement on her side, in 
violent tirades on his. He paced the room like a caged lion, 
at one moment execrating Hodman, the next railing against 
the mob to whose interests he had devoted himself. Mow and 
then his voice softened, and he spiike of Alice. 

' The scoundrel set even her against me ! If she lives, 
perhaps she'll believe I'm guilty; how tan my word stand against 
her husband's ? Why, be isn't her husband at all ! It's a good 
thing if she dies — the best thing that could happen. What 
will become of her ! What are we to call her 1 She's neither 
married nor single. Can we keep it from her, do you tliink 1 
No, that won't do ; she must be free to maiTy an honest man. 
You'll try and make friends with her, Adela— if ever you've 
the chance 1 She'll have to live with us, of course; unless she'd 
rather live with mother. We mustn't tell her for a long time, 
till she's strong enough to bear it.' 

He with difficulty ate a few mouthfula and went off to 
Clerkenwell. In the ei'stwhile dancing-saloon it was a night of 
tempest. MutJmer bad never before addressed an unfriendly 
audience. After the first few interruptions he lost his temper, 
and with it his cause, as far as these present hearers were con- 
cerned. WTien he left them, it was amid the matterings of 
a storm which was not quite — only not quite — ready to burst 

'Who knows you won't take yer 'ook before to-morrow}' 
cried a voice as he neared the door. 

' Wait and see ! ' Mutimer shouted in reply, with a sav^fe 
laugh. ' I'veaword or two to say yet to blackguards like you.' 

He could count on some twenty pairs of fists in the room, 
if it came to that point; but he was allowed to depart un- 



On the way home he called at the hospital. There was no 
change in Alice's condition. 

^0 next day he remained at home till it was time to start 
for Clerkenwell Green. He was all but worn out, and there 
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Wlis nothing of any uso to be done befoi'o tlio meeting assomliled, 
Adela went for bim to the hospital and brought back stilt the 
Bftine report. Ho ate fairly well of his midday dinner, seeming 
somewhat calmer. Adela, foreseeing his main, danger, b^ged 
him to address the people without anger, assured him that a 
dignified self-possession woald go much farther than any 
amount of blustering. Ho was induced to promise that he 
would follow her advice. 

He purposed walking to the Green ; the exercise would 
perhaps keep his nei'ves in order. When it was time to start, 
he took Adela's hand, and for a second time kissed it. She 
made an effort over herself and held her lips to him. The 
'good-bye' was exchanged, with a word of strengthening from 
Adela; but still he did not go. He was eudeavouring to 
speak. 

' I don't think I've thanked you hulf enough,' he said at 
length, 'for what yon did on JFriday night.' 

'Yes, more than enough,' was the reply, 

' You make little of it, but it's a thing very few women 
would have done. And it was hard for you, because you're a 
lady.' 

' No leas a woman,' murmured Adela, her head bowed. 

' And a good woman— -I believe with all my heart, I want 
to ask you to forgive me^for things I onee said to you. I was 
a brute. Perhaps if 1 had been brought up in the same kind 
of way that you were — that's the difference between us, you 
see. But try if you can to forget it. Ill never think anything 
but good of you as long as I live.' 

She eould not reply, for a great sob was choking her. She 
pressed his hand; the tears broke from her eyes as sbe turned 
away. 

It being Sunday afternoon, visitors were admitted to the 
hospital in which Alice )vy. Mutimer had allowed himself 
time to pass five minutes by hia sister's bedside on the way to 
Clerkenwell. Alice was still unconscious ; she lay motionless, 
but her lips mattered unintelligible words. He bent over her 
and spoke, but she did not regard him. It was perhaps the 
keenest pain Mutimer had ever known to look into those eyes 
and meet no answering intelh'genoe. By close listening he 
believed he heard her utter the name of her husband. It was 
useless to stay ; he kiaaed her and left the ward. 

On his arrival at Olerkenwell Green — a large triangular 
space which merits the name of Green r.s much as the Strand — 
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he found a considerable gathering already assembled about tko 
cart from which he was ix> speak. The inner circle consisted 
of his friends— Eome fifty who remained staunch in their faith. 
Prominent among them v/aa the man Eedgi^ve, he who had 
presented the address when Mutimer took leave of Lis New 
Wanley workpeople. He had come to London at the same 
time as his leader, and had done much to recommend Mutimer's 
scheme in the East End. His muscwlai- height made those 
about him look puny. He was red in the face with the excite- 
ment of abusing Mutimer's enemies, and looked as if nothing 
would please him better than to second words with arguments 
more cogent. He and those about him hailed the agitator's 
appearance with three ringing cheors. A little later came a sup- 
potter whom Eichard had not expected to see — Mr. "WeatUke. 
Only this morning intelUgenoe of what was going on had 
reached his ears. At once he had scouted the accusations as 
incredible; he deemed it a duty to present himself on Mutimer!s 
side. Outside this small cluster was an indefinable mob, a 
portion of it bitterly hostile, a part indifferent ; among the 
latter a large element of mere drifting blackguardism, the raff 
of a city, anticipating with pleasure an uproar which would 
" give them unwonted opportunities of violence and pillage. 
These gentlemen would with equal zeal declare for Mutimer or 
his opponents, as the fortune of the day directed them. 

The core of the hostile party consisted of those who followed 
the banner of Comi-ade Eoodhouae, the ralliers to the 'Tocsin.' 
For them it was a great occasion. The previous evening had" 
seen a clamorous assembly in the room behind the Hoxton 
coffee-shop. Comrade Eoodhonae professed to have full details 
of the scandal which had just come to light. According to him, 
there was no doubt whatever that Mutimer had known from 
the Srst the character of the bogus Company, and had wittingly 
used tho money of the East-Enders to aid in Seating a concern 
which ■would benefit himself and a few othei-a. Eoodhouse dis- 
closed the identity of Mr. Eobert Delancey, and explained the 
I'elations existing between Hodman and Mutimer, ignoring the 
fact that a lawsuit had of late turned their friendship to mutual 
animosity. It was an opportunity not to be missed for paying 
back the hard things Mutimer liad constantly said of the ' Tocsin' 
party. Comrade Eoodliouse was busy in tho crowd, sowiog 
calumnies and fermenting wiftth. In the crowd were our old 
acquaintances Messrs. Cowes and CuUen, each haranguing as 
many as could be got to forJii a circle and listen, indidging 



,y Google 



DEMOS 451 

tLemselves iu measureless vituperation, crying ehame ot traitora 
to the noble cauae. Here, too, was Daniel Ddbbs, mainly 
interested in tLe occasion as an admirable provocative of tkii'st. 
He was much disposed to believe Matimer guilty,' but under- 
stood that it was none of his business to openly take part with 
either side. He stood well on the limits of the throng ; it waa 
not impossible that the debate might end in the cracking of 
crowns, in which case Mr. Dabbs, as a respectable - licensed 
victualler whose weekly profits had long since made him. smile 
at the follies of his youtii, would certaialy incur no needless 
risk to his own valuable scalp. 

The throng thickened ; it was impossible that the speakers 
ahonld be audible to the whole a-ssembly. Hastily it was de- 
cided to arrange two centra. Whilst Mutimer was speaking 
at the lower end of the Green, Redgrave would lift up his voice 
in the opposite part, and make it understood that Mutimer 
would repeat bis address there as soon as he had satisfied the 
hearers below. The meeting was announced for three o'clock, 
but it was half an hour later before Mutimer stood up on the 
cart and extended his hand in appeal for silence. It at first 
seemed as if he could not succfied in making his voice heard at 
all. A cluster of Eoodhouse's followers, under the pretence of 
demanding quiet, made incessant tumult. But ultimately the 
majority, those who were merely curious, and such of the angry 
East-Enders as really wanted to hear what M'vtimer bad to say 
for himself, imposed silence. Eichard'began hia speech. 

He had kept Adela'a warning in mind, and determined tg 
be calmly dignified in his refutal of the charges brought against 
him. ■ For iive miautes he impressed hia hearers. He had 
never spoken better. In the beginning he briefly referred to 
the lacta of hia life, spoke of the use he had made of wealth 
when he possessed it, demanded if it was likely that he should 
join with swindlers to rob the very class to which ho himself 
was proud to belong, and for which he had toiled iinceasingly. 
He spoke of Bodman, and denied that be bad ever known of 
this man's connection with the Company— a man who was his 
worst "enemy. He it was, tiib Eodman, who doubtless had 
written the letter which first directed suspicion in -the wrong 
quarter ; it was an act such as Kodman ivould be capable of, 
for the sake of gratifying bis enmity. And bow. had that 
enmity arisen ? He told the story of the iawauit ; showed how, 
in that matter, ho bad stood up for common honesty, though at 
the time Kodiaan was his friend. Then he passed to the subject 

Hos:ed : 
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of his stewardaiiip. Why liad he put that trust money into a 
eoncern without sufficient iavestigationi He coald mate but 
one straightforward answer : he had believed tliat the Company 
was sound, and he bought shares because the dividends pro- 
mised to be large, and it was his first desire to do the very best 
he could for those who had laid their hard-earned savings in 
his hands. 

For some minutes he had had inereaaing difficulty in hold- 
ing his voice above the noise of interruptions, hostile or friendly. 
It now became impossible for him to proceed. A man who 
was lifted on to the shoulders of two others began to make a 
counter-speech, roaring so that those around could not but 
attend to him. He declared himself one of those whom Mutimer 
had robbed ; all his savings for seven months were gone ; he 
was now out of work, and his family would soon be starving. 
lUchaxd's blood boiled as he heard these words. 

' Yon lie I ' he bellowed in return ; ' I know you. You ara 
the fellow who said last night that I uhould run away, and 
never come at all to this meeting. I called you a blackguard 
then, and I call you a liar now. You have put in my hand six 
threepences, and no more. The money you might have saved 
you constantly got drunk upon. Your money is waiting for 
you T you have only to come and apply for it. And I say the 
hame to all the rest. I am ready to pay all the money back, 
und pay it too with interest,' 

'Of course you are!' vociferated the other. 'You can't 
steal it, so you ofier to give it back. We know that game.' 

It was the commencement of utter confusion. A hundred 
voices were trying to make themselves heard. The great crowd 
swayed this way and that. Mutimer looked on a tempest of 
savage faces — a sight which might have daunted any man in 
his position. !Fists were shaken at him, curses were roared at 
him from every direction. It was clear that the feeling of the 
mob was hopelessly against him ; hie explanations were ridi- 
culed. A second man was reared on others' dioulders ; but 
instead of speaking from the place where he was, he demanded 
to be borne forward and helped to a standing on the cart. 
This was effected after a brief struggle with Mutimer's sup- 
porters. Then all at once there was a cessation of the hubbub 
that the new speaker might be heard. 

'Look at this man !' he cried, pointing at Mutimer, who 
had drawn aa far aside as the cart would let him. ' He's been 
a-lellin' you what he did yrhen somebody died aa' left him a 
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fortune. There's jnst oiie thing he's forgot, an* shall I tell you 
what that isl When he was a workin' man like ourselves, 
mates, he was a-goin' to mairy a pore girl, a workiu' girl. 
When he gets his money, what does he dot Why, ho pitches 
iier over, if you please, an' marries a fine lady, as took Lim 
because he was rich— that's the way ladies always chooses their 
husbands, y 'understand.' 

He was interrupted by a terrific yell, but by dint of vigorous 
pantomime secured a hearing again. 

'But wait a bit, niaties; I haven't done yet. He pitches 
over the pore girl, but he does worse afterwanis. He sets a 
tale a-goin' as she'd di^raced herself, as she wasn't fit to be a 
honest man's wife. An' it was all a damned lie, as lots of us 
knows. Now what d'ye think o' that ! This is a friend o' the 
People, this is I This is the man as 'as your interests at 'art, 
mates ! If he'll do a thing like that, won't he rob you of your 
savin's 1 ' 

As soon as he knew what the man was about to speak of, 
Mutimer felt the blood rush back upon his heart. It was as 
when a criminal bears delivered against him a damning item of 
evidence. He knew that he was pale, that every feature de- 
clared his consciousness of guilt. In vain he tried to face the 
mob and smile contemptuously. His eyes fell ; he stood with- 
out the power of speech. 

The yell was tepeated, and prolonged, owing to anotlier 
cause than the accusation just heard. When the accuser was 
borne forwards to the cart, a rumour spread among those more 
remote that an attack was being made on Mutimer and his 
friends. The rumour reached that part of the Green where 
Eedgrave was then haranguing. At once the listeners faced 
about in the direction of the supposed conflict. Eedgrave him- 
self leaped down, and called upon all supporters of Mutimer to 
follow him. It was the crash between two crowds which led 
to the prolonging of the yeJl. 

The meeting was over, the riot had begun. 

Picture them, the indignant champions of honesty, the 
avengers of virtue defamed 1 Demos was roused, was tired of f 
listening to mere articulate speech ; it was time for a good J 
wild-beast roar, for a taste of bloodshed. Scarcely a face in all 
the mob but distorted itself to express as much savagery ascan. 
be got out of the human countenance. Mutimer, seeing ■wha*. 
had come, sprang down from the cart. He was at once carried 
yaj:d§ ^way in an irresistible rush. Impossible f9J' bin( and his 



,, Google 



464 DEMOS 

frieads to endeavour to hold their ground : they were too vastly . 
outnumbered ; the most they, could do was to hold together and . 
use every opportunity of retreat, stajiding in the meanwhile 
on the defecsive. There was no adequate body of police on the 
Green J the riot would take its course unimpeded by the hired 
serrautfl of the capitalist State. Kedgrave little by little 
fought his way to within sight of Mutimerj he brought with 
him a small but determined contingent. On all sides was the 
thud of blows, the indignant shouting of thefew who desired to . 
preserve order mingled with the clamour of those who com- 
bated. Demos was having hisjffay; eiyjliestftau-Kas^Motted 
out, and dluflaw proolaimecl. 

~Mirtinrer"lBBt Bis hat in jumping from the cart; in fiva 
minutes his waistcoat and shirt were rent open, whether by 
friends in guarding him, or by foes in assailing, it was ini- 
possible to say. But his bodyguard held together with 
wonderful firmness, only now and then an enemy got near 
enough to dash a fist in his face. If he fell into the hands of 
the mob he was done for ; Mutimer knew that, and was ready 
to fight for his life. But the direction taken by the main 
current of the crowd fevoured him. In about twenty minutes 
he was swept away from the Green, and into a street. There 
were now fewer foes about him; he saw an opportunity, and 
together with E^dgrave burst away. There was no shame in 
taking to Sight where the odds against him were so overwhelm- 
ing. But pursuers were close behind him; their cry gave. a 
lead to the chase. He looked for some by-way as he rushed 
along the pavement. But aJi unexpected refuge offered itself. 
He was passing a little group of women, wfeen a, voice . from 
among them cried loudly — 'In here! In here !.' He saw 
that a house-door was open, saw a hand beckon. wildly,. aaid at 
once sprang for the reti'eat. A woman entered' immediately 
behind him and slammed the door, but; he did not see that 
a stick which the foremost of his pursuers had fiung at him 
came with a terrible blow full upon his preserver's fiice. 

' For a moment he could only lean against the wall of the 
passage, recovering his breath. Where he stood it was almost 
dark, for the evening was drawing in. The woman who had 
rescued him was standing near-, but he could not distinguish" 
her face. He heard the mob assembling in the narrow abre^b,. 
their ehouta, their ti-ampling, and speedily- there began a!great 
noise at the door. A beating with stipka and fists, a thunder-i' 
ing at the knocker, ' " 
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'Are yoiv tiie landlady)' Mutiraer aeked, turning to his 
silent companion. 

'No,' wasfche I'eply. 'She Is outside, I muBt put up the 
chain. They might get Ler latchkey from her,' 

At the first syllable he started; the voice was so Ikmiliar to 
Liiu. The words were spoken with an entire absence of 
womanish consternation; the voice ti'embled a little, bat for 
all that there v-as calm courage in its sound. When she had 
made the door secure and turned ^ain towards him, he looked 
into hei' face as closely as he could. 

' Is it Emma 1 ' 

' Yea.' 

Both were silent. Mutimer forgot all about his danger; 
that at this moment he should meet Emma Tine, that it should 
be she who saved him, impressed him with awe which was 
stronger than all the multitude of sensations just now battling 
within him. For it was her name that had roused the rabble 
finally against him. For his wrong to her he knew that he 
would have suffered jt^atly; yet her hand it was that barred tha 
door against hia brutal pursuers. A sudden weakness shook 
his limbs; he had again to lean upon the wall for support, 
and, scarcely conscious of what he did, he sobbed three or four 
times. 

' Are you hurt ? ' Emma asked. 

' No, I'm not hurt, no,' 

Two children had come down the stairs, and were clinging 
to Emma, crying with fright. For the noise at the door was 
growing terrific, 

' "Who ia there in the house ? ' Mntimer aeked. 

' No one, I think. The landlady and two other women 
who live here are outside. My sister ia away somewhere,' 

' Can I get off by the back ! ' 

' No. There's a little yard, but the walls are fer too high.* 

' They'll break the door through. If they do, the devils 
are as likely to kill you as me. I must go upstairs to a window 
and speak to them. I may do something yet. Sooner than 
put you in danger I'll go out and let them do their worst. 
Listen to them I That's the People, thatis ! I deserve killing, 
fool that 1 am, if only for the lying good I've said of them. 
Let me go up into your room, if it has a window in the 

- He led up the stairs, and Emma showed him the door of 
her room — the tuinie in which she had received the visit of 



yGoogle 



456 DEMOS 

Daniel Dabbs, He looked about it, saw the poverty of it, 
Then lie looked at Emma. 

' Good God I Who has hit you ? ' 

There vras a gi-eat cat on her cheek, the blood was rumiiut; 
down npon her dress. 

' Somebody threw & stick,' she answered, trying to smile, 
' I don't feel it; I'll tie a. handkerchief on it.' 

Again a fit of sobbing seized him ; he felt as weak as a 
child. 

' The cowardly roughs ! Give me the handkerchief — I'll 
tie it, Emma I ' 

'Think of your own eafoty,' she replied hurriedly, 'I tell 
you I don't feel any pain. Do you think you can get them to 
listen to you 1 ' 

' I'll try. There's nothing else for it. You stand at the 
back of the room ; they may throw something at me.' 

' Oh, then, don't open the window I They can't break the 
door. Some help will come.' 

' They wiU break the door: Yovi'd be as safe among wild 
beasts as among those fellows if they get into the house.' 

He threw up the sash, though Emma would not go from 
hia side. In the street below was a multitude which made 
but one ravening monster; all its eyes were directed to the 
upper storeys of this house. Mutimer looked to the right and 
to the left. In the latter quarter he saw the signs of a struggle. 
Straining hia eyes through the dusk, he perceived a mounted 
police-officer forcing his way through the throng ; on eithei 
side were visible the helmets of constables. He drew a deep 
sigh of relief, for the efforts of the mob against the house door 
could scarcely succeed unless they used more formidable weapons 
for assault, and that would now be all but impossible. 

He drew hia head back into the room and looked at Emma 
with a laugh of satisfaction. 

'The police are making way! There's nothing to fear 

' Come away from the window, then,' Emma urged . ' It is 
useless to show yourself.' 

' Let them see me, the blackguards ! They're so tight 
packed they haven't a hand among theai to aim anything,' 

As he epoke, he again leaned fonvard from the window-siiJ, 
and stretched hia arms towards the approaching rescuers. That 
same instant a heavy fragment of stone, hurled with deadly 
force and precision, struck him upon the temple. The violengfr 
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of tlio blow iiung liim back into the room; lie dropped to his 
knees, threw out a hand as if to save Mmaolf, then sank face 
foremost upon the floor, No.t a sound had escaped his lips. 

Emma, with a low cry of horror, bent to Mm and put her 
arm about his body. Eaising his head, she saw that, though 
his eyes were staring, they had no power of sight ; on his lips 
were flecks of blood. She laid her cheeks to his lips, butcoukl 
discern no breath ; she tore apart the clothing from his breast, 
but her hand coidd not find his heart. Then she rushed for a 
pillow, placed it beneath his head, and began to bathe hie face. 
Not all the great love which leaped like flame in hor bosom 
could call the dead to life. 

The yells which had greeted Mutimet's appearance at the 
window were followed by a steady roar, mingled with scornful 
laughter at his speedy reti-eat ; only a few saw or suspected 
that he had been gravely hit by the missile. Then the tumult 
began to change its character ; attention was drawn from the 
house to the advancing police, behind whom came a band of 
Mutimer's adherents, led by Eedgrave. The latter were 
cheering ; the hostile rabble met their cheers with defiant 
challenges. The police had now almost more than they could 
do to prevent a furious collision between the two bodies ; but 
their numbers Kept increasing, as detachments arrived one 
after another, and at length the house itself was firmly guarded, 
whilst the rioters on both sides were being put to flight. It 
was not a long street; the police cleared it completely and 
allowed no one to enter at either end. 

It was all but dark when at length the door of Emma's 
room was opened and six or seven women appeared, searching 
for Mutimer. The landlady was foremost ; she carried a lamp. 
It showed the dead man at full length on the floor, and Emma 
kneeling beside him, holding his hand. Near her were the two 
children, crying miserably. Emma appeared to have lost her 
voice ; when the light flashed upon her eyes she covered them 
with one hand, with the other pointed downwards. The 
women broke into cries of fright and lamentation. They 
clustered around the prostrate form, examined it, demanded 
explanations. One at length sped down to the street and 
shortly returned with two policemen. A messenger was 
despatched for a doctor. 

Emma did not move; she was not weeping, but paid no 
attention to any words addressed to her. The room was 
thronged with curious neighbours, there was a hubbub of talk. 



,, Google 



458 DEMOa 

Wtea at length the medical man arrived, he clc&vect the 
iihambei of all except Emma. Attw a brief examiuation of 
the body he said to her : 

' You are his wife 1 ' 

She, etill kneeling, looked up into his face with prtiued 
astoniBhment. 

'His wife! Oh no 1 I am a stranger.' 

The doctor showed surprise. 

' He woB killed in your presence t ' 

' He is dead — really dead ! ' she asked under her breath. 
And, as she spoke, she laid her hand upon hia arm. 

' He must have been killed instantaneously . Did the atocto 
fall in the room 1 Was it a stone 1 ' 

No one had searched for the missile, The doctor discovered 
it not far away. "Whiist bo was weighing it in his hand there 
came a knock at the door. It was Mr, Weatlake who entered. 
He came and looked at the dead man, then, introducing him- 
self, spoke a few words with the doctor. Assured that there 
was no shadow of hope, he withdrew, ha.ving looked closely at 
Emma, who now stood a little apart, her hands held tc^ether 
before her. 

The doctor departed a few moments later. He had examined 
Lhe wound on the girl's face, and found that it was not serious. 
As he was going, Kmma said to him : 

' Will you tell them to keep away — all the people in the 
Louse i ' 

' This ia your own room % ' 

' I live here with my sister.' 

'I will ask them to respect your wish. The body must 
stay here for the present, though.' 

' Oh yes, yes, I know.' 

' Is your Bister at home % ' 

' She will be soon. Please tell them not to come hei'e.' 

She was alone again with the dead. It cost her great 
efforts of mind to convince herself that Mutimer really had 
breathed his last; it seemed to her hut a moment since she 
hoard him speak, heard him laugh ; was not a trace of the laugh 
even now discernible on his countenance! How wos it possible 
for life to vanish in this way! She constantly touched him, 
spoke to him. It was incredible that he should not be able to 
hear her. 

Her love for him was immeaeuiable. Bittomees she- had 
long since overcome, and she had thou^t that love, too, waa 
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gone with it. She had clecoived herself. Her heaii, incredible 
as it may seem, had even known a kind of hopci — how elso 
could she have bonie the life which fate laid npon hevt — the 
hope that is one with love, that asks nothing of the reason, nor 
yields to reason's contumely 1 He had been smitten dead at 
the moment that she loved him dearest. 

Her sister Kate eame in. She had been spending the day 
■with friends in another part of London, When just within the 
door she stopped and looked at the body nervously. 

'Emmal' she said. 'Why don't you come downstairs? 
Mrs. Lakell let us have her back room, and tea's waiting for^ 
you. I wonder how yow can stay here.' 

' I can't come. I want to be alone, Kate. Toll them not 
to come up.' 

' But you can't stay hero all night, child ! ' 

'I can't talk. I wan't to be alone. Perhaps I'll come 
down before long.' 

Kate withdrew and went to gossip with the people who 
were incessantly coming and going in the lower part of the 
house. The opening and shutting of the front door, the sound 
of voices, the hurrying feet upon the staircase, were audiblo 
enough to Emma. She heard, too, the crowds that kept pass- 
ing along the street, their shouts, their laughter, i:he_ voices of 
the policemen bidding tliem move on. ■ It was all a nightmare, 
from which she strove to awake. 

At length she was able to weep. Gazing constantly at the 
dead face, she linked it at last with some far-off memory of 
tenderness, and that brought her tears. She held the cold hand 
against her heart and eased herself with passionate sobbing, 
with low waOs, with loving utterance of his natae. Thus it 
happened tiat she did not hear when someone knocked lightly 
at the door and entered. A shadow across the still features 
told her of another's presence. Starting hack, she saw a lady 
from whose pale, beautiful face a Veil had ju^t been raised. 
The stranger, who was regarding her with tenderly compas- 
sionate eyes, said ; 

' I am Mrs, Mutimer.' 

Emma rose to her feet and drew a little a,part. Her face fell. 

• They told me downstairs,' Adeia pursued, ' that I should 
-find-Miss Vine in the-i-oom. Is your name Emma Vine!' 

Emma asked herSeJf whether this lady, his.wife, could know 
anything of her story. It seemed so, from the tone of the 
question, She only replied : 
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' Yes, it is.' 

Then she again veufcured to look up at the woman whose 
beauty had made her life barren. There were no signs of teai's 
on Adela'a fiice ; to Emma she seemed cold, though ao grave 
and gentle. Adela gazed for a while at the dead man. She, 
too, felt as though it were all a dream. The spectacle of Emma's 
passionate grief had kept her emotion within her heart, perhaps 
had weakened it. 

'You have yourself been hurt,' she said, turning again to 
the other. 

Emma only shook her head. She suffered terribly from 
Adela'a presence, 

' I will go,' she said in a whisper. 
. ' This is your room, I think ! ' 
Yes.' 

' May I stay here 1 ' 

' Of course — yon must.' 

Emma was moving towards the door. 

' You wish to go ! ' Adela said, uttering the words involun- 
tarily. 

' Yes, I must.' 

Adela, hit alone, stood gazing at the dead face. She did 
not kneel by her husband, ae Emma bad done, but a terrible 
anguish came upon her as she gazed ; she buried her face in her 
hands. Her feeling was more of horror at the crime that had 
been committed than oE individual grief. Yet grief she knew. 
The last words her husband had spoken to her were good and 
worthy; in her memory they overcame all else. That parting 
when he left home had seemed to her like the beginning of a 
new life for him. Could not his faults be atoned for otherwise 
than by this ghastly end? She had no need to direct her 
thoughts to the good that was in him. Even as she had taken 
hia part against his traducers, so she now was stirred m spirit 
against hia murderers. She felt a solemn gladness in remember- 
ing that she had stood before that meeting in the Clerkenwell 
room and served him as far as it was in a woman's power to do. 
All her long su&rings were forgotten ; this supreme calamity 
of death outweighed them all. His enemies had murdered him ; 
would they not continue to assail his name 1 She resolved that 
his memory should be her care. That had nothing to do with 
lova ; simple justice demanded it, Justice and gratitude foi 
the last words he had spoken to her. 

She had as yet scarcely noti^ the room in which she was. 
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At lenglii bIis surveyeJ it; its poveiiy bfouglit teaiK to lier 
eyes. There had been a fire, but the last spark was dead. She 
began to feel cold. 

Soon there vaa the sound of Eomeone ascending the ataira, 
and Emma, after knocking, again entered. She carried a ti-ay 
with tea-thinga, which she placed upon the table. Then, 
having glanced at the fireplace, she took from a cupboard wood 
and paper and was beginning to make a fire when AdeLi 
stopped her, saying : 

'You must not do that for me. I will light the fire my- 
self, if you will let me.' 

Emma looked up in surprise. 

' It is kind of jou to bring me the tea,' Adela continued. 
' But let me do the rest.' 

' If you wish to— yes,' the other replied, without uudeiv 
standing the thought which prompted Adela. She carefully 
held herself from glancing towards the dead man, and moved 
away. 

Adela approached her. 

' Have yon a room for the night 1 ' 

' Yes, thank you.' 

' "Will you — will you take my hand before you leave me I ' 

She hdd it forth ; Emma, with eyes turned to the ground, 
gave her own. 

' Look at me,' Adela said, under her breath. 

Their eyes met, and at last Emma understood. In that 
grave, nohle gaze was far more than sympathy and tenderness ; 
it was a look tliat besought pardon. 

' May I come. to yoii in the night to see if you need any- 
thing ) ' Emma asked. 

' J shall need nothing. Come only if you can't sleep,' 

Adela lit the fire and begjin her night's watching. 



CHAPTEE XXXVI. 

A DEEP breath of country air. It is springtime, and the valley 
of Wanley is bursting into green and flowery life, peacefully glad 
as if the foot of IlemoH had never come that way. Incredible 
that the fume of furnaces ever desecrated that fleece-sown sky 
of tenderest MSie, that hammers claimed and engines roared 
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where now the thrush uttera his Boiifj BO joyously. Huljort 
Eldon has been as good as his word. In all the valley no 
trace is left of what was called New Wanley. Ooee more we 
can climb to the top of Stanbury Hill and enjoy the' sense of 
remoteness and security when we see that dark patch on the 
horizon, tie cloud that hangs over Belwick, 

Hubert and the vicar of Wanley stood there together one 
morning in late April, more than a year after the death of 
Eichard Mutimer. Generally there was a strong breeze on this 
point, but to-day the west was breathing its gentlest, warm 
upon the cheek. 

' WeO, it has gone,' Hubert said. ' ilay wili have free 
play ing-ground .' 

' In one sense,' replied the vicar, ' I fear it will never be 
gone. Its influence on the life of the people in Wanley and in 
some of the farms about has been graver than you imagine. 
I find discontent where it was formerly unknown. The 
typical case is that lad of Bolton's. They wanted him sadly 
ab home; by this time he would have been helping his unfor. 
tunate fiither. Instead of that he's the revolutionary oracle of 
Belwick pothouses, and appears on an averRge once a fortnight 
before the magistrates for being drunk and disorderly.' 

' Yes, the march of progress has been hastened a little, 
doubtless,' said Hubert. 'I have to content myself with the 
grass and the trees. Well, I have done all I could, now other 
people must enjoy the results. Ah, look I there is a van of 
the Edgeworth's furniture coming to the Manor. They are 
happy people ! Something like an Ideal married couple, and 
with nothing to do but to wander about the valley and enjoy 



' I am rather surprised you gave them bo long a lease,' 
remarked Mr. Wyvern. 

'Why not! I shall never live here again. As long as I 
had work to do it was all right ; but to continue to live in that 
house was impossible. And in twenty years it would be no 
less impotfflible. I should fall into a monomania, and one of a 
very loathsome kind.' 

Mr. Wyvern pondered. They walked on a few paces before 
Hubert again spoke. 

' There was a letter from her in the " Belwick Ohroziicle " 
yesterday morning. Something on the placard in Agworth 
station caused me to buy a copy. The Tory paper, it eeema, 
had a leader a day or two ago en Socialism, ana took ocoasiou 
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to Bueer at Mutimei', nob by name, but iu all immistakablo 
way — the old scandal of course. She wrote a letter to the 
editor, and he courteously paid no attention to it. So she 
wrote to the ' Chronicle,' They print her in large type, and 
devote a leader to the aubject — party capital, of course.' 

He ceased on a bitter tone, then, before his companion 
could reply, added violently :^ » 

' It is hideous to see her name in such places ! ' 

' Let us speak freely of this,' returned Mr, Wyvern. ' You 
seem to me to be very unjust. Tour personal feeling mates 
you ]ef« aflute in judging than I should have expected. Surely 
her behaviour is very admirable.' 

' Oh, I am not unjust in that sense. I have never refused 
to believe in his innocence technically.' 

' Excuse me, that has nothing to do with the matter. All 
we have to look at is this. She is herself convinced of his 
innocence, and therefore makes it her supreme duty to defend 
his memory. It appears to me that she acta altogether nobly. 
In spite of all the evidence that was brought on his side, the 
dastardly spirit of politics has persisted in making Mtttimer a 
sort of historical character, a type of the hypocritical dema- 
gogue, to be cited whenever occasion oifers. Would it be 
possible to attach a more evil significance to a man's name than 
that which Mutimer bears, and will continue to bear, among 
certain sections of writing and speechifying vermin^ It is .1 
miserable destiny. If every man who achieves notoriety paid 
for his faults in this way, what sort of reputations would 
history consist of! I won't say that it isn't a good thing, 
speaking generally, but in the individual case it is terribly 
hard. Would you have his widow keep silence ? That would 
be the easiei" thing to do, be sure of it— -for her, a thousand 
times the easiei-. I regard her as tho one entirely noble 
woman it has been my lot to know. And if you thought 
calmly you could not speak of her with such impatience.' 

Hubert kept silence for a moment. 

' It is all true. Of course it only means that I am savagely 
jealous. But I cannot — upon my life I cannot — understand 
her having given her love to such a man as that ! ' 

Mr. Wyvern seemed to regard the landscape. There was a 
Bad smile on his countenance. 

'Let there be an end of it,' Hubert resumed. *I didn't 
mean to say anything to you about the letter, How, we'll talk 
of otlisff tlunfip. Well, I am going to have a Bummsr among 



,y Google 



464 hViuon 

tlio Gei'iuau gtilteiieij ; perhaps I shall Had peace thei'S. You 
have let your son know that I am coming ! ' 

The vicar nodded. They continued their walk along the 
top of the hill. Presently Mr. Wyvern stopped and faced his 
companion. 

' Are you Sfirious ia what yon said just now i I meau 
<ibout her love for Mutimer 1 ' v 

' Ssrious J Of course I am. Why should yow ask such a 
question i ' 

'Because I find it difficult to distinguish between the things 
ft young roan says in jealons pique and the real belief he enter- 
tains when he is not throwing savage words about. You have 
convinced yourself that she loved her husband in the true 
sense of the word 1 ' 

' The conviction was forced upon me. "Why did she marry 
him at all i What led her to give herself, heart and soul, to 
Socialism, she who under ordinary circumstances would have 
shrunk from that and all other isms f Why should she make 
it a special entreaty to me to pursue her husband's work! 
The zeal for Lis memory is nothing unanticipated; it issues 
naturally from hor former state of mind.' 

'Your vehemence,' replied the viear, smiling, 'is sufficient 
proof that you don't think it impossible for all these questions 
to be answered in another sense. I can't pretend to have read 
the facts of her life infallibly, but suppose I venture a bint or 
two, juat to give you matter for thought. Why she married 
him I cannot wholly explain to myself, but wmember that she 
took that step very shortly after being brought to believe that 
you, my good friend, were utterly unworthy of any true 
woman's devotion. Remember, too, her brottier's influence, 
and — well, her mother's. Now, on the evening before she 
accepted Mutimer, she called at the Yicai-age alone. Unfor- 
tunately I was away — was walking with you, in fact. What 
she desired to say to me I can only conjecture ; but it is not 
impossible that she was driven by the common impulse which 
sends young girls to their pastor when they are in grievous 
trouble and without other friends.' 

'Why did you never tell me of that^ ' cried Hubert. 

' Because it would have been usele.«s, and, to tell you the 
truth, I felt I was in an awkward position, not £ir from acting 
indiscreetly. I did go to see her the next morning, but only 
saw her mother, and heard of the engagement. Adela never 
Bpoke to me of her visit.' 
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'But 'slie may liave come for quite oibar reasons. Her 
Bubaequent behaviour remains.' 

' Certainly. Here again I may be altogether wrong, but it 
seema to me that to a woman of her character there was only 
one course open. Having bewnne his wife, ifc behoved her to 
bo loya!, and especially — remember this— it behoved her to pat 
her position beyond doubt in the eyes of others, in the eyes of 
one, it may be, beyond ail. Does that throw no light on yonr 
met tiaj* with her in the wood, of which you make so much?' 

Hubert's countenance shone, but only for an instant. 

'Ingenions,' he replied, good-humour edly, 

' Possibly no more,' Mr, Wyvem rejoined. ' Take it as a 
fanciful sketch of how a woman's life might be ordered. Such 
a life would not lack its dignity.' 

Neither spoke for a while. 

'Yoa wilt call on Mrs. Weatlake aa you pass through 
London)' Mr. Wyvern next inquired. 

' Mrs, Westlake 3 ' the other repeated absently, ' Yes, I 
dare say I shall see her.' 

' Do, by all means.' 

They began to descend the hill. 

The Walthams no longer lived in 'Waniey. A year ago the 
necessities of Alfred Waltham's affiiirs had led to a change ; he 
and his wife and their two children, together with Mrs. 
Waltham the dowager, removed to what the auctioneers call a 
commodious residence on the outskirts of Eelwick. Alfred 
remarked that it was as wdl not.tu be so far frooi civilisation ; 
he pointed out, too, that it was time for him to hwe an eye to 
civic dignities, if only a place on the Board of Guardians to 
begin with. Our friend was not quite so uncompromising in 
his political and social opinions as formerly. His wife observt^ 
that he ceased to subscribe to Socialist papers, and took in a. 
daily of orthodox liberal tendencies— that is to say, an organ 
of capitalism. Letty rejoiced at the change, but knew her 
husband far too well to make any remark upon it. 

To their house, about three months after her husband's 
death, came Adela, The intermediate time she had passed 
with Stella. All were very glad to have her at Belwick— 
Letty, in particular, who, though a matron with two bouncing 
hoys, still sat at Adela's feet and deemed her the model of 
Womanhood, Adela was not so sad as they had feared to find 
her. She kept a great deal to her own room, but was always 
engaged in study, and seemed to find peace in that way. She 
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was ailent ia her Iiabit«, scaraely ever joiniog in general ooU* 
versation ; but when Letty could steal an honr from household 
duties and go to Adela'a room she was always sure of hearing 
wise and' tender words in which her heart deligJited. Her 
pride in Adela was boundlesa. On the day when the latter 
first attired herself in modified mournicg, Letty, walking with 
her in the garden, could not refrain from saying how Adela's 
dress became her. 

' You are more beautiful every day, dear,' she added, in 
spite of a tremor which almost checked her in uttering a com- 
pliment which her sister might think too frivolous. 

But Adela blushed, one would have thought it was with 
pleasure. Sadness, however, followed, and Letty wondered 
whether the beautiful face was destined to wear its pallor 
. always. 

On this same spring morning, when Hubert Eldon was 
taking leave of Wanley, Mrs. Waltham and Letty were talk- 
ing of a visit Adela was about to pay to Stdlu. in London. 
They spoke also of a visitor of their own, or, perhaps, rather of 
Adela'a, who had been in the house for a fortnight and would 
return to London on the morrow. This was Aiice Mutimer — 
no longer to ho called Mrs. Eodman. Alice bad lived with 
her mother- in Wilton Square since her recovery from the 
illness which for a long time had kept her in ignorance of the 
double calamity fallen upon her. It was Adela who at length 
told her that she had no husband, and that her brother 
Eichard was dead. Neither disclosure aflected her gravely. 
The months of mental desolation followed by physical collapse 
seemed to have exliausted her powers of suffering. For severd 
days she kept to herself and cried a good deal, but she ex- 
hibited no bitter grief. It soon became evident that she 
thought but little of the man who had so gi-ossly wronged her ; 
he was quite gone from her heart. Even when she was sum- 
moned to give evidence against him in court, she did it without 
much reluctance, yet also without revengeful feeling ; her state 
was one of enfeebled vitality, she was like a child in all the 
concerns of life. Rodman went into penal servitude, but it 
did not distress her, and she never again uttered his niime. 

Adeia thought it would be a kindness to invite ber to 
Eelwict, and Alice at once accepted the invitatjon. Yet she 
was not at her ease in the house. She appeared to have for- 
given Adela, overcome by the latter's goodness, but her nature 
was not of the kind to grovv in liberal fooling, Mrs, 'Walthani 
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tlie elder she avoided as mucli ae poasible. Perhaps Cetty 
best succeeded in conciliating her, for Letty was homely and 
had the children to help hei". 

' I wish I had s, child,' Alice said one day when she sat 
alone with Letty, and assisted in nursery duties. Bui at once 
her cheeks coloured. 'I suppose you're ashamed of me for 
saying that. I'm nob even a married woman.' 

Iietty replied, as she well knew how to, very gently and 
with comfort, 

' I wond»tv where she goes to when she sets off by herself,' 
said Mrs. Waltham this morning. ' She seems to object to 
walli with any of us.' 

'She always comes back in better spirits,' said Letty. 'I 
think the chaiige is doing her good.' 

' But she won't be sorry to leave us, my dear, I - can ae« 
that. To be sure it was like Adela to think of having her 
here, but I scarcely think it would he advisable for the visit to 
be repeated. She is not at home with ua. And how can it be 
expected^ It's in her blood, of course; she belongs so dis- 
tinctly to an inferior class.' 

'I am so very sorry for her,' Letty replied, 'What 
dreadful things she has gone through 1 ' 

'Dreadful, indeed, my dear; but after all such things 
don't happen to ladies. We must remember that. It isn','; 
aa if you or Adela had suffered in that way. That, of course, 
would be shocking beyond all words. I can't think that per- 
sons of her elaaa have quite the same feelings.' 

' Oh, mother I ' Letty protested. And she added, les.^ 
seriously, ' Yoti mustn't let Alfred hear you say auch a thing 
as that.' 

' I'm glad to say,' replied Mrs. Waltham, ' that Alfred has 
grown much more sensible in his views of late.' 

Adela entered the room. Letty was not wrong in saying 
that sbo grew more beautiful. Life had few joys for her, save 
intellectual, but you saw on her countenance the light of free- 
dom. In her manner there was an unconscious dignity which 
made her position in the house one of recognised superiority ; 
oven her mother seldom ventured to cbat without reserve in 
her presence. Alfred drew up in the midst of a tira^le if she 
but seemed about to speak. Yet it was happiness to live with 
her; where she moved there breathed an air of purity and 



Sho asked if Alice had retiiraod from her walk. Be- 
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ceiving ai i^eply in the negative, she went out into the 
garden. 

' Adela looks happy to-day,' said letty. ' That article in 
the paper has pleased her very much.' 

' I really hope she won't do such a thing again,' remarked 
Mrs. Waltham, with diguified disapproval, ' It seems very 
unlady-like to write letters to the newspapers.' 

* But it was brave" of her.' 

'To be sure, we must not judge her as we should ordinary 
people. Still, I am not sure that she is always right. I shall 
never allow that she did right in paying back that money to 
those wretches in London. I am sure she wanted it far more 
than they did. The bloodthirsty creatures ! ' 

Letty shuddered, but would not abandon defence of Adela. 

' Still it was very honourable of her, mother. She under- 
stands those things better than we can.' 

' Perhaps so, my dear,' said Mrs. Waltham, meaning that 
her own opinion was not likely to be inferior in justice to that 
of anyone else, 

Adela had been in the garden for a few minutes when she 
saw Alice coming towards her. The poor Princess had a 
bright look, as if some joyful news had just come to her, 
Adela met her with a frienilly smile. 

'There is aonieone you used to know,' Alice said, .speaking 
with embarrassment, and pointing towards the road. ' T^ou 
remember Mr. Keene? I met him. He says he wrote that in 
the " Chronicle." He would like to speak to you if you'll let him, ' 

' I shall be glad to,' Adela replied, with a look of curiosity. 

They walked to the garden gate. Mr. Keene was just out- 
side ; Alice beckoned to him to eater. His appearance was a 
great improvement on the old days ; he had grown a beard, 
and in his eye you saw the responsible editor. Altogether he 
seemed to have gained in moral solidity. None the less, his 
manner of approaching Adela, liat in hand, awoke reminis- 
cences of the footlights. 

' It is a great pleasure to me to see yon, Mrs. Mutimer. I 
trust that my few comments on your admirable letter were of a 
nature to afford you satisfaction.' 

' Thank you veiy much, Mr. Eeene,' Adela replied. * Ton 
wrote very kindly.' 

' I am amply rewarded,' he said, bowing low. ' And now 
that I have had my desire, permit me to hasten away. My 
duty cftlls me into the town.' 
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Ho again bowed low to Adela, emiled a farewell to Alice, 
ttnd departed. 

The two walked together in the garden. Adela turned to 
her companion. 

' I think you knew Mr. Keene e, long time ago) ' 

' Yes, a long time. He once asked me to marry Mm,' 

Adela replied only with a look. 

' And he's asked me again this morning,' Alice pursued, 
breaking off a loaf from an elder bush, 

'And you 1' 

'I didn't refuse him this time,' Alios replied with con- 
fidence. 

' I am very glad, very glad. He has been faithful to yon 
so long that 1 am sure he will make you happy.' 

Alice no longer concealed her joy. It was almost exulta. 
tion. Natural enough under the circumstances, poor, dia- 
inherited Princess I Once more she felt able to face people j 
once more she would have a name. She began to talk eagerly, 

' Of course 1 shall just go back to tell mother, but we ai'e 
going to be married in three weefea. He has already decided 
upon, a house ; we went to see it this morning. I didn't lite 
to tell yon, but I met him for the first time a week ago — quit« 
by chance,' 

' I'm afraid your mother will be lonely,' Adela said. 

' Not she ! She'd far rather live alone than go anywhere 
else. And now I shall be able to send her money. It isn't 
fair for you to have to find everything.' 

' I have wanted to ask you,' Adela said presently, ' do you 
ever hear of Harry ? ' 

Alice shook her head. 

' The less we hear the better,' she replied. 'He's gone to 
the bad, and there's no help for it,' 

It was true ; unfortunate victim of prosperity. 

Next morning Adok and Alice travelled to town together. 
The former did not go to Wilton Square, On the occasion of 
Richard's death she had met Mrs, Mutimer, but the interview 
had been an extremely difficult one, in. spite of the old woman's 
endeavour to be coui-teoua. Adela felt herself to be an object 
of insuperable prejudice. Once again she was bidden sound 
the depth of the gulf which lies between the educated and the 
uneducated. The old woman would not give her hand, but 
made an old-fashioned curtsey, which Adela felt to be half 
iropjeal, Ju speaking of her soo sfte w^s bard. Pride wpul^ 
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not allow lier to exhibit the leaist symptom of the anguish 
which wrung her heart. . She refused to accept aay share of 
the income which \\a,n continued to her sou's widow under the 
Wanley will, Alice, however, had felt no scruple in taking 
the half which Adela offered her, and by paying her mother 
for board and lodgings she supplemented toe ineomp derived 
from letting as much of the house as possibla. 

Once more under the roof of her dearest friend, Adela- was 
lera preoccupied with the sad past which afflict^ her mind 
with the stress of a duty ever harder to perform. After an hour 
passed with Stella she could breathe fi-eely the atmosphere of 
beauty and love. Elsewhere she too often suffered from.a sense 
of self-reproach ; between her and the book in which she tried 
to lose herself there would come importunate visions of woe, of 
starved facesj of fierce eyes. The comfort she enjoyed, the 
afiection "and respect with which she was suri-ounded, were 
often burdensome to her conscience. In Stella's presence all 
that vanished ; listening to Stella's voice she could Jay firm 
hold on the truth that there is a work in the cause of humanity 
othet than that which goes on so clamorously in lecture halls 
and at street corners, other than that which is silently per- 
formed by faithful hearts and hands in dens of misery and 
amid the horrors of the laaar-houae ; the work of those whose 
soul is taken captive of loveliness, who pursue the spiritual' 
ideal apart from the world's tumult, and, ever i-eadytp minister 
in gentle offices, know that they sei-vo best when nearest home. 
She was far from spiritual arrogance; h(x natural mood was a 
profound humility ; she deemed herself rather below than 
above the active toilers, whose sweat was sacred ; but life had 
declared that such toil was not for her,, opd from, Stella she 
derived the support which enabled her to pursue hev, path in 
peace — a path not one with Stella's. Before that high-Jihroned 
poet-soul Adela bent in humble reverence. . Between Stella and 
those toilers, however noble and devoted, there could be no 
question of comparison. She was of those elect whose part it 
is to inspii-e faith and hope, of those higheet but for" whom the 
world would fall into apathy or lose itself among subordinate 
motives. Stella never spoke of herself ; Adela could not know 
whether she had ever stood at the severance of ways and made 
deliberate choice. Probably not, for OQ her brow was visibJe 
to all eyes the seal of election ; how could she ever have 
doubted the leading of that spirit that iiscd her lips for utter- 
BQce} 
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On the morning after her arrivaf in Londoa Adela, took a, 
long journey by herself to the far East End. Going by omni- 
bus it seemed to her that she was never to reach that street off 
Bow Eoad which she had occasion to visit. But at last the 
conductor bade her descend, and gave her a brief direction, 
The thoroughfere she sought was poor but not squalid ; she 
saw with pleasure that the house of which she had the number 
in mind was, if anything, cleaner and more homelike in appear- 
ance than its neighbours. A woman replied to her knock.' 

She asked if Miss Vine was at home. 

'Yes, mum ; she's at 'ome. Sball I tell her, or wili you go 
up r 

' I will go up, thank you. Which room is it ? ' 

'Second floor front yon'll find her.' 

Adela ascended. Standing at the door she heard the hum 
of a sewing-machine. It made her heart sink, so clearly did it 
speak of incessant monotonous labour. 

She knocked loudly. Tlie machine did not stop, hut she 
was bidden to enter. 

Emma was a.t work, one of her sister's children sitting by 
her, writing on a slate. She had expected the appearance of 
the landlady ; seeing who the visitor was, she lob her hands 
fall abruptly ; an expression of pain passed over her features. 

Adela went up to her and hissed her forehead, then ex- 
changed a few words with the child. Emma placed a chair for 
her, but without speaking. The room was much like the 
other in which the sisters had lived, save that it had a brighter 
outlook. There were the two beds and the table covered with 

' Do you find it better here 1 ' Adela began by asking. 

' Yes, it is better,' Emma replied quietly. ' We manage to 
get a good deal of work, and it isn't badly paid.' 

The voice was not uncheerful ; it had that serenity which 
comes of duties honestly performed and a life tolerably fi'ee 
from sordid anxiety. IHCore than that could not be said of 
Emma's existence. But, such as it was, it depended entirely 
npon her own effort. Adela, on the evening when she first 
met her in the room where Mutim'er lay dead, had read clearly 
Emma's character ; she knew that, though it was one of her 
strongest desires to lighten the bm'den of this so sorely tried 
woman, direct aid was not to be dreamt of. She had taken 
counsel with Stella, Stella with her husband. After much 
Fftin seeliing they discovered (vn opportunity of work in this 
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pai-t of the East Bad. Mr. Westlake made it known to 
Emma; ehe acknowledged fcbat it would be better than, the 
over-swarmed neighbonrhood in which she waa living, and took 
the advice gratefully. She had hopes, too, that Kate might he 
got away from her evil comj)anions. And indeed the change 
had not been without its effect on Mrs. Clay ; she worked moio 
steadily, and gave more attention to her children. 

' She's just gone with the eldest to the hospital,' Emma 
replied to a question of Adela's. 'He's got something the 
matter with his eyes. And this one isn't at all well. He 
ought to be at school, only he's had such a dreadful cough 
we're afraid to send him out just yet. They're neither of them 
strong, I'm afraid.' 

'And you— isn't your health better since you have lived 
herel' Adela asked. 

' I think so. But I never ai! much as long as I have plenty 
of work to do.' 

' I am staying with a friend in London,' Adela said after a 
pause. ' I thought I might come to see you. I hoped you 
would still be in the same house.' 

' Yes, we are very comfortable, very,' Emma replied, ' I 
hope we shan't need to move for a long time; I'm sure wo 
couldn't do better.' 

She added, without i-aising her ^es : 

' Thank you for coming.' 

Adela Iniew that constraint between them was inevitable; 
it was enough that Emma spoke with good-w.iil. 

' If ever you shpuld have to move,' she said, ' will you let 
roe know where you go? I have written on this paper the 
address of my mother's house ; X live with her. Will you show 
me so much friendship t ' 

Emma glanced at her, and saw a look which recalled to her 
something she had seen in those eyes before. 

' I will write and tell you if we do move,' she said. 

Adela went away with a heart not altogether sad; it was 
rather as though she had been hearing solemn music, which 
stirred her soul even while ifc touched upon the source of tears. 

It was only on certain days that Stella sat to receive during 
visitors' hours. Today was not one of them; consequently 
when Hubert- Eldon called, about half-past four, the servant 
came up to the drawing-room to ask if Mi's. Westlabe would be 
at home to him. Adela was in the room ; at the mention of 
tho name she rose. 
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'I must write a letter before dinner,' she said. *I will go 
and get it done whilst you are engaged.' 

' Won't yon etay ! Do stay ! ' 

' I had much rather not. X don't fee! able to talk witli 
anyone just now.' 

She left the room without meeting Stella's look. The IMot 
Haid eho would receive Mr. Eldon. 

Adela went to the exquisitely furnished little boudoir, which 
was now always called Aw room, and sat down with the resolve 
to write to her mother on the subjects she had in mind. But 
her strength of will proved unequal to the task ; after writing 
a, word or two with shaking hand she laid down her pen and 
rested her face upon her hands. A minute or two ago she had 
been untroubled by a thought which concerned herself; now 
her blood was hot, and all her being moved at the impulse of a 
passionate desire. She had never known such a rebellion of 
her life. In her ears there rang the woi'd ' Free ! free ! ' She 
was free, and the man whom she loved with the love of years, 
with the first love of maidenhood and the confirmed love of 
maturity, was but a few yards from her — it might be, had even 
come here on purpose to meet her. 

Oh, why was he not poor I Had he but been some struggling 
artist, scarce able to support the woman of hia choice, how would 
she have stood before him and let him read the tenderness on 
her face ! Hubert's wealth was doubly hateful. 

She started from her chair, with difficulty suppressing a cry. 
Someone had knocked at her door. Perhaps he was already 
gone; she could not say how long she had sat here. It was 
Stella. 

' Mr. Eldon wishes to speak to you, dear.' 

She caught her friend's hand and almost crushed it between 
her own. 

' I can't see him ! Stelhi, I dare not see him ! ' 

' But he says it is purely a matter of business he wishes to 
speak of,' said Stella with a pained voice. 

Adela sank her head in anguish of shame. Stella put an 
arm about her, fearing she would fall. But in an instant pride 
had sprung up ; Adela freed herself, now deadly pale. 

' I will go.' 

She movpd mechanically, spoke mechanically the conven- 
tional words when she found that somehow she was in his 
presence. 

' I hope I do not disturb you,' Hubert snid with equal self- 
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' I waa about to address a letter to you before I left 
I did not know that you were here. It is better, 
parhaps, to do my busiaess by word of mouth, if you will eiIIow 
mei.' 

He waa very coiirtsous, but she could not distinguish a not« 
in his voice that meant more than courtesy. She prayed Mm 
to be seated, and herself took a place on an ottoman. She was 
able very calmly to regard his face. He leaned forward with 
bis hands together and spoke with Ms eyes on her. 

' It is with regard to the legacy which is due to you under 
Mr. Mutimer's will. You will remember that, as trustee, I 
have it in my power to make over to you the capital sum which 
produces the annuity, jf there abould be reason for doing so. 
I am about to leave England, perhaps for some few years; I 
have let the Manor to some friends of mine on a twenty years' 
lease. I tMnk I should like to transfer the money to you 
before I go. It is simpler, better. Will you let me do that, 
Mrs. Mutimer?' 

His words chilled her. His voice seemed harder as he pro- 
ceeded; it had the ring of metal, of hard cash counted down. 

What was his object? He wished to have done with her, 
to utterly abolish all relations between them. It might well 
be that he was about to marry, and Eomeooe abroad, Boraeone 
who would not care to live in an English country house. Why 
otherwise should he have let the Manor for so long a period J 
She felt as she had done long ago, when she heard of that other 
foi'eign woman. Cold as ice; not a spark of love in all her 
being. 

She replied : 

'Thank you. If you are willing to make that change, 
perhaps it will be best.' 

Hubert, Ms eyes still on her, imagined he saw pleasure in 
her face. She might have a project for the uso of the money, 
some Socialist scheme, sometMng perhaps to preserve the 
memory of her husband. He rose. 

' In that case I will have a deed prepared at once, and you 
shall be informed when it is ready for signature.' 

He said to himself that she could not forgive hia refusal of 
her request that day in the wood. 

They shook hands, Adela saying: 

'Ton ara still busy with artl' 

'In my dilettante way,' he replied smiling. 

Adela returned to her room, and there vemained till tW 
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Lour of dinner. At the meal she was her oi'diiiary self. After- 
wards Mr, Westlake asked her to read in proof an tirticle about 
to appear in. the 'Beacon'; she did so, and commented npon ifc 
with a dear mind, In the course of the evening she told her 
friends of the arrangement between Mr. Eldon and herself. 

Two days later she had to call at the solicitor's office to sign 
the deed of release. Inoiclentally she learnt that Hubert was 
leaving England the same evening. 

Ilad she been at home, these days would have been spent in 
solitude. For the first time phe suiFei«d in Stella's company. 
All allusion to Hubert was avoided between them. Sometimes 
she could hardly play her part ; sickness of the soul wasted her. 

It was morning ; he was now on the Continent, perhaps 
already talking with someone he loved. 

She was shamed to have so deceived, herself; she had 
feared him, because she believed he loved her, and that by 
sympathy he might see into her heart. Had it been so, he 
could not have gone from her in this way. Forgetting her own 
pride, her own power of dissimulafion, she did not believe it 
possible for him so to disguise tenderness. She would listen to 
no argument of hope, but crushed her heart with perverse 
cruelty. 

The annual payment of money liad been a link between him 
and her; when she signed the deed releasing him, the cold 
sweat stood on her forehead. 

She would reason. Of what excellence was he possessed 
that her life should so ahivndon itself at his feet ? In what had 
he proved himself generous or capable of the virtues that sub- 
dued Such reasoning led to self-mookery. She was no longer 
the girl who questioned her heart as to the significance of the 
vows required in the marriage service ; in looking back upon 
those struggles she could have wept for pity. Love would sub- 
mit to no analysis ; it was of her life ; as easy to account for 
the power of thought. Her soul was bare to her and all its 
needs. There was no refuge in ascetic resolve, in the self-deceit 
of spiritual enthusiasm. She could say to herself : You are free 
to love him; then love and be satisfied. Could she, when 
a-hungered, look on food, aud bid her hunger he appeased by 
the aet of sight ! 

Thus long she had held up, but despair was closing in upon 
her, and an anguish worse than death. She must leave this 
house and go whei'e she might surrender herself to misery. 
There was no friend whose comfort could be other than torment 
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aad bittor vanity ; such woe as hers only time and Weariness 
could aid. 

She waa rising with the firm purpose of talcing leave of 
Stella when a servant came to her door, aniioimcing that Mr. 
Eldon desired to see her. 

She was increduloue, required the servajit to repeat the 
name. Mr. Eldon was in the drawing-room and desired to 
see her. 

There must have been some error, some oversight in the 
legal business. Oh, it was inhuman to torture her in tiiis way ! 
Careless of what her countenance might indicate, she hastened 
to the drawing-room. She could feign no longer. Liet liim 
think what he would, so that he spoke briefly and released "her. 

But as soon as she entered the room she knew that he had 
not come to talk of business. He waa pale and agitated. As 
he did not speak at once she said : 

' I thought you were gone. I thought you left England 
last night.' 

' I meant to do so, but found it impossible. I could not go 
till I had seen you once more.' 

' What more have you to say to me i ' 

She knew that she waa speaki 
thought for dignity. Her question sounded a 
extorted from her by pain. 

' That if I go away from you now and finally, 1 go without 
a hope to support my life. You are everything to me. You 
are offended; you shrink from me. It is what I expected. 
Years ago, when I loved you without knowing what my love 
really meant, I flung away every chance in a moment of boyish 
madness. When I should have consecrated every thought to 
the hope of winning you, I made myself contemptible iu your 
eyes — worse, I made you loathe me. When it Waa too late I 
understood what I had done. Then I loved you as a man loves 
the one woman whom he supremely reverences, as I love you, 
and, I believe, shall always love jou. I could not go without 
saying this to you. I am happier in speaking the words than 
I ever remember to have been in my life before.' 

Adela'a bosom heaved, but excess of joy seemed to give her 
power to deal lightly with the gift that was offered her. 

' Why did you not say this the last time t ' she asked. One 
would have said, from her tone, that it was a question of the 
merest curiosity. She did not realise the words that pssed 
her lips. 
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' Because the diatiiiice between us se&ni&d too grcais. I began 
to speak of that money in the thought that it might lead me on. 
It had the opposite effect. You showed me how cold you could 
be. It is natural enough. Perhaps your sympathies are too 
entirely remote; and yet not long ago you talked with me as if 
your interests could be much the same as mine. I can under- 
stand that you suppress that side of your nature. You think 
me useless in the world. And indeed my life has but one pur. 
pose, which is a vain one. I can do nothing but feed my love 
for you. Yon have convictions and purposes; you feel that 
they are opposed to mine. AH that is of the intellect; I only 
live in my. passion. We are different and apart.' 

' Why do yon say that, as if you were glad of it V 

' G!ad ) I speak the words that come to my tongue. I say 
aloud to you what I have been repeating again and again to 
myself. It is mere despair.' 

She drew one step nearer to him. 

'You disregard those differences which you say are only of 
the intellect, and still love me. Can I not do the same ! There 
was a distance between us, and my ends were other than yours, 
That is the past ; the pi-esent is mine to make myself what you ' 
would have me. I have no law but yonr desire — ao much I 
love you.' 

How easily said after all I And when he searched her face 
with eyes on fire with their joy, when he drew her to his heai-t 
in passionate triumph, the untruth of years fell from her like a 
veil, and she had achieved her womanhood. 
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